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THE late Mr. Waterton having, some time ago, expressed his 
opinion that ravens are gradüally becoming extinct in 
England, I offered the few following words about my experience of 
these birds. 

The raven in this story is a Compound of two great Originals, of 

whom I was, at different times, the proud possessor. The first was 
in the bloom of his youth, when he was discovered in a modest re- 
tirement in London, by a friend of mine, and given to me. He had 
from the first, as Sir Hugh Evans says of Anne Page, " good gifts," 
which he improved by study and attention in a most exemplary 
manner. He slept in a stable — ^generally on horseback — and so ter- 
rified a Newfoundland dog by his preternatural sagacity, that he 
has been known, by the mere superiority of his genius, to walk oft* 
iinmolested with the dog's dinner, from before his face. He was 
rapidly rising in acquirements and virtues when, in an evil hour, 
his stable was newly painted. He observed the workmen closely, 
saw that they were careful of the paint, and immediately bumed to 
possess it. On their going to dinner, he ate up all they had left 
behind, consisting of a pound or two of white lead; and this 
youthf ul indiscretion terminated in death. 

While I was yet inconsolable for his loss, another friend of mine 
in Yorkshire discovered an older and more gifted raven at a village 
public-house, which he prevailed upon the landlord to part with for 
a consideration, and aent up to me. The first act of this Sage, was, 
to administer to the effects of his predecessor, by disinterring all the 
clieese and halfpence he had buried in the garden — a work of im- 

h 
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mensö labour and research, to which he devoted all the energies of 
his mind. When he had achieved his task, he applied himself to 
the acquisition of stalle language, in which he soon became such an 
adept, that he would perch outside my window and drive imaginary 
horses with great skill, all day. Perhaps even I never saw him at 
his best, f or his former master sent his duty with him, " and if I 
wished the bird to come out very strong, would I be so good as to 
show him a drunken man," — ^which I never did, having (unfortu- 
nately) none but sober people at band. But I could hardly have 
respected him more, whatever the stimulating influences of this 
sight might have been. He had not the least respect, I am sorry to 
say, for me in retum, or for anybody but the cook ; to whom he 
was attached — but only, I fear, as a policeman might have been. 
Once, I met him unexpectedly, about half a mile from my house, 
Walking down the middle of a public street, attended by a pretty 
large crowd, and spontaneously exhibiting the whole of his accom- 
plishments. His gravity imder those trying circumstances, I can 
never f orget, nor the extraordinary gallantry with which, refusing 
to be brought home, he defended himself behind a pump, until 
overpowered by numbers. It may have been that he was too bright 
a genius to live long, or it may have been that he took some pemi- 
cious substance into his bill, and thence into his maw — ^which is 
not improbable, seeing that he new-pointed the greater part of the 
garden-wall by digging out the mortar, broke countless Squares of 
glass by scraping away the putty all round the frames, and tore up 
and swallowed, in splinters, the greater part of a wooden staircase 
of six Steps and a landing— "but after some three years he too was 
taken ill, and died before the kitchen fire. He kept his eye to the 
last upon the meat as it roasted, and suddenly tumed over on his 
back with a sepulchral cry of " Cuckoo ! " Since then I have been 
ravenless, 

No account of the Gordon Eiots having been to my knowledge 
introduced into any Work of Fiction, and the subject presenting 
very extraordinary and remarkable features, I was led to project this 
Tale. 

It is imnecessary to say that those shameful tumults, while they 
teflect indelible disgrace upon the time in which they occuired, and 
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all who had act or part in thejn, teach a good lesson, That what 
we falsely call a religious cry is easily raised by men who have no 
religion, and who in their daily practice set at nought the com- 
monest principles of right and wrong ; that it is begotten of intoler- 
ance and persecution ; that it is senseless, besotted, inveterate, and 
unmerciful ; all Eüstoiy teaches us. But perhaps we do not know 
it in our hearts too well, to profit by even so humble an example as 
the " No Popery " riots of Seventeen Hundred and Eighty. 

However imperf ectly those disturbance» are set forth in the fol- 
lowing pages, they are impai*tially painted by one who has no 
sympathy with the Roinish Church, though he acknowledges, as 
most men do, some esteemed friends among the followers of its 
creed. 

In the description of the principal outrages, reference has been 
had to the best authoiities of that time, such as they are; the 
account given in this Tale, of all the main features of the Eiots, is 
substantially correct. 

Mr. Dennis's allusions to the flourishing condition of his trade in 
those days, have their foundation in truth, and not in the Author's 
fancy. Any file of old Newspapers, or odd volume of the Annual 
Register, will prove this with terrible ease. 

Even the case of Mary Jones, dwelt upon with so much pleasure 
by the same character, is no effort of invention. The facts were 
stated, exactly as they are stated here, in the House of Commons. 
Whether they afforded as much entertainment to the merry gentle- 
men assembled there, as some other most affecting circumstances of 
a similar nature mentioned by Sir Samuel Romilly, is not recorded. 

That the case of Mary Jones may speak the more emphatically 
for itself, I subjoin it, as related by Sir William Merbdith in a 
speech in Parliament, "on Frequent Executions," made in 1777. 

" Under this act," the Shop-lifting Act, " one Mary Jones was 
executed, whose case I shall just mention ; it was at the time when 
press Warrants were issued, on the alarm about the Falkland Islands. 
The woman's husband was pressed, their goods seized for some 
debts of his, and she, with two small children, tumed into the 
streets a-begging. It is a circumstance not to be forgotten, that 
she was very young (under nineteen), and most remarkably hand- 
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some. She went to a linen-draper's shop, took some coarse linen 
off the counter, and slipped it under her cloak ; tlie shopman saw 
her, and she laid it down : for this she was hanged. Her defence 
was (I have the trial in my pocket), * that she had lived in credit 
and wanted for nothing, tili a press-gang came and stole her hus- 
band from her ; but since then she had no bed to lie on ; nothing 
to give her children to eat ; and they were almost naked ; and per- 
haps she might have done something wrong, for she hardly knew 
what she did.' The parish ofl&cers testified the truth of this story ; 
but it seems there had been a good deal of shop-lifting about Lud- 
gate; an example was thought necessary; and this woman was 
hanged for the comfort and satisfaction of shopkeepers in Ludgate 
Street. When brought to receive sentence, she behaved in such a 
f rantic manner, as proved her mind to be in a distracted and de- 
sponding state ; and the child was suckling at her breast when she 
set out for Tybum." 
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CHAPTER I. 

IN the year 1775, there stood upon the borders of Epping Forest, at a 
distance of aboiit twelve miles from London — measuring from the 
Standard in Comhill, or rather from the spot on or near to which the 
Standard iised to be in days of yore — a house of public entertainnient 
calied the Maypole; which fact was demonstrated to all such travellers 
as could neither read nor write (and at that time a vast jiumber both of 
travellers and stay-at-homes were in this condition) by the emblem reared 
on the roadside over against the house, which, if not of those goodly pro- 
portions that Maypoles were wont to present in olden times, was a fair 
young ash, thirty feet in height, and straight as any arrow that ever 
English yeoman drew. 

The Maypole — by which term from henceforth is meant the house, and 
not its sign — the Maypole was an old building, with more gable ends than 
a lazy man would care to count on a sunny day; huge zigzag chimneys, 
out of which it seemed as though even smoke could not choose but come 
in more than naturally fantastic shapes, imparted to it in its tortuous 
progress; and vast stables, gloomy, ruinous, and empty. The place was 
Said to have been built in the days of King Henry the Eighth; and there 
was a legend, not only that Queen Elizabeth had slept there one night 
wliile upon a hunting excursion, to wit, in a certain oak-panelled room 
with a deep bay window, but that next moming, while standing on a 
mounting olock before the door with one foot in the stirrup, the virgin 
nionarch liad then and there boxed and cufFed an unlucky page for souie 
neglect of duty. The matter-of-fact and doubtful folks, of ^vllom there 
were a few among the Maypole customers, as unluckily there always are 
in every little Community, were inclined to look upon this tradition as 
rather apocryphal ; but, whenever the landlord of that ancient hostelry 
appealed to tne mounting block itself as evidence, and triumphantly 
pomted out that there it stood in the same place to that very day, the 
ODubters never failed to be put down by a large majori ty, and all true 
believers exulted as in a victory. 

Whether these, and many other stories of the like nature, were true or 
untrue, the Maypole was really an old house, a very old house, perhaps 
as old as it claimed to be, and perhaps older, which will sometimes happen 
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with hoiises of an uncertain, as with ladies of a certain, age. Its Windows 
were old diamond-pane lattices, its floors were sunken and uneven, its 
ceilings blackened by the band of time, and heavy witb massive beams. 
Over the doorway was an ancient porcb, quaintly and grotesquely carved ; 
and here on summer evenings the more favoured customers smoked and 
drank — ay, and sang many a good song too, sometimes — ^reposing on two 
grim-looking high-oacked settles, which, like the twin dragons of some 
fairy tale, guarded the entrance to the mansion. 

In the chinineys of the disused rooms, swallows had built their nests 
for many a long year, and froni earliest spring to latest autumn whole 
colonies of sparrows chirped and twittered in the eaves. There were more 
pigeons about the dreary stable-yard and outbuildings than anybody but 
the landlord could reckon up. The wheeling and circling flights of runts, 
fantails, tumblers, and pouters, were perhaps not quite consistent with 
the grave and sober character of the building, but the monotonoiis cooing, 
which never ceased to be raised by some among them all day long, suited 
it exactly, and seemed to lull it to rest. With its overhanging stories, 
drowsy little panes of glass, and front bulging out and projecting over the 
pathway, the old house looked as if it were nodding in its sleep. Indeed, 
it needed no very great Stretch of fancy to detect in it other resemblances 
to humanity. The bricks of which it was built had originally been a deep 
dark red, but had grown yellow and discoloured like an old man's skin; 
the sturdy timbers had decayed like teeth; and here and there the ivy, 
like a warm garment to comfort it in its age, wrapped its green leaves 
closely round the time-worn walls. 

It was a hale and hearty age though, still : and in the summer or autumn 
evenings, when the glow of the setting sun feil upon the oak and chestnut 
trees oi the adjacent forest, the old house, partaking of its lustre, seemed 
their fit companion, and to have many good years of life in him yet. 

The evening with which we have to do, was neither a summer nor an 
autumn one, but the twilight of a day in March, when the wind howled 
dismally among the bare branches of the trees, and rumbling in the wide 
chimneys and driving the rain a^ainst the Windows of the Maypole Inn, 
gave such of its frequenters as chanced to be there at the moment an 
undeniable reason for prolonging their stay, and caused the landlord to 
prophesy that the night would certainly clear at eleven o'clock precisely, — 
which by a remarkable coincidence was the hour at which he always closed 
his house. 

The name of him upon whom the spirit of prophecy tlms descended was 
John WiUet, a burly, large-headed man with a fat face, which betokened 
profound obstinacy and äowness of apprehension, combined with a very 
ßtrong reliance upon his own merits. It was John Willems ordinary boast 
in his more placia moods that if he were slow he was sure; which assertion 
could, in one sense at least, be by no means gainsaid, seeing that he was 
in everything unquestionably the reverse of fast, and withal one of -the 
niost dogged and positive fellows in existence — always sure that what he 
thought or Said or did was right, and holding it as a thing quite settled 
and ordained by the laws of nature and Providence, that anybody who 
Said or did or thought otherw^ise must be inevitably and of necessity wrong. 

Mr. Willet walked slowly upto the window, flattened his fat nose against 
the cold glass, and shading his eyes that his sighfniight not be affected by 
the ruddy glow of the fire, looked abroad. Then ho walked slowly back 
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to bis old seat in the cliimney comer, and, composing himself in it with 
a slight sbiver, such as a man nüght give way to and so acquire an addi- 
tional relish for the warm blaze, said, looking round upon nis guests: 

" It 11 clear at eleven o'clock. No sooner and no later. Not before and 
not arterwards." 

" How do you make out tbat ?" said a little man in the opposite comer. 
" The moon is past the füll, and sbe rises at nine.*' 

John looked sedately and solemnly at bis ^uestioner until be bad 
brought bis mind to bear upon the whole of bis Observation, and then 
made answer,in atone which seemed toimply tbat the moon was peouliarly 
bis business and nobody eise's: 

" Never you mind about the moon. Don't you trouble yourself about 
her. You let the moon alone, and I '11 let you alone." 

" No ofFence, I hope ?" said the little man. 

Again John waited leisurely until the Observation bad tboroughlv pene- 
trated to bis brain, and then replying, " No offence as j/ef," applied a light 
to bis pipe and smoked in placid silence; now and then castmg a sidelonj» 
look at a man wrapped in a loose riding-coat with huge cuflfs omamented 
with tamished silver lace and large metal buttons, who sat apart from the 
regulär frequenters of the house, and wearing a hat flapped over bis face, 
which was still furtber shaded by the band on which bis forehead rested, 
looked unsociable enougb. 

There was anotber guest, who sat, booted and spurred, at some dietancö 
from the fire also, and whose thoughts — to judge from bis folded arms aii<l 
knitted brows, and from the untasted liquor before bim — were occupied 
with other matters than the topics under discussion or the persons who 
discussed them. This was a young man of about eight-and-twenty, ratlier 
above the middle beight, and thoush of a somewhat slight figure, grace- 
fuUy and strongly made. He wore nis own dark hair, and was accoutred 
in a riding-dress, which together with bis large boots (resembling in shape 
and fashion those wom by our Life Guardsmen at the present day), showed 
indisputable traces of the bad condition of the roads. But travel-staired 
thougb be was, be was well and even richly attired, and without being 
over-dressed looked a gallant gentleman. 

Lying upon the table beside bim, as be bad carelessly thro^\ai tbein 
down, were a heavy riding-whip and a slouched hat, the latter wom no 
doubt as being best suited to the inclemency of the weather. There, too, 
were a pair of pistols in a bolster-case, and a short riding-cloak. Little 
of bis face was visible, except the long dark lasbes which concealed bis 
downcast eyes, but an air of careless ease and natural gracefulness of 
demeanour pervaded the figure, and seemed to comprehend even those 
sliglit accessories, which were all bandsome, and in good keeping. 

Towards this young gentleman the eyes of Mr. Willet wandered bni. 
once, and then as if in mute inquiry wbetber be bad observed bis silcnt 
neighbour. Ife was piain tbat John and the young gentleman. bad often 
met before. Finding tbat bis look was not returned, or indeed observed 
by the person to whom it was addressed, John gradually concentrated the 
whole power of bis eyes into one focus, and brought it to bear upon the 
man in the fiapped hat, at whom he came to stare in course of time with 
an intensity so remarkable, tbat it affected bis iireside cronies, who all, 
as with one accord, took their pipes from their lips, and stared with open 
mouths at the strauger likewise. 

1—2 
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The sturdy landlord had alarge pairof dull fish-like eyes, and the little 
man who had hazarded the remark about the moon (and who was the 
parish-clerk and bell-ringer of Chigwell ; a village hard by) had little 
round black shiny eyes like beads; moreover this little man wore at the 
knees of his rusty black. breeches, and on his rusty black coat, and all 
down his long flapped waistcoat, little queer buttons like nothing except 
his eyes; but so like them, that as they twinkled and glistened in the light 
of the fire, which shone too in his bright shoe-buckles, he seemed all eyes 
from head to foot, and to be gazing witn every one of them at the unknown 
customer. No wonder that a man should grow restless ander such an 
inspection as this, to say nothing of the eyes belonging to short Tom 
Cobb the general chandler and post-office keeper, and long Phil Parkes ' 
the ranker, both of whom, infected by the example of their companions, 
regardea him of the flapped hat no less attentively. 

The stranger became restless; perhaps frombeing exposed to this raking 
fire of eyes, perhaps from the nature of his previous meditations — most 

Erobably from the latter cause, for as he changed his position and looked 
astily round, he started to find himself the object of such keen regard, 
and darted an angry and suspicious glance at the fireside group. It had 
the effect of immediately diverting all eyes to the chimney, except those 
of John Willet, who finding himselfi as it were, caught in the fact, and 
not being (as has been already observed) of a very ready nature, remained 
staring at his guest in a particularly awkward and disconcerted manner, 

"Well?" Said the stranger. 

Well. There was not much in well. It was not a long Speech. " I 
thought you gave an order," said the landlord, after a pause of two or 
three minutes for consideration. 

The stranger took off his hat, and disclosed the hard features of a man 
of sixty or thereabouts, much weatherbeaten and worn by time, and the 
naturally harsh expression of which was not improved by a dark hand- 
kerchief which was bound tightly round his head, and, while it served 
the purpose of a wig, shaded nis forehead, and almost hid his eyebrows. 
If it were intended to conceal or divert attention from a deep gash, now 
healed into an ugly seam, which when it was first inflicted must have laid 
bare his cheekbone, the object was but indifferently attained, for it could 
scarcely fail to be noted at a glance. His complexion was of a cadaverous 
hue, and he had a grizzly jagged beard of some three weeks' date. Such 
was the figure (very meanly and poorly clad) that now rose from the seat, 
and stalking across the room sat down in a corner of the chimney, which 
the politeness or fears of the little clerk very readily assigned to him. 

" A highwayman!" whispered Tom Cobb to Parkes the ranger. 

"Do you suppose highwaymen don't dress handsomer than that?" 
replied Parkes. " It 's a better business than you think for, Tom, and 
highwaymen don't need or use to be shabby, take my word for it." 

Meanwhile the subject of their speculations häd done due honour to 
the house by calling for some drink, which was promptly supplied by the 
landlord's son Joe, a broad-shouldered strapping young fellow of twenty, 
whom it pleased his father still to consider a little boy, and to treat accorä- 
ingly. Stretching out his hands to warm them by the blazing fire, the 
man tumed his head towards the Company, and after running his eye 
sharply over them, said in a voice well suited to his appearance: 

" Wnat house is that which Stands a mile or so from here ?" 



bauxabv rüdge. 5 

" Public-house," said the landlord, with his usual deliberation. 

" Public-house, father ! " exclaimed Joe. " Where 'b the public-house 
within a mile or so of the Maypole ? He means the great house— the 
Warren — naturally and of course. The old red brick house, sir, that 
Stands in its own grounds ? " 

" Ay," said the stranger. 

" And that fifteen or twenty years ago stood in a park five times as 
broad, which with other and richer property has bit by bit changed 
hands and dwindled away — more 's the pity ! " pursued the young man. 

" Maybe," was the reply. " But my question rekted to the owner. 
What it has been I don't care to know, and what it is I can see for 
myself." 

The heir- apparent to the Maypole pressed his finger on his lips, and 
glancing at the young gentleman already noticed, who had changed his 
attitude when the house was first mentioned, replied in a lower tone : 

" The owner's name is Haredale, Mr. Öeoffrey Haredale, and " — again 
he glanced in the same direction as before — " and a worthy gentleman 
too— hem!" 

Payinff as little regard to this admonitory cough, as to the si^nificant 
gesture that had preceded it, the stranger pursued his questioning. 

" I tumed out of my way coming here, and took the footpath that 
Grosses the grounds. Who was the young lady that I saw entering a 
carriage ? His daughter ? " 

"Why, how should I know, honest man?" replied Joe, contriving in 
the course of some arrangements about the hearth, to advance close to 
his questioner andpluck him by the sleeve, " / didn't see the young 
lady, you know. Wnew ! There 's the wind again — and rain — weil, it 
18 a night ! '* 

"Roueh weather indeed!" observed the stränge man. 

" You re used to it ? " said Joe, catching at any thing which seemed to 
promise a diversion of the subject. 

"Pretty well," returned the other. "About the young lady — has 
Mr. Haredale a daughter ? " 

" No, no," said the young fellow fretfuUy, " he 's a Single gentleman — 
he 's — ^be quiet, can't you, man ? Don't you see this talk is not relished 
yonder ? " 

Regärdless of this whispered remonstrance, and affecting not to hear 
it, his tormentor provokingly continued : 

** Single men have had daughters before now. Perhaps she may be 
his daughter, though he is not married." 

"What do you mean?" said Joe, adding in an undertone as he 
ai)proached him again, " You '11 come in for it presently, I know you 
will!" 

"I mean no härm," returned the traveller boldly, "and have said 
none that I know of. 1 ask a few questions— as any stranger may, and 
not unnaturally — about the inmates of a remarkable house in a neigh- 
bourhood which is new to me, and you are as aghast and disturbed as if 
I were talking treason against King George. Perhaps you can teil me 
why, sir, for (as I say) I am a stranger, and this is Öreek to me ?" 

The latter Observation was addressed to the obvious cause of Joe 
Willet's discomposure, who had risen and was adjusting his riding-cloak 
preparatory to sallying abroad. Briefly replying that he could give 
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him no information, the yoiing man beckoned to Joe, and handing him 
a piece of money in payment of his reckoning, hurried out attended by 
young Willet liimselT, who taking up a candle foUowed to light hira to 
the house door. 

WMle Joe was absent on this errand, the eider Willet and his three 
companions continued to smoke with profound gravity, and in a deep 
silence, each having his eyes fixed on a huge copper boiler that was 
suspended over the fire. After some time John WiUet slowly shook his 
head, and thereupon his friends slowly shook theirs; but no man with- 
drew his eyes from the boiler, or altered the solemn expression of his 
countenance in the slightest degree. 

At length Joe returned — very talkative and conciliatory, as though 
with a strong presentiment that he was going to be found fault with- 

" Such a thing as love is! " he said, drawing a chair near the fire, and 
looking round for sympathy. " He has set off to walk to London, — all 
the way to London. His nag gone lame in riding out here this blessed 
aftemoon, and comfortably littered down in our stable at this minute ; 
and he giving up a good hot supper and our best bed, because Miss 
Haredale has gone to a masquerade up in town, and he has set his heart 
upon seeing her ! I don't think I could persuade myself to do that, 
beautiful as she is, — but then I 'm not in love (at least I don't think I 
am), and that 's the whole difference." 

" He is in love, then? " said the stranger. 

" Kather," replied Joe. *' He 11 never be more in love, and may very 
easily be less." 

" Silence, sir!" cried his father. 

" What a chap you are, Joe ! " said Long Parkes. 

" Such an inconsiderate lad !" murmured Tom Cobb. 

"Putting himself forward and wringing the very nose off his own 
father^s face ! " exclaimed the parish-clerk, metaphorically. 

" What have I done?*' reasoned poor Joe. 

" Silence, sir ! " retumed his father. " What do you mean by talking, 
when you see people that are more than two or three times your age, 
sitting still and silent and not dreaming of saying a word ? " 

" Why that 's the proper time for me t^ talk, isn't it?" said Joe rebel- 
liously. 

" The proper time, sir ! " retorted his father, " the proper time 's no 
time." 

" Ah, to be sure ! " muttered Parkes, nodding gravely to the other two 
who nodded likewise,observing undertheir breaths that that was the point. 

" The proper time 's no time, sir," repeated John Willet ; " when I was 
your age I never talked, I never wanted to talk. I listened and im- 
proved myself, that 's what / did." 

"And you'd find your father rather a tough customer in argeyment, 
Joe, if anybody was to try and tackle him," said Parkes. 

" For the matter o' that, Phil ! " observed Mr. Willet, blowing a long, 
thin, Spiral cloud of smoke out of the comer of his mouth, and staring 
at it abstractedly as it floated away ; " for the matter o' that, Phil, argey- 
ment is a gift of Natur. If Natur has gifted a man with powers of 
argeyment, a man has a right to make the fest of 'em, and has not a right 
to stand on false delicacy, and deny that he is so gifted ; for that is a 
tuming of his back on Natur, a flouting of her, a slighting of her precious 
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caskets, and a proving of one's seif to be a swine that isn't worth her 
scattering pearls before." 

The landlord pausing here for a very long time, Mr. Parkes naturally 
concluded that ne had brought bis discourse to an end ; and therefore, 
tuming to the young man with some austerity, exclaimed : 

" You hear what yoiir father says, Joe? You wouldn't much like to 
tackle bim in argeyment, I 'm tliinking, sir." 

" If," Said John Willst, turning his eyes from the ceilinc to the face 
of his interrupter, and uttering the monosyllable in capitals, to apprise 
him that he had put in his oar, as the vulgär say, with unbecoming and 
irreverent haste; " If, sir, Natur has fixed upon me the gift of argeyment, 
why should I not own to it, and rather glory in the same ? Yes, sir, I am a 
tough customer that way. You are right, sir. My toughness has been 
proved, sir, in this rooni many and many a time, as I think you know; 
and if you don't know," added John, putting his pipe in bis mouth 
again, " so much the better, for I an't proud and am not going to teil 
you." 

A general murmur from his three cronies, and a general shaking of 
lieads at the copper boiler, assured John Willet that they had had good 
experience of bis powers and needed no further evidence to assure them 
of his superiority. John smoked with a little more dignity and sur- 
veyed them in silence. 

" It 's all very fine talking," muttered Joe, who had been fidgeting in 
his chair with divers uneasy gestures. '^^But if you mean to teil me 
that I 'm never to open my lips ^* 

" Silence, sir ! " roared bis father. " No, you never are. When your 
opinion 's wanted, you give it. When you 're spoke to, you speak. 
When your opinion 's not wanted and you 're not spoke to, don't give an 
opinion and don't you speak. The world 's luidergone a nice alteration 
since my time, certainly. My belief is that there an't any boys left — 
that there isn't such a thing as a boy — that there 's nothing now between 
a male baby and a man — and that all the boys went out with his blessed 
Majesty Kmg George the Second." 

" That 's a very true Observation, always excepting the young princes," 
said the parish-clerk, who, as the representative of Church and State 
in that Company, held himself bound to the nicest loyalty. "If it's 
godly and righteous for boys, being of the ages of boys, to behave them- 
selves like boys, then the young princes must be böys, and cannot be 
otherwise." 

" Did you ever hear teil of mermaids, sir ?" said Mr. Willet. 

" Certainly I have," replied the clerk. 

"Very good," said Mr. Willet. "According to the Constitution of 
mermaids, so much of a mermaid as is not a woman must be a fish. 
According to the Constitution of young princes, so much of a young 
prince (if anything) as is not actually an angel, must be godly and 
righteous. Therefore, if it 's becoming and godly and righteous in the 
young princes (as it is at their ages) that they should be ooys, they are 
and must be boys, and cannot by possibility be anything eise." 

This elucidation of a knotty pomt being received with such marks of 
approval as to put John Willet into a good humour, he contented him- 
self with repeating to his son his command of silence, and addressing 
the stranger, said : 
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" If you had asked your questions of a grown-up person — of me or 
any of these gentlemen— -you d have had some satisfaction, and wouldn't 
have wasted breath. Miss Haredale is Mr. Geoflfrey Haredale's niece." 

" Is her father alive ? " said the man, cärelessly. 

" No," rejoined the landlord, " he is not alive, and he is not dead ^* 

" Not dead ! " cried the other. 

" Not dead in a common sort of way," said the landlord. 

The cronies nodded to each other, and Mr. Parkes remarked in an 
undertone, shaking his head meanwhile as who should say : " let no man 
contradict me, for I won't believe him," that John Willet was in amazing 
force to-night, and fit to tackle a Chief Justice. 

The stranger sufFered a short pause to elapse, and then asked abruptly: 
" What do you mean ? " 

" More than you think for, friend," retumed John Willet. " Perhaps 
thope 's more meaiiing in them words than you suspect." 

"Perhaps there is," said the stränge man, gruffly; **but what the 
devil do you speak in such mysteries for ? You teil me, first, that a man 
is not alive, nor yet dead — then, that he 's not dead in a common sort of 
way — then, that you mean a great deal more than I think for. To teil 
you the truth, you may do that easily ; for so far as I can make out, you 
mean nothing. What do you mean, I ask again ?" 

*• That," retumed the landlord, a little brought down from his dignity 
by the stranger's surliness, " is a May pole story, and has been any time 
these four and twenty years. That story is Solomon Daisy's story. It 
belongs to the house ; and nobody but Solomon Daisy has ever told it 
under this roof, or ever shall — that 's more." 

Tlie man glanced at the parish-clerk, whose air of consciousness and 
importance plainly betokened him to be the person referred to, and, 
observing that he had taken his pipe from his lips, after a very long 
whiff to keep it alight, and was evidently about to teil his story without 
further solicitation, gathered his large coat about him, and shrinking 
further back was almost lost in the gloom of the spacious chimney 
Corner, except when the fiame, struggling from imder a great faggot, 
whose weight almost crushed it for the time, shot upward with a strong 
and. sudden glare, and illumining his figure for a moment, seemed after- 
wards to cast it into deeper obscurity than before. 

By this flickering light, which made the old room, with its heavy 
timbers and panelled walls, look as if it were built of polished ebony — 
the wind roaring and howling without, now rattling the latch and 
creaking the hinges of the stout oaken door, and now driving at the 
casement as though it would beat it in — by this light, and under circum- 
stances so auspicious, Solomon Daisy began his tale : 

" It was Mr. Reuben Haredale, Mr. Geoffrey's eider brother " 

Here he came to a dead stop, and made so long a pause that even 
John Willet grew impatient and asked why he did not proceed. 

" Cobb," said Solomon Daisy, dropping his voice and appealing to the 
post-office keeper, " what day of the month is this ?" 

" The nineteenth." 

"Of March," said the clerk, bending forward, "the nineteenth of 
March ; that 's very stränge." 

In a low voice they all acquiesced, and Solomon went on: 

"It was Mr. Reuben Haredale, Mr. Geoffrey's eider brother, that 
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twenty-two years ago was the owner of the Warren, whicb, as Joe has 
Said — not that you remember it, Joe, for a boy like you can't do tbat, 
but becaiise you have often heard me say so — ^was tnen a much larger 
and better place, and a mucb more valuable property than it is now. 
His lady was lately dead, and he was left with one child — the Miss 
Haredale you have been inquiring about — who was then <*carcely a year 

Although the Speaker addressed himself to the man who had shown 
so much curiosity about this same family, and niade a pause here as if 
expecting some exclamation of surprise or encouragenient, the hvttcr 
made no remark, nor gave any indication that he heard or was interested 
in what was said. Solomon, therefore, turned to his old conipanions, 
whose noses were brightly illuminated by the deep red glow from the 
bowls of their pipes, assured, by long experience, of their attention, and 
resolved to show nis sense of such indecent behaviour. 

"Mr. Haredale," said Solomon, turning his back upon the stränge 
man, " left this place when his lady died, ßeling it lonely like, and went 
up to London, where he stopped some months ; but Unding that place 
as lonely as this— as I suppose and have always heard say— he sudaenly 
came back again with his little girl to tlie Warren, bringing with him 
besides, that day, only two women-servauts, and bis steward, and a 
gardener." 

Mr. Daisy stopped to take a whiff at his pipe, which was going out, 
and then proceeded: — at first in a snuffling tone, occasioned by keen en- 
joyment of the tobacco and strong puUing at the pipe, and afterwards 
with increasing distinctness : 

" — Bringing with him two women-servants, and his steward, and a 
gardener. The rest stopped behind up in London, and were to foUow 
next day. It happened that that night, an old gentleman who lived at 
Chigwell-row, and had long been poorly, deceased, and an order came to 
me at half after twelve o'clock at night to go and toll the passing-bell." 

There was a movement in the little group of listeners, sufficiently 
indicative of the strong repugnance any one of them would have feit to 
have tumed out at such a time upon such an errand. The clerk feit and 
understood it, and pursued his theme accordingly. 

" It xoas a dreary thing, especially as the grave-digger was laid up in his 
bed, from long working in a damp soil and sitting down to take his 
dinner on cold tombstones, and I was consequently under Obligation to 
go alone, for it was too late to hope to get any other companion. How- 
ever, I wasn't unprepared for it ; as the old gentleman had often made 
it a request that the bell should be tolled as soon as possible after the- 
breath was out of his body, and he had been expected to go for some 
days. I put as good a face upon it as I could, and muffling myself up 
(for it was mortal cold), started out with a lighted lantern in one band 
and the key of the church in the other." 

At this point of the narrative, the dress of the stränge man rustled as 
if he had tumed himself to hear more distinctly. Slightly pointing over 
his Shoulder, Solomon elevated his eyebrows and nodded a silent enquiry 
to Joe whether this was the case. Joe shaded his eyes with his band 
and peered into the cornÄ*, but could make out nothing, and so shook 
his head. 

" It was just such a night as this ; blowing a hiuricane, raining heavily, 
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and verv dark — I often think now, darker tlian I ever saw it before or 
since ; Aat may be my fancy, but the houses were all close shut and the 
folks indoors, and perhaps there is only one other man who knows how 
dark it really was. I got into the cburch, cbained the door back so that 
it should keep ajar — for, to teil the truth, I didn't like to be shut in 
there alone — and putting my lantern on the stone seat in the little 
comer where the bell-rope is, sat down beside it to trim the candle. 

" I sat down to trim tne candle, and when I had done so I could not 
persnade myself to get up again, and go about my work. I don't know 
now it was, but I thought of all the ghoat stories I had ever heard, even 
those that I had heard when I was a boy at school, and had forgotten 
long ago ; and they didn't come into my mind one after another, but all 
crowding at once, like. I recollected one story there was in the village, 
how that on a certain night of the year (it might be tliat very night lor 
anything I knew), all the dead people came out of the ground and sat 
at the heads of their graves tili moming. This made me think how 
many people I had known, were buried between the church door and the 
churehyard gate, and wliat a dreadful thing it would be to have to pass 
among them and know them again, so earthy and unlike themselves. I 
had known all the niches and arches in the church from a child ; still I 
couldn't persuade myself that those were their natural shadows which I 
saw on the pavement, but feit sure there were some ugly figures hiding 
among 'em and peeping out. Thinking on in this way, I began to think 
of the old gentleman who was just dead, and I could have swom, as I 
look'ed up the dark chancel, that I saw him in his usual place, wrapping 
his shroud about him and shivering as if he feit it cold. All this time 
I sat listening and listening, and hardly dared to breathe. At length I 
Started up and took the bell-rope in my hands. At that minute there 
rang — not that bell, for I had hardly touched the rope — but another ! 

" I heard the ringing of another bell, and a deep bell too, plainly, It 
was only for an instand and even then the wind carried the sound away, 
but I heard it. I listened for a long time, but it rang no more. I had 
heard of corpse candles, and at last I persuaded myself that this must be 
a corpse bell tolling of itself at midnight for the dead. I tolled my bell 
— how, or how long, I don't know — and ran home to bed as fast as I 
could touch the ground. 

" I was up early next moming after a restless night, and told the story 
to my neighbours. Some were serious and some made light of it ; I 
don't think anybody believed it real. But, that moming, Mr. Keuben 
Haredale was found murdered in his bed-chamber ; and in his band was 
a piece of the cord attaehed to an alarm-bell outside the roof, which hung 
in his room and had been cut asunder, no doubt by the murderer, when 
he seized it. 

« That was the bell I heard. 

" A bureau was found opened, and a cash-box, which Mr. Haredale 
had brought down that day, and was supposed to contain a large sum of 
money, was gone. The Steward and gardener were both missing and 
both suspected for a long time, but they were never found, though 
hunted far and wide. And far enough they might have looked for poor 
Mr. Rudge the Steward, whose body — scarcely to be recognised by his 
clothes and the watch and ring he wore — was found, months afterwards, 
at the bottom of a piece of water in the grounds, with a deep gash in the 
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breast where he had been stabbed witb a knife. He was only partly 
dressed ; and people all agreed that he had been sitting up reading in his 
own room> where there were many traces of blood, and was suddenly 
fsdlen upon and killed before his master. 

" Everybody now knew that the gardener must be the murderer, and 
though he has never been heard of from that day to this, he will be, mark 
my words. The crime was committed this day two-and-twenty years — 
on the nineteenth of March, one thousand seven hundred and fifty-three. 
On the nineteenth of March in some year — no matter when — I know it, 
I am sure of it, for we have always, in some stränge wav or other, been 
brought back to the subject on that day ever since — on tne nineteenth of 
Maren in some year, sooner or later, that man will be discovered.'' 




CHAPTER IT. 

"A STRANGE Story!" Said the man who had been the cause of the 
narration. ** Stranger still if it comes about as you predict Is that all?" 

A question so unexpected, nettled Solomon Daisy not a little. By dint 
of relating the story veiy often, and omamenting it (according to village 
report) with a few flounshes suggested by the various hearers from time 
to time, he had come by degrees to teil it with great efifect; and '* is that 
all ? " after the climax, was not what 'he was accustomed to. 

"Is that all?" he repeated, "yes, that 's all, sir. And enough too, I 
think." 

" I think so too. My horse, young man ! He is but a hack hired 
from a roadside posting house, but he must carry me to London to-night." 

" To-night ! " said Joe. 

" To-night," returned the other. " What do you stare at ? This tavem 
would seem to be a house of call for all the gaping idlers of the neigh- 
bourhood ! " 

At this remark, which evidently had reference to the scrutiny he had 
undergone, as mentioned in the foregoing chapter, the eyes of John 
Willet and his friends were diverted with marvellous rapidity to the 
copper boiler again. Not so with Joe^ who, being a mettlesome fellow, 
returned the stranger's angry glance with a steady look, and rejoined : 

" It is not a very bold thing to wonder at your going on to-night. 
Surely you have been asked such a harmless question in an inn beföre, 
and in better weather than this. I thought you mightn't know the way, 
as you seem stränge to this part." 

" The way — " repeated the other, irritably. 

" Yes. Do you know it ? " 

" I '11— humph ! — 1 11 find it," replied the man, waving his band and 
tuming on his heel. " Landlord, take the reckoning here." 

John Willet did as he was desired ; for on that point he was seldom 
slow, except in the particulars of giving change, anci testing the goodness 
of any piece of coin that was proffered him, by the application of his 
teeth or his tongue, or some other test, or in doubtful cases, by a long 



I 
i 

12 BARA^ABY RUDGE. 

series of tests tenninating iii its rejection. The giiest then wrapped his | 

garments about Mm so as to shelter himself as effectually as he could i 

from the rough weather, and without any word or sign of farewell i 

betook himself to the stable-yard. Here Joe (who had left the room on ' 

the conclusion of their short dialogue) was protecting himself and the 
horse from the rain under the shelter of an old pent-house roof. 

" He 's pretty much of m}r opinion," said Joe, patting the horse upon 
the neck. " 1 11 wager that your stopping here to-night would please 
him better than it would please me." 

" He and I are of difFerent opinions, as we have been more than once 
on our way here," was the short reply. 

" So I was thinking before you came out, for he has feit your spurs, 
poor beast." 

The stranger adjusted his coat-collar about his face, and made no 
answer. 

" Ybu'll know me again, I see," he said, marking the young fellow's 
eamest gaze, when he sprang into the saddle. 

"The man 's worth Jinowing, master, who travels a road he don't 
know, mounted on a jaded horse, and leaves good quarters to do it on 
such a night as this." 

" You have sharp eyes and a sharp tongue I find." 

" Both I hope by nature, but the last grows rusty sometimes for want 
of using." 

" Use the first less too, and keep their sharpness for your sweethearts, 
boy," said the man. 

So saying he shook his band frora the bridle, Struck him roughly on 
the head with the butt end of bis whip, and galloped away ; dashing 
through the mud and darkness with a headlong speed, which few badly 
mounted horsemen would have cared to venture, even had they been 
thoroughly acquainted with tbe country ; and which, to one who knew 
notliing of the way he rode, was attended at every step with great hazard 
and danger. 

The roads, even within twelve miles of London, were at that time ill 
paved, seldom repaired, and very badly made. The way this rider 
traversed had been ploughed up by the wheels of heavy wagons, and 
rendered rotten by the l'rosts and thaws of the preceding winter, or 
possibly of many winters. Great holes and gaps had been wom into the 
soü, which, being now filled with water from the late rains, were not 
easily distinguishable even by day; and a plunge into any one of them 
might have brought down a surer-footed horse than the poor beast now 
urged forward to the utmost extent of his powers. Sharp flints and 
stones roUed from under his hoofs continually ; the rider could scarcely 
See beyond the animal's head, or farther on either side than his own arm 
would have extended. At that time, too, all the roads in the neigh- 
bourhood of the metropolis were infested by footpads or highwaymen, 
and it was a night, of all others, in which any evil-disposed person of this 
class might have pursued liis unlawful calling with little fear of detection. 

Still, the traveller dashed forward at the same reckless pace, regardless 
ahke of the dirt and wet which flew about his head, the profound dark- 
ness of the night, and the probability of encountering some desperate 
characters abroad. At every tum and angle, even where a deviation 
from the direct course might have been least expected, and could not 
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posaibly be seen iintil he was close npon it, he puidetl the bridle with an 
imeiring band, and kept the middle of the road. Thiis he sped onward, 
raising himself in the stirrups, leaning bis body forward until it almost 
touched the horse's neck, ana flourishing bis heavy whip above bis head 
with the fervour of a madman. 

There are times when, the Clements being in nniisual commotion, 
those who are bent on daring enterprises, or agitated by great thoughte, 
whether of good or evil, feel a mysterious sympathy with the tumult of 
nature, and are roused into corresponding violence. In the midst of 
thunder, lightniiij?, and storm, manv tremendous deeds have been com- 
niitted ; men, self-possessed before, nave given a sudden loose to passions 
they could no longer control. The demons of wrath and despair have 
striven to emulate those who ride the whirlwind and direct tue storm; 
and man, lashed into madness with the roaring winds and boiling watera, 
has become for the time as wild and merciless as the elements themselves. 

Whether the traveller was possessed by thoiights which the f iiry of the 
night had heated and stimulated into a quicker current, or was merely 
impelled by some strong motive to reach bis joumey's end, on he swept 
more like a hunted phantom than a man, nor checked bis pace until, 
arriving at some cross-roads, one of which led by a longer route to the 
place whence he had so lately started, he bore down so suddenly upon a 
vehicle which was Coming towards him, that in the effort to avoid it he 
well-nigh pulled bis horse upon bis haunches, and nairowly escaped 
being thrown. 

" Yoho! " cried the voice of a man. " What 's that ? who goes there ? ^ 

" A friend ! " replied the traveller. 

" A friend ! " repeated the voice. " Wlio calls himself a friend and 
rides like that, abusing Heaven's gifts in the shape of horseflesh, and 
endangerinc, not only his own neck (which might be no great matter) 
but the necks of other people?" 

"You have a lantem there, I see,** said the traveller dismounting, 
"lend it me for a moment. You have wounded my horse, I think, with 
your shaft or wheel." 

"Wounded him!" cried the other, "if I haven't killed him, it's no 
fault of yours. What do you mean by galloping along the king's high- 
way like that, eh?* 

" Qive me the light," retumed the traveller, snatching it froni liis 
band, " and don't ask idle quostions of a man who is in no mood for 
talking." 

" If you had said you were in no mood for talking before, I should 
perhaps have been in no mood for lighting," said the voice. ** Hows'ever, 
as it 's the poor horse that 's damageä and not you, one of you is welcome 
to the light at all events — ^but it 's not the crusty one." 

The traveller retumed no answer to this speech, but holding the light 
near to his pcmting and reeking beast, examined him in limb and car- 
cass. Meanwhile, the other man eat very composedly in his vehicle, 
which was a kind of chaise with a depository for a large bag of tools, and 
watched his proceedings with a careful eye. 

The looker-on was a round, red-faced, sturdy yeoman, with a double 
chin, and a voice husky with good living, good sleeping, good humour, 
and good health. He was past the prime of life, but Father Time is not 
always a hard parent, and, though ne tarries for none of his children. 
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often lays his hand lightly upon those who have used him well ; making 
them old men and women inexorably eiiou}'li, but leaving their hearts 
and spirits young and in füll vigour. Witn such people the grey head 
is but the Impression of the old fellow's hand in giving them his blessing, 
and every wrinkle but a notch in the quiet calendar of a well-spent life. 

The person whom the traveller had so abniptly encountered was of ^ 

this kind : bluff, hale, hearty, and in a green old age : at peace with hirii- 
self, and evidently disposed to be so with alj the world. Although 
muffled up in divers coats and handkerchiefs — one of which, passed over 
his crown, and tied in a convenient crease of his double chin, secured his ^ 

three-comered hat and bob-wig from blowing off his head — there was no ^ 

disguising his plump and comfortable figure ; neither did certain dirty 
finger-marks upon his face give it any other than an odd and comical 
expression, through which its natural good humour shone with undimi- 
nished lustre. 

" He is not hurt," said the traveller at length, raising his head and the 
lantern together. 

" You have found that out at last, have you ?" rejoined the old man. 
" My eyes have seen niore light than yours, but I woiüdn't change with 
you." 

" What do you mean ? " 1 

" Mean ! I could have told you he wasn't hurt, five minutes ago. Give 
me the light, friend ; ride forward at a gentler pace ; and good night." ■ 

In handing up the lantern, the man necessarily cast its rays füll on the f 

speaker's face. Their eyes met at the instant. He suddenly dropped it 
and crushed it with his foot 

" Did you never see a locksmith before that you start as if you had 
come upon a ghost ? " cried the old man in the chaise, " or is this," he > 

added ha§tily, thrusting his hand into the tool-basket and drawing out a 
hammer, " a scheme for robbing me ? I know these roads, friend. When 
I travel them, I carry nothin^ but a few Shillings, and not a crown's 
worth of them. I teil you plainly, to save us both trouble, that there 's 
nothing to be got from me but a pretty stout arm considering my years, 
and this tool, which, mayhap from long acquaintance with, I can use 
pretty briskly. You shall not have it all your own way, I nromise you, 
if you play at that game." With these words he stood upon tne defensive. 

" 1 am not what you take me for, Gabriel Varden," replied the other. 

" Then what and who are you ?" retumed the locksmith. " You know 
my name it seems. Let me know yours." 

" I have not gained the information from any confidence of yours, but 
from the inscription on your cart, which teils it to all the town," replied ^ 

the traveller. 

" You have better eyes for that than you had for your horse, then," 
Said Varden, desoending nimbly from his chaise. " Who are you ? Let 
me see your face." 

While the locksmith alighted, the traveller had regained hi« paddle, ^ 

from which he now confronted the old man, who, moving as the horse 
nioved in chafing under the tightened rein, kept close beside him. 

" Let me see your face, I say." 

" Stand off ! " 

"No masquerading tricks," said the locksmith, "and tales at the elub 
to-mori'ow, now Gabriel Varden was frightened by a surly vdce and a 
dark night Stand ! Let me see your face." i 
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Finding that further resistance would only involve liim in a personal 
ßtruggle with an antagonist by no means to be despised, the traveller 
threw back his coat, and stooping down looked steadily at the locksmitli. 

Perhaps two men more powerfully contrasted, never opposed eacb other 
face to face. The ruddy features of the locksmith so set otf and heightened 
the excessive paleness ot the man on horseback, that he looked like a 
bloodless ghost, while the moisture, which hard ridinjj had broiight out 
upon his wein, hung there in dark and heavy drops, like dews of agony 
and death. The countenance of the old locksmith lighted up with a smile 
of one expecting to detect in this unpromising stranger some latent roguery 
of eye or lip, which should reveal a familiär person in that arch disguise, 
and spoil his jest. The face of the other, sullen and fierce, but shrinking 
too, was that of a man who stood at bay ; while his firmly closed jaws, 
his puckered mouth, and more than all a certain stealthy niotion of the 
hand within his breast, seemed to announce a desperate purpose very 
foreign to acting, or child's play. 

Thus they regarded each other for some time, in silence. 

" Humph ! '* he said, when he had scanned his features ; " I don't know 
you." 

" Don't desire to," retumed the other, muffling himself as before. 

" I don't," Said Gabriel ; " to be piain with yoii, friend, you don't carry 
in your countenance a letter of recommendation." 

" It's not my wish," said the traveller. " My humour is to be avoided." 

"Well," said the locksmith, bluntly, "I think you'U have your 
humour." 

" I will, at any cost," rejoined the traveller. " In proof of it, lay this 
to heart — that you were never in such peril of your life as you have been 
within these few moments; when you are within five minutes of breathing 
your last, you will not be nearer death than you have been to-night ! '^ 

" Aye ! " said the sturdy blacksmith. 

" Aye ! and a violent death." 

" From whose hand ? " 

" From mine," replied the traveller. 

With that he put spurs to his horse and rode away, at first plashing 
heavily through the mire at a smart trot, but gradually increasing in 
speed imtil the last sound of his horse's hoofs died away upon the wind, 
when he was again hurrying on at the same furious gallop, which had 
been his pace when the locksmith first encountered him. 

Gabriel Varden remained standing in the road with the broken lantern 
in his hand, listening in stupefied suence until no sound reached his ear 
but the moaning of the wind, and the fast-falling rain ; when he Struck 
himself one or two smart blows in the breast by way of rousing himself, 
and broke into an exclamation of surprise. 

" Wliat in the name of wonder can this fellow be ? A madman ? a high- 
wayman ? a cutthroat ? If he had not scoured off so fast, we 'd have seen 
who was in most danger, he or 1. I never nearer death than I have been 
to-night \ I hope I may be no nearer to it for a score of years to come : 
if so, I '11 be content to be no farther from it. My stars ! a pretty brag 
this to a stout man. Pooh, pooh ! " 

Gabriel resumed his seat, and looked wistfuUy up the road by which 
the traveller had come, murmuring in a half whisper ; 

" The Maypole— two miles to the Maypole. I came the other road from 
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the Warren after a long day's work at locks and bells, on purpose that I 
ßhould not come by the Maypole and break my promise to Martha by 
looking in — there 's resolution ! It would be dangerous to go on to London 
without a light ; and it 's four miles, and a good half-mile besides, to the 
Halfway House ; and between this and that is the very place where one 
needs a light most. Two miles to the Maypole ! I told Martha I wouldn't ; 
I Said I wouldn't, and I didn't. There & resolution!" 

Repeating these two last words very often, as if to compensate for the 
little resolution he was going to show by piquing himself on the grieat 
resolution he had shown, Gabriel Varden quietly turned back,deterraining 
to get a light at the Maypole and to take nothing but a light. 

When he got to the Maypole, however, and Joe, responding to his well- 
known hail, came running out to the horse's head, leaving tne door open 
behind him, and disclosing a delicious perspective of warmth and bright- 
ness — when the ruddy gleam of the fire, Streaming through the old red 
curtains of the common room, seemed to bring with it, as part of itself, 
a pleasant hum of voices, and a fragrant odour of steaming grog and rare 
tooacco, all steeped as it were in the cheerful glow — when the shadows, 
flitting across the curtain, showed that those inside had risen from their 
snug seats, and were making room in the snuggest comer (how well he 
knew that comer !) for the honest locksmith, and a broad glare suddenly 
Streaming up, bespoke the goodness of the crackling log from which a 
brilliant train of sparks was doubtless at that moment whirling up the 
chimney in honour of his coming — when, superadded to these enticements, 
there stole upon him from the distant kitchen a gentle sound of frying, 
with a musical clatter of plates and dishes, and a savoury smell that made 
even the boisterous wind a perfume — Gabriel feit his firmness oozing 
lapidly away. He tried to look stoically at the tavern, but his features 
would relax into a look of fondness. He turned his head the other way, 
and the cold biack country seemed to frown him off, and drive him for a 
refuge into its hospitable arms. 

" The merciful man, Joe," said the locksmith, " is merciful to his beast. 
1 11 get out for a little while." 

And how natural it was to get out. And how unnatural it seemed for 
a sober man to be plodding wearily along through miry roads, encounter- 
ing the rüde butfets of the wind and pelting of the rain, when there was 
a clean floor covered with crisp white sand, a well-swept hearth, a blazing 
fire, a table decorated with white cloth, bright pewter flagons, and other 
tempting preparations for a well-cooked meal — when there were these 
things, and Company disposed to make the most of them, all ready to his 
band, and entreating him to enjoyment l 




CHAPTER IIL 



Such were the locksmith's thoughts when first seated in the snug comer, 
and slowly recovering from a pleasant defect of vision — pleasant, because 
occasioned by the wind blowing in his eyes— which maae it a matter of 
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sound policy and duty to himself, that he should take refuge from the 
weather, and tempted nim for the same reason, to aggravate a slight cough, 
and declare he feit but poorly. Such were still his thoughts more than a 
füll hour afterwards, wnen, supper over, he still sat with shining jovial 
face in the same warm nook, listening to the cricket-like chirrup of little 
Solomon Daisy, and bearing no unimportant or slightly respected part 
in the social gossip round the Maypole fire. 

" I wish he may be an honest man, that 's all," said Solomon, winding 
up a variety of speculations relative to the stranger, conceming whom 
Gabriel had compared notes with the Company, and so raised a grave 
discussion ; "/ wish he may be an honest man." 

"So we all do, I suppose, don't we?" observed the locksmith. 

« I don't," said Joe. 

" No ! " cried Gabriel. 

" No. He Struck me with his whip, the coward, when he was mounted 
and I afoot, and I should be better pleased that he tumed out what I 
think him." 

"And what may that be, Joe?" 

" No good, Mr. Varden. You may shake your head, father, but I say 
no good, and will say no good, and I would say no good a hundred times 
over, if that would bring him back to have the drubbing he deserves." 

" Hold your tongue, sir," said John Willet. 

" I won t, father. It 's all along of you that he ventured to do what 
he did. Seeing me treated like a child, and put down like a fool, lie 
plucks up a heart and has a fling at a fellow that he thinks — and may 
well think too — hasn't a grain of spirit. But lie 's mistaken, as I'U show 
all of you before long." 

"Does the boy know what he 's a saying of?" cried the astonished 
John Willet. 

" Father," retumed Joe, " I know what I say and what I mean, well — 
better than you do when you hear me. I can bear with you, but I cannot 
bear the contempt that your treating me in the way you do, brings upon 
me from others every day. Look at other young men of my age. Have 
they no liberty, no will, no right to speak ? Are they obligea to sit mum- 
chance, and to be ordered about tili .they are the laughing-stock of young 
and cid ? I am a bye-word all over Chigwell, and I say — and it 's fairer 
my saying so now, than waitins tili you are dead, and I have got your 
money — 1 say, that before long 1 shall be driven to break such bonds, and 
that when I do, it won't be me that you '11 have to blame, but your own 
seif, and no other." 

Jolin Willet was so amazed l)y the exasperation and boldness of Ina 
youthful son, that he sat as one lie wildered, staring in a ludicrous manner 
at the boiler, and endeavouring, but quite ineffectually, to collect his tardy 
thoughts, and invent an answer. The guests, scarcely less disturbed, were 
equally at a loss; and at length, with a variety of muttered, half-expressed 
condolences, and pieces of ad vice, rose to depart ; being at the same time 
sliditly muddled with liquor. 

The honest locksmith alone addressed a few words of coherent and 
sensible ad vice to both parties, urging John Willet to remember that Joe 
was nearly arrived at man's estate, and shoidd not be ruled ^vith too tight 
a band, and exhorting Joe himself to bear with his father's caprices, and 
rather endeavour to turn them aside by temperate remonstrance than by 
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ill-timed rebellion. This advice was received as such advice usually io. 
On John Wület it made almost as much impression as on the sign outside 
the door, while Joe, who took it in the best part, avowed hiinself more 
obliged than he could well express, but politely intimated his intention 
iievertheless of taking his own course uninfluenced by anybody. 

" You have always oeen a very good friend to me, Mr. Varden," he said, 
as they stood without, in the porch, and the locksmith was equipping 
himself for his joumey home ; " I take it very kind of you to say all this, 
but the time 's nearly come when the Maypole and I must part Company." 

" Roving stones gather no moss, Joe," said Gabriel 

" Nor mile-stones much," replied Joe. " I 'm little better than ono 
here, and see as much of the world." 

" Then what would you do, Joe," pursued the locksmith, stroking his 
chin reflectively. " What could you be ? Where could you go, you see ?" 

" I must triist to chance, Mr. Varden." 

" A bad thin^ to trust to, Joe. I don't like it, I always teil my girl 
when we talk about a husband for her, never to trust to chance, but to 
make sure beforehand that she has a good man and true, and then chance 
will neither make her nor break her. What are you fidgeting about 
there, Joe ? Nothing gone in the hamess, 1 hope ?" 

" No, no," said Joe — findin^, however, something very engrossing to 
do in the way of strapping ana buckling — "Miss Dolly quite well ?" 

" Hearty, thankye. She looks pretty enough to be well, and good too." 

" She 's always both, sir " 

«Sosheis,thankGod!" 

** I hope," said Joe after some hesitation, " that you won't teil thia 
Story agamst me — this of my having been beat like tue boy they 'd make 
of me — at all events, tili I have met this man again and settled the 
account. It 11 be a better story then." 

" Why, who should I teil it to ? " retumed Gabriel « They know it 
here, and I 'm not likely to come across anybody eise who would care 
about it." 

" That 's true enough," said the young fellow with a sigh. " I quite 
iomoX. that. Yes, that 's true ! " 

So saying, he raised his face, which was very red,— no doubt from the 
exertion of strapping and buckling as aforesaid, — and giving the reins ta 
the old man, who had by this time taken his seat, sighed again and bade 
him good night. 

" Good night ! " cried Gabriel. « Now think better of what we hav© 
just been speaking of, and don't be rash, there 's a good fellow. I have. 
an interest in you, and wouldn't have you cast youjself away. Good 
night ! " 

Retuming hischeery farewell with cordial good-will, Joe Willet lingered 
until the sound of wheels ceased to vibrate in his ears, and then, shaking- 
his head moumfully, re-entered the house. 

Gabriel Varden went his way towards London, thinking of a great 
many things, and most of all of flaming terms in which to relate hia 
adventure, and so account satisfactorily to Mrs. Varden for visiting the 
Maypole, despite certain solemn covenants between himself and that Jady. 
Tliinking begets, not only thought, but drowsiness occasionally, and the 
more the locksmith thought, the more sleepy he became. 

A man may be very sober— or at least finnly set upon his legs on that 
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neutral groimd wliich ließ Letween the confines of perfect sobriety antl 
slight tipslness — and yet feel a strong tendency to mmgle up present cir- 
cumstances with others wliich have no manner of connection with them ; to 
confound all consideration of persona, things, times, and places ; and to 
jumble his disjointed thoughts together in a kind of mental kaleidoscope, 
producing combinations as iinexpected as tbey are transitory. Thia was 
Gabriel Varden's state, as, nodding in his dog sleep, and leaving his horse to 
pursue a road with which he was well acquainted, he got over the ground 
imconsciously, and drew nearer and nearer home. He nad roused himself 
once, when the horse stopped iintil the tumpike gate was opened, and 
had cried a lusty " good night I " to the toll-keeper ; but then he awoke 
out of a dreani about picking a lock in the stomach of the Qreat Mogul, 
and even when he did wake, mixed up the tumpike man with his mother- 
in-law who had been dead twenty years. It is not surprising, therefore, 
that he soon relapsed, and jogged ueavily along, quite insensible to his 
progress. 

Ajid now he approached the great city, which lay outstretched before 
him like a dark snadow on the ground, reddening the sluggish air with 
a deep duU light, that told of labyrinths of public ways and shops, and 
swarms of busy people. Approaching nearer and nearer yet, this halo 
began to fade, and the causes which produced it slowly to develop theni- 
selves. Long lines of poorly lighted streets might be faintly traced, with 
here and there a lighter spot, where lamps were clustered round a square 
or market, or round some great building ; after a time these grew more 
distinct, and the lamps themselves were visible ; slight yellow specks, 
that seemed to be rapidly snuffed out, one by one, as intervening obstacles 
hid them from the sight. Then, sounds arose- -the striking of church 
clocks, the distant bark of doos, the hum of traffic in the streets ; then 
outlines might be traced — tall steeples looming in the air, and piles of 
unequalroofs oppressed by chimneys; then, the noise swelled into alouder 
sound, and forms grew more distinct and numerous still, and London — 
visible in the darkness by its own faint light, and not by that of Heaven 
— was at band. 

The locksmith, however, all imconscious of its near vicinity, still jogged 
on, half sleeping and half waking, when a loud cry at no great distance 
ahead, roused him with a start. 

For a moment or two he looked about him like a man who had been 
transported to some stränge country in his sleep, but soon recognising 
familiär objects, rubbed his eyes lazily and might have relapsed again, 
but that the cry was repeated — not once or twice or thrice, but many 
times, and each time, if possible, with increased vehemence. Thoroughly 
aroused, Gabriel, who was a bold man and not easily daunted, made 
straight to the spot, urging on his stout little horse as if for life or death. 

The matter indeed looked sufficiently serious, for, Coming to the place 
whence the cries had proceeded, he descried the figure ofaman extended 
in an apparently lifeless State upon the pathway, and, hovering round 
him, anotlier person with a torch in his band, which he waved in the air 
with a wild impatience, redoubling meanwhile those cries for help which 
had brought the locksmith to the spot. 

" What *s here to do ?" said the old man, alighting. " How 's this ? — 
What— Bamaby ! " 

The bearer of the torch shook his long loose hair back from his eyep, 

2—2 
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and thrusting his face eagerly into that of the locksmith, fixed lipon him 
a look which told his history at once. 

" You know me, Bamaby ? " said Varden. 

He nodded — not once or twice, but a score of times, and that witb a 
fantastic exaggeration which would have kept his head in motion for er 
hour, but that the locksmith held up his finger, and fixing his eye stemi> 
upon him caused him to desist ; then pointed to the body with an in- 
quiring look. 

** There 's blood upon him," said Bamaby with a shudder. " It makcc 
me sick ! " 

" How came it there ?" demanded Varden. 

" Steel,- Steel, steel ! " he replied fiercely, imitating with his hand the 
thrust of a sword. 

" Is he robbed ?" said the locksmith. 

Bamaby caught him by the arm, and nodded " Yes ; " then pointed 
towards the city. 

" Oh! " said the old man, bending over the body and looking round as 
he spoke into Bamaby's pale face, strangely lighted up by something 
that was not intellect. " The robber made off that way, did he ? Well, 
well, never mind that just now. Hold your torch this way — a little 
further off— so. Now stand quiet, while I try to see what hama is 
done." 

With these words, he applied himself to a closer examinalion of the 
prostrate form, while Bamaby, holding the torch as he had been directed, 
looked on in silence, fascinated by intensity or curiosity, but re|)elled 
nevertheless by some strong and secret horror which convulsed him in 
every nerve. 

As he stood, at that moment, half shrinking back and half bending 
forward, both his face and his figure were füll in the strong glare of the 
link, and as distinctly revealed as though it had been broaa day. He 
was about three-and-twenty years old, and though rather spare, ofafair 
height and strong make. His hair, of which he had a great profusion, 
was red, and hanging in disorder about his face and Shoulders, gave to 
his restless looks an expression quite unearthly — enhanced by the pale- 
ness of his complexion, and the glassy lustre of his large protruding eyes. 
Startling as his aspect was, the features were good, and there was some- 
thing even plaintive in his wan and haggard aspect. But, the absence of 
the soul is far more terrible in a living man than in a dead one; and in. 
this unfortunate being its noblest powers were wanting. 

His dress was of green, clumsily trimmed here and there — apparently 
by his own hands — with gaudy lace; brightest where the cloth was most 
worn and soiled, and poorest where it was at the best. A pair of tawdry 
Tuffles dan^led at his wrists, while his throat was nearly bare. He had 
ornamented his hat with a Cluster of peacock's feathers, but they were 
limp and broken, and now trailed negligently down his back. Girt to 
his side was the steel hilt of an old sword without blade or scabbard ; 
and some parti-coloured ends of ribands and poor glass toys completecl 
the omamental portion of his attire. The fluttered and confused dispo- 
sition of all the motley scraps that formed his dress, bespoke, in a scarcely 
less degree than his eager and unsettled manner, the disorder of his mind, 
and by a grotesoue contrast set off and heightened the more impressive 
wildness of his lace. 
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*' Bamabjr,'* said the locksmith, after a liMty but carefnl inspection, 
** this man is not dead, but he has a wound in his side, and is in a faiuting- 
fit.» 

" I know him, I know him ! " cried Barnaby, clapping his hands. 

" Know him ? " repeated the locksmith. 

" Hush ! " Said Barnaby, laying his fingers lipon his lips. " He weiit 
out to-day a wooing. I wouldn't for a lignt guinea that he should never 
go a wooing again, for, if he did, some eyes would grow dim that are now 
as bright as — see, when I talk of eyes, the stars come out ! Whose eyes 
are they ? If they are angels* eyes, why do they look down here and see 
good men hurt, and only wink and sparkle all the night ? " 

" Now Heaven help this silly fellow," murmured the perplexed lock- 
smith ; " can he know this gentleman ? His mother's house is not far oflf ; 
I had better see if she can teil me who he is. Barnaby, my man, help me 
to put him in the chaise, and we *11 ride home together." 

" I can't touch him ! " cried the idiot, falling back, and shuddering as 
with a strong spasm ; " he 's bloody ! " 

" It 's in his nature, I know," muttered the locksmith; " it ^s cruel to ask 
him, but I must have help. Barnaby — good Barnaby — dear Barnaby — if 
you know this gentleman, for the sake of his life and everybody's life 
that loves him, help me to raise him and lay him down." 

" Cover him then, wrap him close — don't let me see it — smell it — ^hear 
the Word. Don't speak the word— don't ! " 

" No, no, 1 11 not. There, you see he 's covered now. Gently. Well 
done, well done ! " 

They placed him in the carriage with great ease, for Barnaby was 
fstrong and active, but all the time they were so occupied he shivered 
from head to foot, and evidently experienced an ecstasy of terror. 

This accomplished, and the wounaed man being covered with Varden's 
own greatcoat which he took off for the purpose, they proceeded onward 
at a brisk pace : Barnaby gaily eounting the stars upon his fingers, and 
Gabriel inwardly congratulating himseli upon having an adventure now, 
which would silence Mrs. Varden on the subject of tue Maypole for that 
night, or there was no faith in woman. 




CHAPTER lY, 

In the venerable suburb— it was a suburb once— of Clerkenwell, 
lowards that part of its confines which is nearest to the Charter House, 
and in one oi those cool shady streets, of which a few, widely scattered 
&nd dispersed, yet remain in such old parts of the metropol is—each tene- 
ment quietly vegetating like an ancient Citizen who long ago retired 
froai business, and dozing on in its infirmity until in course of time it 
tumbles down, and is replaced by some extravagant young heir, flaunt- 
ing in stucco and omamental work, and all the vanities of modern days 
— in this quarter, and in a street of this description, the business of the 
present chapter lies. 
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At tlie time of which it treats, though only six-and-sixty years ago, a 
very large part of wliat is London now had no existence. Even in the 
brains of tne wildest speculators, there had sprung np no long rows of 
streets connecting Highgate with Whitechapel, no assemblages of palaces 
in the swampy levels, nor little cities in the open fields. Although this 
part of town was then, as now, parcelied out in streets, and plentifully 

Eeopled, it wore a difFerent aspect There were gardens to many of the 
ouses, and trees by the pavement side; with an air of freshness breathing 
up and down, which in these days would be sought in vain. Fields were 
nigh at hand, through which the New River took its winding course, 
and where there was merry hay-making in the summer time. Nature 
was not so far removed, or hard to get at, as in these days ; and although 
there were busy trades in Clerkenwell, and working jewellers by scores, 
it was a purer place, with farmhouses nearer to it than many modern 
Londoners would readily believe, and lovers' walks at no great distance, 
which tumed into squalid courts, long before the lovers of this age were 
bom, or, as the phrase goes, thought of. 

In one of these streets, the cleanest of them all, and on the shady side 
of the way— for good housewives know that sunlight damages their 
cherished fumiture, and so choose the shade rather than its intrusive 
glare — there stood the house with which we have to deal. It was a 
modest building, not very straight, not lar^e, not tall ; not bold-faced, 
with great staring Windows, buta shy blinkmg house, with a conical roof 
going up into a peak over its garret window of four small panes of glass, 
like a cocked hat on the head of an elderly gentleman witn one eye. It 
was noi built of brick or lofty stone, but of wood and plaster ; it was not 
planned with a duU and wearisome regard to regularity, for no one 
Window matched the other, or seemed to have the äightest reference to 
anything besides itself. 

The snop — for it had a shop-— was, ^th reference to the first floor, 
where shops usually are ; and there all resemblance between it and any 
other shop stopped short and ceased. People who went in and out didn t 
go up a flight Ol Steps to it, or walk easily in upon a level with the street, 
but dived down three steep stairs, as into a cellar. Its floor was paved 
with stone and brick, as that of any other cellar might be ; and in lieu 
of window framed and glazed it had a great black wooden flap or shutter, 
nearly breast-high from the ground, which tumed back in the daytime, 
admitting as much cold air as light, and very often more. Behind this 
shop was a wainscoted parlour, looking first into a paved yard, and beyond 
that again into a little terrace garden, raised some feet above it. Any 
stranger would have supposed that this wainscoted parlour, saving for 
the door of communication by which he had entered, was cut off and 
detached from all the world ; and indeed most strangers on their first 
eutrance were observed to grow extremely thoughtful, as weighing and 
pondering in their minds whether the upper rooms were only approach- 
able by ladders from without ; never suspecting that two of the most 
unassunaing and unlikely doors in existence, which the most ingenious 
mechanician on earth must of necessity have supposed to be the doors of 
closets, opened out of this room—each without the smallest preparation, 
or so much as a quarter of an inch of passage — upon two dark winding 
flights of stairs, the one upward, and the other one do^vnward, which 
were the sole means of communication between that Chamber and the 
other portions of the house. 
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With all these oddities, there was not a neater, more scrupulously tidy, 
or more punctiliously ordered house, in Clerkenwell, in London, in all 
England. There were not cleaner Windows, or whiter floors, or brighter 
stoves, or more highly shining articles of fumiture in: old mahogany ; 
there was not more rubbing, scmbbin^, bumishing and polishing, in the 
whole Street put together. Nor was this excellence attained without some 
cost and trouble and great expenditure of voice, as the neighbours were 
fre^uently reminded when the good lady of the house overlooked and 
assisted in its being put to rights on cleaning days — which were usually 
from Monday moming tili Saturday night, both days inclusive. 

Leaning against the door-post of this, nis dwelling, the locksmith stood 
early on tne moming after ne had met with the woimded man, gazing 
disconsolately at a great wooden emblem of a key, painted in vivid yellow 
to resemble gold, which dangled from the house-front, and swung to and 
fro with a mournful creaking noise, as if complaining that it had nothing 
to unlock. Sometimes, he looked over his Shoulder into the shop, which 
was so dark and dingy with numerous tokens of his trade, and so black- 
ened by the smoke of a little forge, near which his 'prentice was at work, 
that it would have been difficult for one unused to such espials to have 
distinguished anything but various tools of uncouth make and shape, 
great bunches of rusty keys, fragments of iron, half-finished locks, and 
Buch-like things, which gamished the walls, and hung in Clusters from 
the ceiling. 

After a long and patient contemplation of the golden key, and many 
such backwara glances, Gabriel stepped into the road, and stole a look at 
the Upper Windows. One of them chanced to be thrown open at the 
moment, and a roguish face met his ; a face lighted up by the loveliest 
pair of sparkling eyes that ever locksmith looked upon ; the face of a 
pretty, lauehing girl; dimpled and fresh, and healthfiü — the very imper- 
sonation of good-numour and blooming beauty. 

"Hush!" she whispered, bending forward and pointing archly to the 
window undemeath. " Mother is still asleep." 

" Still, my dear," retumed the locksmith in the same tone. " You talk 
as if she had been asleep all night, instead of little more than half an 
hour. But I 'm very thankful. Sleep 's a blessing — no doubt about it." 
The last few words ne muttered to himself. 

" How cruel of you to keep us up so late this moming, and never teil 
US where you were, or send us word!" said the girl. 

** Ah, Dolly, Dolly!" retumed the locksmith, shaking his head and 
smiling, "how cruel of you to run upstairs to bed! Come down to 
breakrast, madcap, and come down lightly, or you *11 wake your mother. 
She must be tired, I am sure — / am." 

Keeping these latter words to himself, and retuming his dauwhter's 
nod, he was passing into the Workshop, with the smile she had awakened 
still beaming on his face, when he just caught sight of his 'prentice's 
brown paper cap ducking down to avoid Observation, and shrinking from 
the window back to its former place, which the wearer no sooner reached 
than he began to hammer lustily. 

"Listening again, Simon!" said Gabriel to himself. "That 's bad. 
What in the name of wonder does he expect the girl to say, that I always 
catch him listening when she speaks, and never at any other time ? A 
bad habit, Sim, a eneaking, underhanded way. Ahl you may hammer, 
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but you won^t beat tbat out of me, if yoii work a,i it tili your time 's 
up ! " So say ing, and shaking bis bead gravely, be re-entered tbe worksbop, 
and confronted tbe subject of tbese remarka. 

" Tbere 's enoiigb of tbat just now," said tbe locksmitb. " You needn't 
make any more of tbat confounded clatter. Breakfast 's ready." 

" Sir," said Sim, looking up witb amazing politeness, and a peculiar 
little bow cut sbort off at tbe neck. " I sball attend you immediately." 

" I suppose," muttered Gabriel, " tbat *s out of tbe 'Prentice's Garland, 
or tbe Trentice's Deligbt, or tbe Trentice's Warbier, or tbe Trentice's 
Guide to tbe Gallows, or some sucb improving text-book. Now be's 
going to beautify bimself — bere's a precious locksmitb!" 

Quite unconscious tbat bis master was looking on from tbe dark comer 
by tbe parlour door, Sim tbrew off tbe paper cap, sprang from bis seat, 
and in two extraordinary Steps, sometbing between skating and minuet 
dancing, bounded to a wasbing place at tbe otber end of tbe sbop, and 
tbere removed from bis face and bands all traces of bis previous work — 

Sractising tbe same step all tbe time witb tbe utmost gravity. Tbis 
one, be drew from some concealed place a little scrap of looking-glass, 
and witb its assistance arranged bis bair, and ascertained tbe exact State 
of a little carbuncle on bis nose. Having now completed bis toilet, be 
placed tbe fragment of mirror on a low bencb, and looked over bis 
sboulder at so mucb of bis legs as could be reflected in tbat small com- 
pass, witb tbe greatest possible complacency and satisfaction. 

Sim, as be was called m tbe locksmitb's family, or Mr. Simon Tappertit, 
as be called bimself, and required all men to style bim out of doors, on 
bolidays, and Sundays out — was an old-fasbioned, tbin-faced,sleek-baired, 
sbarp-nosed, small-eyed little fellow, very little more tban five feet bigb, 
and tborougbly convinced in bis own mind tbat be was above tbe middle 
ßize ; ratber tall, in fact, tban otberwise. Of bis figure, wbicb was well 
enougb formed, tbougb somewbat of tbe leanest, be entertained tbe 
bigbest admiration ; and witb bis legs, wbicb, in knee-breecbes, were 
perfect curiosities of littleness, be was enraptured to a degree amounting 
to enthusiasm. He also bad some majestic, sbadowy ideas, wbicb bad 
never been quite fatbomed by bis intimate friends, conceming tbe power 
of bis eye. Indeed be bad been known to go so far as to boast tbat be 
could utterly quell and subdue tbe baugbtiest beauty by a simple process 
wbicb be termed "eyeing ber over ;" but it must be added, tbat neitber 
of tbis faculty, nor of tbe power be claimed to bave, tbrougb tbe same 
gift, of vanquisbing and beaving down dumb animals, even in a rabid 
State, bad be ever fumisbed evidence wbicb could be deemed quite 
satisfactory and conclusive. 

It may be inferred from tbese premises, tbat in tbe small body of 
Mr. Tappertit tbere was locked up an ambitious and aspiring soul. As 
certain liquors confined in casks too cramped for tbeir dimensions, will 
ferment, and fret, and cbafe in tbeir imprisonment, so tbe spiritual essence 
or soul of Mr. Tappertit would sometimes fume witbin tbat precious 
cask, bis bodj^, until, witb great foam and frotb and splutter, it would 
force a vent, and carry all before it. It was bis custom to remark, in 
reference to any one of tbese occasions, tbat bis soul bad got into bis 
bead ; and in tbis novel kind of intoxication many scrapes and misbaps 
befell bim wbicb be bad frequently concealed witb no small difficulty 
from bis wortby master. 
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Sim Tappertit, among the other fancies upon which liis before- 
mentioned soul was for ever feasting and regaling itself (and which 
fancies, like the liver of Prometheus, grew as tney were fed upon), had 
a mighty notion of his order ; and had been heard by the servant-maid 
openly expressing his regret that the 'prentices no longer camed clubs 
wherewith to mace the Citizens': that was his strong expression. He 
was likewise reported to have said that in former times a stigma had 
been cast upon the body by the execution of George Barnwell, to which 
they should not have basely submitted, but should have demanded hini 
of the Legislature — temperately at first ; then by an appeal to arms, if 
necessary— to be dealt with as they in their wisdom might think fit. 
These thoughts always led him to consider what a glorious engine the 
'prentices might vet become if they had but a master spirit at their head ; 
and then he would darkly, and to the teiror of his hearers, hint at certaiu 
reckless fellows that he knew of, and at a certain Lion Heart ready to 
become their captain, who, once afoot, would make the Lord Mayor 
tremble on his tnrone. 

In respect of dress and personal decoration, Sim Tappertit was no less 
of an adventurous and enterprising character. He had been seen, beyond 
dispute, to pull off ruffles of^tlie finest quality at the corner of the street 
on Sunday nights, and to put them carefully in his pocket before returning 
home ; and it was quite notorious that on all great holiday occasions it 
was his habit to exchange his piain steel knee-buckles for a pair of glitter- 
ing paste, under cover of a friendly post, planted most conveniently in 
that same spot Add to this that he was in years just twenty, in his looks 
niuch older, and in conceit at least two hundred ; that he had no objection 
to be jested with, touching his admiration of his raaster*s daughter ; and 
had even, when called upon at a certain obscure tavem to pledge the 
lady whom he honoured with his love, toasted, with many winks and 
leers, a fair creature whose Christian name, he said, began with a D ; — 
and as much is known of Sim Tappertit, who has by this time followed 
the locksmith in to breakfast, as is necessary to be known in making his 
acquaintance. 

It was a substantial meal ; for over and above the ordinary tea 
enuipage, the board creaked beneath the weight of a joUy round of beef, 
a ham of the first magnitude, and sundry towers of buttered Yorkshire 
cake, piled slice upon slice in most alluring order. There was also a 
goodly jug of well-browned clay, fashioned into the form of an old gentle- 
man, not by any means unlike the locksmith, atop of whose bald head 
was a fine white froth answering to his wig, indicative, beyond dispute, 
of sparkling home-brewed ale. But, better far than fair home-brewed, 
er Yorkshire cake, or ham, or beef, or anything to eat or drink that earth 
er air or water can supply, there sat, presiding over all, the locksmith's 
rosy daughter, before wnose dark eyes even beef grew insignificant, and 
malt became as nothing. 

Fathers should never kiss their daughters when young men are by. 
It *8 too much. There are bounds to human endurance. So thought Sim 
Tappertit when Gabriel drew those rosy lips to his — those Ups within 
Sim 3 reach from day to day, and yet so far off. He had a respect for 
his master, but he wished the Yorkshire cake might choke him. 

" Father," said the locksmith's daughter, when this salute was over, and 
they took their seats at table, "what is this I hear about last night?" 
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"All true, my dear ; true as the Gospel, DolL" 

"Young Mr. Chester robbed, and lying wounded in tlie road wlien 
youcameup?" 

" Ay, Mr. Edward. And beside him, Barnaby, calling for belp witb 
all hiß might. It was well it happened as it did, for the road'a a 
lonely one, the hour was late, and, jthe night being cold, and poor Barnaby 
even less sensible than usual from surprise and fright^ the young gentle- 
man might have met his death in a very short tiiue. 

" 1 dread to think of it!" cried bis daughter, with a shudder. " How 
did you know him?" 

" Know him !" retumed the locksmith! " I didn't know him. How 
could I ? I liad never seen him, often as I had heard and spoken of him. 
I took him to Mrs. Rudge's, and she no sooner saw him than the truth 
came out." 

" Miss Emma, father — If this news should reach her, enlarged upon 
as it is sure to be, she will go distracted." 

" Why, look ye there ajgain, how a man suflfers for being good-natured," 
Said the locksmith. " Miss Emma was with her uncle at the masquerade 
at Carlisle House, where she had gone, as the people of the Warren told 
me, sorely against her will. What does your blockhead father when he 
and Mrs. Rudge have laid their heads together, but goes there when he 
ought to be abed, makes interest with his friend the doorkeeper, slips 
him on a mask and domino, and mixes with the masquers." 

"And like himself to do so!" cried the girl, putting her fair arm 
round his neck and giving him a most enthusiastic kiss. 

" Like himself ! " repeated Gabriel, affecting to grumble, but evidently 
delighted with the part he had taken, and with her praise. "Very 
like himself — so your mother said. However, he mingled with the 
crowd, and prettiiy worried and badgered he was, 1 Warrant you, with 
people squeaking, * Don't you know me V and * I Ve found you out,' and 
all that Kind of nonsense in his ears. He might have wandered on tili 
now, but in a little room there was a young lady who had taken o£F her 
mask, on account of the place being very warm, and was sitting there 
alone." 

" And that was she ?" said his daughter hastily. 

"And that was she," replied the locksmith ; "and I no sooner whis- 
pered to her what the matter was — as softly. Doli, and with nearly as 
much art as you could have used yourself — than she gives a kind of 
scream and faints away." 

" What did you do— what happened next ?" asked his daughter. 

" Why, the masks came flocking round, with a general noise and hub- 
bub, and 1 thought myself in luck to get clear off, that 's all," rejoined 
the locksmith. " What happened when I reached home you may guess, 
if you didn't hear it Ah ! Well, it's a poor heart that never rejoices. 
— Put Toby this way, my dear." 

This Toby was the brown jus of which previous mention has been 
made. Applying his lips to the worthy old gentleman's benevolent 
forehead, the locKsmith, who had all this time been ravaging among the 
eatables, kept them there so long, at the same time raising the vessel 
slowly in the air, that at length Toby stood on his head upon his nose, 
when he smacked his lips, and set him on the table again with fond 
reluctance. 
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Although Sim Tappertit had taken no share in this conversation — ^no 
pari of it being adaressed to him — he liad not been wanting in such 
silent manifestations of astonishment, as he deemed most compatible 
with the favourable display of his eyes. Regardin^ the pause which 
now ensued as a particularly advantageous opportunity for doing great 
execution with them upon the locksmith's danghter (who, he had no 
doubt, was looking at him in mute admiration^, he began to screw and 
twist his face, and especially those features, mto such extraordinary, 
hideous, and unparalleled contortions, that Gabriel, who happened to 
look towards him, was stricken with amazement. 

" Why, what the devil 's the matter with the lad ? " cried the locksmith. 
"Is he choking?" 

" Who?" demanded Sim, with some disdain. 

"Who? why, you ! " returned his master. "What do you mean by 
making those horrible faces over your breakfast?" 

" Faces are matters of taste, sir," said Mr. Tappertit, rather discomfited, 
not the less so because he saw the locksmith's daughter smiling. 

" Sim,'* rejoined Gabriel, laughing heartily, " don't be a fool, fqr I 'd 
rather see you in your senses. These young fellows," he added, tuming 
to his daughter, " are always committing some folly or another. There 
was a quarrel between Joe Willet and old John last night^though I 
can't say Joe was much in fault either. He '11 be missing one of these 
momings, and will have gone away upon some wild-goose errand, seeking 
his fortune. Why, what 's the matter. Doli ? You are making faces now. 
The girls are as bad as the boys, every bit ! " 

" It 's the tea," said Dolly, tuming altemately very red and very white, 
which is no doubt the eflfect of a slight scald ; " so very hot." 

Mr. Tappertit looked iinmensely big at a quartern loaf on the table, 
and breatned hard. 

" Is that all ? " returned the locksmith. " Put some more milk in it. 
Yes, I am sorry for Joe, because he is a likely young fellow, and gains 
upon one every time one sees him. But he '11 Start off, you '11 find. 
Indeed, he told me as much himself ! " 

" Indeed ! " cried Dolly, in a faint voice. " Indeed ! " 

" Is the tea tickling your throat still, my dear ? " said the locksmith. 

But, before his daughter could make hmi any answer, she was taken 
with a troublesome cough, and it was such a very unpleasant cough, that, 
when she left off, the tears were starting in her brignt eyes. 

The good-natured locksmith was still patting her on the back, and 
applving such gentle restoratives, when a message arrived from Mrs. 
Varden, making known to all whom it might concern that she feit too 
much indisposed to rise, after her great agitation and anxiety of the 
previous night ; and therefore desirea to be immediately accommodated 
with the little black tea-pot of strong mixed tea, a couple of rounds of 
buttered toast, a middling-sized dish of beef and ham cut thin, and the 
Protestant Manual in two volumes post octavo. Like some other ladies 
who in lemote ages flourished upon this globe, Mrs. Varden was most 
devout when most ill-tempered. Whenever she and her husband were 
at unusual variance, then the Protestant Manual was in high feather. 

Knowing from experience what these requests portended, the triumyi- 
rate broke up ; DoUy, to see the orders executed witn all dispatch ; Gabriel, 
to some üut-of-door work in his little chaise ; and Sim, to his daily duty 
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in the Workshop, to whicli retreat he carried the big look, although the 
loaf remained behind. 

Indeed the big look increased immensely, and when he had tied his 
apron on, became quite gigantic. It was not until he had several times 
walked up and down with folded arms, and the longest strides he could 
take,and had kicked a great many small articles out of his way, that his 
lip began to curl. At length, a gloomy derision came upon his features, 
and he sniiled ; uttering meanwhile with supreme contempt the mono- 
8yllable"Joe!" 

" I eyed her over, while he talked about the fellow," he said, " and 
that was of course the reason of her being confused. Joe ! " 

He walked up and down again much quicker than before, and if possible 
with longer strides ; sometimes stopping to take a glance at his legs, and 
sometimes to jerk out, and cast from him, another " Joe ! " In the course 
of a quarter of an hour or so he again assumed the paper cap and tried 
to work. No. It could not be done. 

" I '11 do nothing to-day," said Mr. Tappertit, dashing it down again, 
" but grind. I '11 grind up all the tools. Grinding will suit my present 
humour well. Joe ! '' 

Whirr-r-r-r. The grindstone was soon in motion ; the sparks were flying 
off in showers. This was the occupation for his heated spirit 

Whirr-r-r-r-r-r-r. 

" Something will come of this ! " said Mr. Tappertit, pausing as if in 
triumph, and wiping his heated face upon his sleeve. "Something will 
come of this. I hope it mayn't be human göre ! " 

Whirr-r-r-r-r-r-r-r. 




CHAPTER V. 

As soon as tlio business of the day was over, the locksmith sallied forth, 
alone, to visit the wounded gentleman and ascertain the progress of hia 
recovery. The house where ne had left him was in a by-street in South - 
wark, not far from London Bridge ; and thither he hied with all speed, 
beut upon retuming with as little delay as might be, and getting to bed 
betimes. 

The evening was boisterous— scarcely better than the previous night 
had been. It was not easy for a stout man like Gabriel to keep his legs 
at the Street comers, or to make head against the high wind, whicli ofteu 
fairly got the better of him, and drove him back some paces,or,in defiunce 
of all his energy, forced him to take shelter in an arch or doorway until 
the fury of the gust was spent. Occasionally a hat or wig, or both, came 
spinning and trundling past him, like a mad thing; while the more 
serious spectacle of falling tiles and slates, or of masses of brick and mortar 
or fragments of stone-coping, rattling upon the pavement near at hand, 
and Splitting into fragments, did not increase the pleasure of the jouniey, 
or make the way less dreary. 

" A trying night for a man lilce me to walk in ! " said the locksmith, 
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as he knocked softly at the widow's dopr. " I 'd ratlier be in old John's 
chimney comer, faith ! " 

"Who's there?" demanded a woman's voice from witliin. Being 
answered, it added a hasty word of welcome, and the door was quickly 
opened. 

She was about forty — perhaps two or three years older — with a cheerful 
aspect, and a face that had once been pretty. It bore traces of affliction 
and care, but they were of an old date, and Time had smoothed them. 
Any one who had bestowed but a casual glance on Bamaby might have 
known that this was his mother, from the strong resemblance between 
them ; but where in his face there was wildness and vacancy, in hers there 
was the patient composure of long effort and quiet resignation. 

One tning about this face was very stränge and startling. You could 
not look upon it in its most cheerful mood without feeling that it had eome 
extraordinary capacity of expressing terror. It was not on the surface. 
It was in no one feature that it lingered. You could not take the ejres 
or mouth, or lines upon the cheek, and say, if this or that were otherwise, 
it would not be so. Yet there it always lurked — something for ever 
dimly seen, but ever there, and never absent for a moment. It was the 
faintest, palest shadow of some look, to which an instant of intense and 
most unutterable horror only could have given birth ; but indistinct and 
feeble as it was, it did suggest what that look must have been, and fixed 
it in the mind as if it had had existence in a dream. 

Möre faintly imaged, and wanting force and purpose, as it were, because 
of his darkened intellect, there was this same stauip upon the son. Seen 
in a picture,it must have had some legend with it, and would have haunted 
those who looked upon the canvas. They who knew the Maypole story, 
and could remember what the widow was, before her husband's and his 
master's murder, understood it well. They recollected how the change 
had come, and could call to mind that when her son was born, upon the 
very day the deed was known, he bore upon his wrist what seemed a 
smear of blood but half washed out. 

" God save you, neighbour ! " said the locksmith, as he followed her, 
with the air of an old friend, into a little parlour where a cheerful fire 
was burning. 

" And you," she answered, smiling. " Your kind heart has brought 
you here again. Nothing will keep you at home, 1 know of old, if there 
are friends to serve or comfort, out of doors." 

" Tut, tut," retumed the locksmith, rubbing his hands and warming 
them. " You women are such talkers. What of the patient, neighbour? " 

" He is sleeping now. He was very restless towards daylight, and for 
some hours tossed and tumbled sadly. But the fever has left him, and 
the doctor says he will soon mend. He must not be removed until to- 
morrow." 

" He has had visitors to-day — humph ? " said Gabriel slyly. 

" Yes. Old Mr. ehester has been here ever since we sent for him, and 
had not been gone many minutes when you knocked." 

"No ladies?" said Gabriel, elevating his eyebrows and looking dis- 
appointed. 

" A letter," replied the widow. 

" Come. That 's better than nothing ! " replied the locksmith. " Who 
was the bearer?" 
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" Bamaby,,of course." 

" Biirnaby *8 a jewel ! " said Varden ; " and comes and goes with ease 
where we who think ourselves much wiser would make but a poor band 
of it. He is not out wandering again, I hope?" 

" Thank Heaven he is in bis bed ; baving been up all night, as you 
know, and on bis feet all day, he was quite tired out Ah, neighbour, if 
I could but Seen him oftener so— if I could but tarne down that terrible 
restlessness ^ 

" In good time," said the locksmith, kindly, " in good time — don't be 
downhearted. To my mind he grows wiser every day." 

The widow shook her head. And yet, though she knew the locksmith 
sought to cheer her, and spoke from no conviction of bis own, she was 
glad to hear even this praise of her poor benighted son. 

" He will be a 'cute man yet," resumed the locksmith. '* Take care, 
when we are growing old and foplish, Bamabv doesn't put us to the blush, 
that 's all. But our other friend," he added, looking under the table and 
about the floor — " sharpest and cunningest of all the sharp and cunning 
ones — where 's he ? " 

" In Bamaby's room," rejoined the widow, with a faint smile. 

" Ah ! He 's a knowing blade ! " said Varden, shaking bis head. " I 
should be sorry to talk secrets before him. Oh ! He 's a deep customer. 
I 've no doubt he can read, and write, and cast accounts if ne chooses. 
What was that? Him tapping at the door?" 

" No," returned the widow. " It was in the street, I think. Hark ! 
Yes. There again ! T is someone knocking softly at the shutter. Who 
can it be ! " 

They had been sjjeaking in a low tone, for the invalid lay overhead, 
and the w^ls and ceilings being thin and poorly built, the sound of their 
voices might otherwise nave disturbed bis slumber. Theparty without, 
whoever it was, could have stood close to the shutter without bearing 
anything spoken ; and, seeing the light through the chinks and finding 
all so quiet, might have been persuaded tliat only one person was there. 

" Some thief or ruffian maybe," said the locksmith. " Give me the 
Hght." 

'* No, no," she returned hastily. " Such visitors have never come to 
this poor dwelling. Do you stay here. You 're within call, at the worst 
I would rather go myself — alone." 

** Whyl" said the locksmith, unwillingly relinquishing the candle he 
had caught up from the table. 

" Because — I don't know why — because the wish is so strong upon me," 
she rejoined. " There again— do not detain me, I beg of you ! '' 

Gabriel looked at her, in great surprise to see one who was usually so 
müd and quiet thus agitated, and with so little cause. She left the room, 
and closed the door behind her. She stood for a moment as if hesitating, 
with her band upon the lock. In this shorfc interval the knocking came 
again, and a voice close to the window — a voice the locksmith seemed 
to recoUect, and to have some disagreeable association with — whispered 
" Make haste." 

The words were uttered in that low distinct voice which finds its way 
so readily to sleepers' ears, and wakes them in a fright. For a moment 
it Startled even the locksmith, who involuntarily drew back from the 
^vindow, and listened« 
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The wind nimbling in tlie chimney made it difficult to hear what 
passed, but he could teil that the door was opened, that there was the 
tread of a man upon the creaking boards, and then a moment's silence — 
broken by a sunpressed something which was not a shriek, or groan, or 
cry for help, ana yet might have been either or all three ; and the words, 
" My God ! *' uttered in a voice it chilled him to hear. 

He rushed out upon the instant There, at last, was that dreadful look 
— the very one he seemed to know so well and yet had never seen before 
— upon her face. There she stood, frozen to the ground, gazing with 
starting eyes, and livid cheeks, and every feature fixed and ghastly, upon 
the man he had encountered in the dark last night. His eyes met those of 
the locksmith. It was but a flash, an instant, a breath upon the polished 
glass, and he was gone. 

The locksmith was unon him — ^had the skirts of his Streaming garment 
almost in his grasp — wnen his arms were tightly dutched, and the widow 
ilung herseif upon the ground before him. 

" The other way — the other way," she cried. " He went the other way. 
Tum— tum ! " 

" The other way ! I see him now," rejoined the locksmith/pointing — 
" yonder — there — there is his shadow passing by that light. What — who 
is this ? Let me go." 

" Come back, come back ! " exclaimed the woman, clasping him ; " do 
not touch him on your life. I chaige you, come back. He carries other 
lives besides his own. Come back 1 " 

"What does this mean?" cried the locksmith. 

" No matter what it means, don't ask, don't speak, don't think about 
it. He is not to be foUowed, checked, or stopped. Come back ! " 

The old man looked at her in wonder, as she writhed and clung about 
him ; and, borne down by her passion, sufFered her to drag him into the 
house. It was not until she had chained and double-locked the door, 
fastened every holt and bar with the heat and fury of a maniac, and drawn 
him back into the room, that she tumed upon him, once a^ain, that stony 
look of horror, and, sinking down into a chair, covered her face, and 
shudderedj as though the h^d of death were on her. 




CHAPTER VI. 

Betond all measure astonished by the stränge oceurences which had 
passed with so much violence and rapidity, the locksmith gazed upon the 
shuddering figure in the chair like one half-stupefied, and would have 
gazed much longer, had not his tongue been loosened by compassion and 
humanity. 

" You are ill," said Gabriel. " Let me call some neighbour in." 

"Not for the world," she rejoined, motioning to him with her trembling 
band, and holding her face averted. " It is enough that you have been 
by, to see this." 

" Nay, more than enough — or less," said Gabriel. 
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" Be it so," she retumed. " As you like. Ask me no questions, I 
entreat you." 

" Neigliboiir," said the locksmith, after a pause. " Is this fair, or rea- 
sonable, or just to yourself ? Is it like you, wlio have known me so long, 
and sought my ad vice in all matters — ^like you, who from a girl have had 
a strong mind and a stauncli heart ? " 

"1 have need of them," she replied. "I am growing old, both in years 
and care. Perhaps that, and too much trial, have made them weaker 
than they used to be. Do not speak to. me." 

" How can 1 see what I have seen, and hold my peace ? " retumed the 
locksmith. " Who was that man, and why has ms coming made this 
change in you ? " 

She was silent, but held to the chair, as though to save herseif from 
falling on the sTouud. 

" I take the licence of an old acquaintance, Mary," said the locksmith, 
" who has ever had a warm regard Tor you, and maybe has tried to prove 
it when he could. Who is this ill-favoured man, and what has he to do 
with you ? Who is this ghost, that is only seen in the black nights and 
bad weather ? How does he know, and why does he haunt this house, 
whispering through chinks and crevices, as if there was that between 
him and you, which neither durst so much as speak aloud of. Who is 
he?» ^ ^ 

"You do well to say he haunts this house," retumed the widow, faintly. 
" His shadow has been upon it and me, in light and darkness, at noonday 
and midnight. And now, at last he has come in the body ! " 

" But he wouldn't have gone in the body," retumed the locksmith with 
some Irritation, " if you had left my arms and legs at liberty. What 
riddleisit?" 

" It is one," she answered, rising as she spoke, " that must remain for 
ever as it is. I dare not say more than that." 

" Dare not ! " repeated the wondering locksmith. 

" Do not press me," she replied. " 1 am sick and faint, and every faculty 
of life seems dead within me. — No ! — Do not touch me, either." 

Gabriel, who had stepped forward to render her assistance, feil back as 
ehe made this hasty exciamation, and regarded her in silent wonder. 

" Let me go my way alone," she said in a low voice, "and let the hands 
of no honest man touch mine to-night." When she had tottered to the 
door, she tumed, and added with a stronger effort, "This is a secret, which, 
of necessity, I trust to you. You are a true man. As you have ever 
been good and kind to me, — keep it. If any noise was heard above, 
make some excuse — say anything but what you really saw, and never 
let a Word or look between us recall this circumstance. 1 trust to you. 
Mind, I trust to you. How much I trust, you never can conceive." 

Casting her eyes upon him for an instant, she withdrew, and left him 
there alone. 

Gabriel, not knowing what to think, stood staring at the door with a 
countenance füll of aurprise and dismay. The more he pondered on 
what had passed, the less able was he to give it any favourable inter- 

Eretation. To find this widow woraan, whose life for so many years 
ad been supposed to be one of solitude and retirement, and who, in 
her auiet suffering character, had gained the good opinion and respect 
of all who kncw her— to find her linked mysteriously with an ill- 
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omened man, alarmed at his appearance, and yet favouring his escape, 
was a discovery that pained as miich as startled him. Her reliance on 
his secrecy, and his tacit acquiescence, increased his distress of mind. 
If he had spoken boldly, persisted in questioning her, detained her 
when she rose to leave the room, made any kind of protest, instead of 
silently compromising himself, as he feit he had done, he would have 
been more at ease. 

" Why did I let her say it was a secret, and she trusted it to nie ? " 
Said Gabriel, putting his wig on one side to Scratch his head with greater 
ease, and looking ruefully at the fire. " I have no more readiness than 
cid John himself. Why didn't I say firmly, * You have no right to such 
secrets, and I deraand of you to teil me what this means,' instead of 
Standing gaping at her, like an old mooncalf as I am! But there's my 
weakness. 1 can be obstinate enongh with men if need be, but women 
may twist rae round their fingers at their pleasure." 

He took his wig off outright as he made this reflection, and, warming 
his handkerchief at the fire, began to rub and polish his bald head with 
it, until it glistened again. 

" And yet,'* said the locksmith, softening under this soothing process, 
and stopping to smile, "it may be nothing. Any drunken brawler 
trying to make his way into the house would have alarmed a quiet soul 
like her. But then " — ^and here was the vexation — " how came it to be 
that man ; how comes he to have this influence over her ; how came 
she to favour his getting away from me ; and, more than all, how came 
she not to say it was a sudden fright j and nothing more ? It 's a sad 
thing to have, in one minute, i^eason to mistrust a person I have known 
so long, and an old sweetheart into the bargain ! But what eise can I 
do, with all this upon my mind? — Is that Bamaby outside there?" 

" Ay 1" he cried, looking in and nodding. " Sure enough it 's Barnaby 
— how did you guess?" 

" By your shadow," said the locksmith. 

"Oho!" cried Barnaby, glancing over his Shoulder. "He 's a mernr 
fellow, that shadow, and keeps close to me, though I am silly. "We 
have such pranks, such walks, such runs, such gambols on the grass ! 
Sometimes he '11 be half as tall as a church steeple, and sometimes no 
bigger than a dwarf. Now, he goes on before, and now behind, and 
anon he '11 be stealing on, on this side, or on that, stopping whenever I 
stop, and thinking 1 can't see him, though I have my eye on him sharp 
enough. Oh ! he s a merry fellow. TeU me— ia he silly too? I thint 
he is." 

" Why ? " asked Gabriel. 

" Because he never tires of mocking me, but does it all day long. — ^Why 
don't you come?" 

"Where?" 

"Upstairs. Hewantsyou. Stay—where 's äw shadow ? Come, You're 
a wise man : teil me that." 

" Beside him, Barnaby; beside him, I suppose," returned the locksmith. 

" No ! " he replied, shaking his head. " Guess again." 

" Gone out a Walking, maybe ? " 

" He has changed shaxlows with ä woman," the idiot whispered in his 
ear, and then feil back with a look of triumph. " Her shadow 's alwaya 
with him, and his with her. That 's sport, I think, eh ?" 

3 
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" Barnaby," said the locksmith, with a grave look ; " come hither, lad." 

" I know what you want to say. I know \ " he replied, keeping away 
from liim. " But I 'm cunning, 1 *m silent. I only say so rauch to you 
-> are you ready ? " 

As ne spoke, he caught up the light, and waved it with a wild laugh 
above his nead. 

" Softly — gently," said the locksmith, exerting all his influence to keep 
him calm and quiet. " I thought you had been asleep." 

" So I have been asleep," he rejoined with widely-opened eyes. " There 
have been great'faces Coming and going — close to my face, and then a 
mile away — low places to creep through, whether 1 would or no — ^high 
churches to fall down from — strande creatures crowded up together neck 
and heels, to sit upon the bed — that 's sleep, eh ? " 

" Dreams, Bamaby, dreams," said the locksmith. 

" Dreams ! " he echoed softly, drawing closer to him. " Those ar3 not 
dreams." 

" What are," replied the locksmith, " if they are not ?** 

" I dreamed," said Barnaby, passing his arm through Varden's, and, 
peering close into his face as ne answered in a whisper, ^^ I dreamed just 
now that something — it was the shape of a man — followed me — came 
softly after me — wouldn't let me be — out was always hiding and crouch- 
ing, like a cat in dark comers, waiting tili I should pass ; when it crept 
out and came softly after me. — Did you ever see me run ? " 

" Many a time, you know." 

" You never saw me run as I did in this dream. Still it came creeping 
on to worry me. Nearer, nearer, nearer — I ran faster — leaped, sprang 
out of bed, and to the window — and there, in the street below — but he is 
waiting for us. Are you Coming ? " 

" What in the street below, Bamaby ? " said Varden, imagining that 
he traced some connection between this vision and what had actually 
occurred. 

Bamaby looked into his face, muttered incoherently, waved the light 
above his head again, laughed, and drawing the locksmith's arm more 
tightly through his own, led him up the stairs in silence. 

They ehtered a homely bedchamber, garnished in a scanty way with 
chairs, whose spindle-shanks bespoke their age, and other fumiture of 
very Jittle worth ; but clean and neatly kept. Reclining in an easy-chair 
before the fire, pale and weak from waste of blood, was Edward Chester, 
the young gentfeman who had been the first to quit the Maypole on the 
previous night, and who, extending his hand to tne locksmith, welcomed 
him as his preserver and friend. 

" Say no more, sir, say no more," said Gabriel. " I hope I would have 
done at least as mucn for any man in such a strait, and most of all for 
you, sir. A certain young ladv," he added, with some hesitation, "has 
done US many a kind tum, and we naturally feel— I hope I give you no 
offence in saying this, sir ? " 

The yoimg man smiled and shook his head j at the same time moving 
in his chair as if in pain. 

"It's no great matter," he said, in answer to the locksmith's sympa- 
thising look, "a mere uneasiness arising at least as much from being 
cooped up here, as from the slight wound I have, or from the loss of 
blood. Be seated, Mr. Varden." 
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" If I may make so bold, Mr. Edward, as to lean upon your cliair," 
retumed the locksmlth, accominodating his action to bis epeech, and 
bending over him, " I '11 stand here for tne convenience of apeaking low. 
Bamaby is not in bis qnietest bumour to-nigbt, an4 at sucb times taLking 
never does bim good." 

Tbey botb glanced at tbe subject of tbis remark, wbo bad taken a seat 
on tbe otber side of tbe fire, and, smiling vacantly, was making pnzzles 
on bis fingers witb a skein of string. 

" Pray, teil me, sir," said Varden, dropping bis voice still lower, " exactly 
what bappened last nigbt. 1 bave my reason for inquiring. You left tbe 
Maypole alone?'' 

" Änd walked bomeward alone, until 1 bad nearly reacbed tbe pjace 
where you foimd me, wben 1 beard tbe gallop of a borse." 

" Bebind you ? " said tbe locksmitb. 

" Indeed, yes — bebind me. It was a single rider, wbo soon overtook 
me, and, checking bis borse, inqiüred tbe way to London." 

" You were on tbe alert, sir, knowing bow many bigbwaymen tbere 
are, scouring tbe roads in all directions ? " said Varden. 

"I was ; but 1 bad only a stick, baving impmdently left my pi^oIs in 
tbeir bolster-case witb tbe landlörd's son. I directed bim as he desired.^ 
Before tbe words bad passed my lips, be rode upon me f uriousjy, as if 
bent upon trampling me down beneatb bis borse's boofs. In starting 
asidc, X slipped and feil. You found me witb tbis stab and an ugly bruise 
er two, and witbout my purse — in wbicb be found little enougb for bis 
pains. And now, Mr. Varden," be added, sbaking tbe locksmitb by tbe 
band, " saving tbe extent of my gratitude to you, you know as mucb as I.V 

"Except," said Gabriel, bending down yet more, and looking cautiousjy 
towards tbeir silent neighbour, " except in respect of tbe robber bimself. 
What like was be, sir? Speak low, if you please. JBarnaby means no 
barm, but I bave watcbed bim oftener tban you, and J know, litjtje as 
you would tbink it, tbat be 's listening now." 

It required a strong confidence in tbe locksmitb's veracity ]to lead any 
one to tbis belief, for every sense and faculty tbat JBarnaby possessed, 
seemed to be fixed upon bis game, to tbe exclusion of all otber tbings. 
Sometbing in tbe youn^ man's face expressed jtbis opinion, for Gabriel 
repeated wbat be bad nist said more earnestly tban before, and witb 
anotber glance towards Barnaby, again asked wbat like tbe man was. 

"Tbe nigbt was so dark,"said Edward, " tbe ajttack so sudden,and be 
so wrapped and muffled up, tbat I can bardly say. It seems tbat -'• 

" Don t mention bis name, sir," returned tbe locksmitb, foUowing bis 
look towards Bamaby ;" I know he sawbim. I want to know wbat you saw." 

" All I remember is," said Edward, " tbat as be cbecked bis borse bis 
bat was blown off. He caugbt it, and replaced it on bis bead, wbicb I 
observed was bound witii a dark handkercbief. A stranger entered tbe 
Maypole wbile I was tbere, wbom I bad not seen — for I bad sat apart 
for reasons of my own — ancj wben I rose to leave tbe room and glanced 
round, be was in tbe sbadow of tbe cbimney and bidden from my sigbt. 
But, if be and tbe robber were two different persons, tbeir voices were 
stnmgely and most remarkably alike ; for directly the man addressed me 
in tbe road, I recognised bis speech again." 

" It is as I feared. Tbe very man was here to-nigHt," tbought tbe 
locksmitb, cbanging colour. "Wbat dark bistory is tbis 1" 

3—2 
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" Halloü ! " cried a hoarse voice in his ear. " Halloa, halloa, halloa ! 
Bow wow wow. What 's the matter here ! Hal-loa ! " 

The Speaker — who made the locksmith start as if he had seen some 
supernatural agent—was a lai^ge raven, who had perched upon the top 
of the easy-chair, unseen by himland Edward, and listened with a polite 
attention and a most extraordinary appearance of comprehending every 
Word, to all they had said up to this point ; tuming his head from one 
to the other, as if his office were to judge between them, and it were of 
the very last importance that he should not lose a word. 

"Look at himl" said Varden, divided between admiration for the 
bird and a kind of fear of him. " Was there ever such a knowing imp 
as that ! Oh, he 's a dreadful fellow ! " ' 

The raven, with his head very much on one side, and his bright eye 
shining like a diamond, preserved a thoughtful silence for a few seconds, 
and then replied in a voice so hoarse and distant, that it seemed to come 
through his thick feathers rather than out of his mouth. 

"Halloa, halloa, halloa! What 's the matter here! Keep up your 
spirits. Never say die. Bow wow wow. I 'm a devil, I 'm a devil, I 'ni 
a devil. Hurmh ! " And then, as if exulting in his infernal character, 
he began to whistle. 

" I more than half believe he speaks the truth. Upon my word, 1 
do," said Varden. " Do you see how he looks at me, as if he knew wliat 
I was saying ! " 

To which the bird, balancing himself on tiptoe, as it were, and 
moving his body up and down in a sort of grave dance, rejoined, " 1 'm 
a devil, I 'm a devil, I 'm a devil," and flapped his wings against bis 
sides as if he were bursting with laughter. Bamaby clapped his hands, 
and fairly roUed upon the ground in an ecstacy of delight. 

" Strange companions, sir," said the locksmith, shaking his head, and 
looking from one to the other. " The bird has all the wit." 

"Strange indeed!" said Edward, holding out his forefinger to the 
raven, who, in acknowledgment of the attention, made a dive at it 
immediately with his iron bill. " Is he old ? " 

"A mere boy, sir,'* repHed the locksmith. " A hundred and twenty, 
or thereabouts. Call him down, Bamaby, my man." 

" Call him ! " echoed Bamaby, sitting upright upon the floor, and 
staring vacantly at Gabriel, as he thrust his hair back from his face. 
"But who can make him come? He calls me, and makes me go where 
he will. He goes on before, and I foUow. He 's the master, and I 'm 
the man. Is that the truth, Grip ? " 

The raven gave a short, comfortable, confidential kind of croak ; a 
most expressive croak, which seemed to say, " You needn't let these 
fellows into our secrets. We understand each other. It 's all right." 

"J make him come?" cried Bamaby, pointing to the bird. "Him 
who never goes to sleep, or so much as winKs ! — Why, any time of night, 
you may see his eyes m my dark room, shining like two sparks. And 
every night, and all night too, he 's broad awake, talking to himself, 
thinking what he shall do to-morrow, where we shall go, and what he 
shall steal, and hide, and bury. I make liim come ! Ha, ha, ha ! " 

On second thoughts, the bird appeared disposed to come of himself. 
After a »hört survey of the ground, and a lew sidelong looks at the 
ceiling and at cverybody present in tum, he fluttered to the floor, and 
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went to Bamaby — not in a hop, or walk, or rtin, but in a pace like that 
of a very particular gentleman with exceedingly tight boots on, trying 
to walk fast over loose pebbles. Then, stepping into bis extended band, 
and condescending to be held out at arm'a lengtb, be gave vent to a 
succession of soimds, not unlike tbe drawing of some eigbt or ten dozen 
of long corks, and again asserted bis brimstone birtb and parentage with 
great distinctness. 

The locksmitb sbook bis bead — perbaps in some doubt of tbe creature's 
being really nothing but a bird — perbaps in pity for Barnaby, wbo by 
this time had bim in bis arms, ana was roUing about with bim on tbe 
ground. As he raised bis eyes from tbe poor fellow be encountered 
those of bis mother, wbo had entered tbe rooni, and was looking on in 
silence. 

Sha was quite wbite in tbe face, even to her lips, but had wholly 
subdued her emotion, and wore her usual quiet look. Varden fancied 
as he glanced at her that she sbrunk from bis eye ; and that she busied 
herseif about tbe wounded gentleman to avoid bim tbe better. 

It was time he went to bed, she said. He was to be removed to bis 
own home on tbe morrow, and he had already exceeded bis time for 
sitting up, by a füll bour. Acting on this hint, tbe locksmitb prepared 
to take bis leave. 

" By-the-bye," said Edward, as be sbook bim by tbe band, and looked 
from nim to Mrs. Rudce and back again, " what noise was that below ? 
I heard your voice in the midst of it, and should have inauired before, 
but OUT other conversation drove it from my memory. Wnat was it ? " 

The locksmitb looked towards her, and bit bis lip. She leant against 
the chair, and bent her eyes upon the ground. Barnaby too — he was 
listening. 

" Some mad or drunken fellow, sir," Varden at lengtb made answer, 
looking steadily at the window as be spoke. " He mistook the house, 
and tried to force an entrance." 

She breathed more freely, but stood quite motionless. As tbe lock- 
smitb said " Good night," and Barnaby caught up tbe candle to ligbt 
bim down the stairs, she took it from him, and charged bim — with more 
haste and earnestness than so slight an occasion appeared to Warrant — 
not to stir. The raven foUowed them to satisfy himself that all was 
right below, and when they reached the street door, stood on the bottom 
stair drawing corks out of number. 

With a trembling band she unfastened tbe chain and bolts, and tumed 
the key. As she had her band upon tbe latch, the locksmitb said in a 
low voice, 

" 1 have told a lie to-nigbt, for your sake, Mary, and for the sake of 
bygone times and old acquaintance, when I would scom to do so for my 
own. I hope I may have done no barm, or led tP none. I can't help 
the suspicions you have forced upon me, and I am loth, I teil you plainly, 
to leave Mr. Edward here. Take care he comes to no hurt. I doubt 
the safety of this roof, and am glad he leaves it so soon. Now, let 
me go." 

For a moment she bid her face in her bands and wept ; but resisting 
the strong impulse which evidently moved her to reply, opened the door 
— no wider than was sufficient for tbe pa^sage of bis body — and motioned 
him away. As the locksmitb stood upon tbe step, it was chained and 
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locked behind him, and the raven, in furtherance of these precautions, 
barked like a liisty house-dog. 

" In league witn tliat ill-looking figure that might tave fallen from a 
gibbetr-be listening and hiding here — Barnaby nrst upon the spot last 
night— can she who has always bome so fair a name be guiltjr of sucli 
crimes in secret?" said the locksmith, musing. "fleaven forgive me if 
I am wrong, and send me just thoughts ; but she is poor, the temptation 
may be great, and we daily hear oi thing^ as stränge. Ay, bark away, 
my friend. If there 's any wickedness going on, that raven 's in it, 1 11 
be swom." 




CHAPTER VIL 

Mrs. Varden was a lady of what is conimonly called an uncertain 
temper — a phrase which, being interpreted, signines a temper tolerably 
certain to inake everybody more or less uncomfortable. Thus it gene- 
rally happened, that when other people were merry, Mrs. Varden was 
dull ; and that when othef people were dull, Mrs. Varden was disposed 
to be amazingly cheerful. Indeed the worthy housewife was of such a 
capricious nature, that she had not only attained a higher pitch of genius 
than Macbeth, in respect of her ability to be wise, amazed, temperate 
and furious, loyal and neutral in an instant, but would sometimes ring 
the changes backwards and forwards on all possible moods and flights in 
one Short quarter of an hour ; performing, as it were, a kind of triple 
bob major on the peal of instruments in the female belfry, witn a 
skilfulness and rapidity of execution that astonished all who heard her. 

It had been observed in this good lady (who did not want for personal 
attractions, being plump and buxom to look at, though, like her fair 
daughter, somewhat short in stature) that this uncertainty of disposition 
strengthened and increased with her temporal prosperity; and divers 
wise men and matrons, on friendly terms with the locksmith and his 
family, even went so far as to assert, that a tumble down some half 
dozen rounds in the world's ladder — such as the breaking of the bank in 
which her husband kept his money, or some little fall of that kind — 
would be the making of her, and could hardly fail to render her one of 
the most agreeable companions in existence. Whetlier they were riglit 
or wrong in this conjecture, certain it is that minds, like bodies, will 
often fall into a pimpled ill-conditioned State from mere excess of coni- 
fort, and like them, are often successfully cured by remedies in them- 
selves very nauseous and unpalatable. 

Mrs. Varden's chief aider and abettor, and at the same time her prin- 
öipal victim and object of wrath, was her single domestic servant, one 
Miss Miggs ; or as she was called, in conformity with those prejudices 
of Society which lop and top from poor handmaidens all such genteel 
excrescences — Miggs. This Miggs was a tall young lady, very much ad- 
dicted to pattens in private life ; slender and shrewish, of a rather un- 
coinfortable figure, and though not absolutely ill-looking, of a sliarp and 
acid visage. As a general principle and abstract proposition, Miggs held 
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the male sex to be utterly contemptible and unworthy of notice ; io be 
fickle, false, base, sottish, inclined to perjury, and wboUy imdeserving. 
When particularly exasperated against tliem(wliich,8candal eaid,waswhen 
Simon Tappertit slighted her most) she was accustomed to wisli witb great 
emphasis tnat tlie whole race of women.could but die ofF, in order that the 
men might be brought to know the real value of the blessings by which they 
set solittle store; nay, her feeling for her order ran so high, that slie 
sometimes declared, if she could only have good security for a fair round 
niimber — sayten thousand — of yoiing virgins following her example,she 
would, to spite mankind, hang, drown, stab, or poison herseif, with a joy 
past all expression. 

It waa the voice of Miggs that greeted the locksmith, when he knocked 
at his own house, with a shrill cry of " Who 's there ? " 

" Me, girl, me," retumed Gabriel. 

" What, adready, sir ! " said Miggs, opening the door with a look of 
Burprise. "We were just getting on our nightcaps to sit up, me and 
mistress. Oh, she has been so bad ! " 

Miggs said this with an air of uncommon candour and concem ; but 
the parlour-door was standing open, and as Gabriel very well knew for 
whose ears it was designed, he regarded her with anything but an ap- 
proving look as he passed in. 

" Master 's come home, mim," cried Miggs, running before him into the 
parlour. ** You was wrong, mim, and I was right. I thought he wouldn't 
teep US up so late two nights running, mim. Master 's always con- 
siderate so far. I 'm so glad, mim, on your account. I 'm a little " — ^here 
Miggs simpered — "a little sleepy myself ; 111 own it now, mim, though 
I said I wasn't when you askea me. It ain't of no consequence, mim, of 
course." 

" You bad better," said the locksmitli, who most devoutly wished that 
Bamaby's raven was at Miggs's ankles, " you had better get to bed at 
once, then." 

" Thanking you kindly, sir," retumed Miggs, " I couldn't take my rest 
in peace, nor fix my thoughts upon my prayers, otherways than that I 
knew mistress was comfortable in her bed this night ; by rights she ought 
to have been there hours ago." 

" You 're talkative, mistress," said Varden, pulling off his great-coat, 
and looking at her askew. 

" Taking the hint, sir," cried Miggs, with a flushed face, " and thank- 
ing you for it most kindly, I will make bold to say, that if I give offence 
by having consideration for my mistress, I do not ask your pardon, but 
am content to get myself into trouble and to be in suffering." 

Here Mrs. Varden — who, with her countenance shrouded in a largo 
mghtcap, had been all this time intent upon the Protestant Manual — 
iooked round, and acknowledged Miggs's championship by commanding 
her to hold her tongue. 

Every little bone in Miggs's throat and neck developed itself with a 
spitefulness quite alarming, as she replied : 

" Yes, mim ; I will." 

" How do you find yourself now, my dear ?" said the locksmith, taking 
a chidr near hiswife(who had resumed her book), and rubbing his knees 
hard as he made the inquiry. 

"You're very anxious to know, ain't you?" retumed Mrs. Varden, 



40 BARyABr RUDGE, 

with her eyes upon tlie print. " Yoii, that have not been near nie all 
day, and wouldn't have been if I was dying 1 " 

" My dear Martha ^" said Gabriel. 

Mrs. Varden tumed over to the next page, then went back again to 
the bottom line over leaf to be quite sure of the last words ; and then 
went on reading with an appearance of the deepest interest and study. 

" My dear Martha," said the locksmith, " how can you say such things, 
when you know you don't mean them ? If you were dying ? Why, if 
there was anything serious the matter with you, Martha, shouldn't I be 
in constant attendance upon you ?" 

" Yes," cried Mrs. Varden, bursting into tears, " yes, you would. I 
don't doubt it, Varden. Certainly you would. That 's as much as to 
teil me that you would be hovering round me like a vulture, waiting tili 
the breath was out of my body, that you might go and marry somebody 
eise." 

Miggs groaned in sympathy — a little short groan, checked in its birth, 
and changed into a cough. It seemed to say, "I can't help it. It's 
wrung from me by the dreadful brutality of that monster master." 

"But you'U break my heart one of these days," added Mrs. Varden, 
with more resignation, " and then we shall both be happy. My ©nly 
desire is to see Dolly comfortably settled, and when she is, you may settle 
me as soon as you like." 

" Ah ! " cried Miggs, and coughed again. 

Poor Gabriel twisted bis whig about in silence for a long time, and 
then said mildly : 

" Hm Dolly gone to bed ? " 

" Your maater speaks to you," said Mrs, Varden, looking stemly over 
her Shoulder at M:iss Miggs in waiting. 

" No, my dear, I spoke to you," suggested the locksmith. 

"Did you hear me, Miggs?" cried the obdurate lady, stamping her 
foot upon the ground. " You are beginning to despise me now, are you? 
But this is example ! " 

At this cruel rebuke, Miggs, whose tears were always ready, for large 
or small parties, on the shortest notice and the most reasonable terms, 
feil a crying violently; holding both her hands tight upon her heart 
meanwhile, as if nothing less would prevent its Splitting into small frag- 
ments. Mrs. Varden, who likewise possessed that faculty in high per- 
fection, wept too, against Miggs; and with. such efifect that Miggs gave 
in after a time, and, except for an occasional sob, which seemed to 
threaten some remote intention of breaking out again, left her mistress 
in possession of the field. Her superiority being thoroughly asserted, 
that lady soon desisted likewise, and feil into a quiet melancholy. 

The relief was so great and the fatiguing occurrences of last night so 
completely overpowered the locksmith, that he nodded in bis chair, and 
would doubtle&s have slept there all night but for the voice of Mrs. 
Varden, which, after a pause of five minutes, awoke him with a start. 

" If I am ever," said Mrs. V., not scolding, but in a sort of monotonous 
remonstrance, " in spirits, if I am ever cheerful, if I am ever more than 
usually disposed to be talkative and comfortable, this is the way I am 
treated." 

" Such spirits as you was in too, mim, but half an hour ago ! " cried 
Miggs. " I never see such Company." 
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" Because," said Mm. Varden, " because I never interfere or Interrupt 
— ^because I never question wli^re anybody comes or goes — ^because my 
whole mind and soul is bent on saving where I can save, and labouring 
in this liouse, therefore they try me as they do." 

" Martha/' urged the lockomith, endeavouring to look as wakeful as 
possible, "what is it you complain of? I really came home with every 
wish and desire to be happy. I did, indeed." 

" What do 1 complain of ^ " retorted bis wife. " Is it a chilling thing to 
have one's husband sulking and falling asleep directly he comes home — 
to have him freezing all one's warm-heartedness and throwing cold water 
over the fireside? Is it natural, when I know he went out upon a 
matter in which I am as much interested as anybody can be, that I 
should wish to know all that has happened, or that he should teil me 
without my begging and praying him to do it ? Is that natural, or is it 
not?" 

" I am very sorry, Martha," said the good-natured locksmith. " I was 
really afraid you were not disposed to talk pleasantly; I'll teil you 
everything. I shall only be too glad, my dear." 

" STo, Varden," retumed bis wife, rising with dignity. " I dare say — 
thank you ! I 'm not a child to be corrected one minute and petted the 
next — ^I 'm a little too old for that, Varden. Miggs, carry the light You 
can be cheerful, Mi^s, at least." 

Miggs, who to this moment had been in the very depths of compas- 
sionate despondency, passed instantly into the liveliest stateconceivame, 
and tossing her head as she glanced towards the locksmith, bore off her 
mistress and the light together. 

" Now, who would think," thought Varden, shrugging bis Shoulders 
and drawins bis chair nearer to the fire, " that that woman could ever be 
pleasant and agreeable ? And yet she can be. Well, well, all of us have 
our faults. I '11 not be hard upon hers. We have been man and wife 
too long for that." 

He dozed again — not the less pleasantly perhaps for his hearty teniper. 
While bis eyes were closed, the door leading to tne upper stairs was par- 
tially opened; and a head appeared, which, at sight of him, hastily drew 
back again. 

" I wish," murmured Gabriel, waking at the noise, and looking round 
the room, " I wish somebody would marry Miggs. But that 's impossible ! 
I wonder whether there 's any madman alive, who would marry Miggs!" 

This was such a vast speculation that he feil into a doze again, and 
slept until the fire was quite burnt out. At last he roused himself ; and 
having double-locked tlie street-door according to custom, and put the 
key in his pocket, went off to bed. 

He had not left the room in darkness many minutes, when the head 
again appeared, and Sim Tappertit entered, bearing in his band a little 
lamp. 

"What the devil business has he to stop up so late!" muttered Sim, 

Eassing into the Workshop, and setting it down upon the forge. " Here 's 
alf the night ^one already. There 's onljr one good that has ever come 
to me out of this cursed old rusty mechanical trade, and that 's this piece 
of ironmongery, upon my soul ! " 

As he spoke, he drew from the right band, or rather right leg, pocket 
of his smalls, a clumsy large-sized key, which he inserted cautiously in 
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the lock his master had secured, and softly opened the door. Tliat done, 
he replaced his piece of aecret workmanßhip in his pocket ; and leaviug 
the lamp buming, and closing the door carefully ana without noise, stole 
out into the street — as little suspected by the locksmith in his sound deep 
sleep, as by Bamaby himself in his phantom-haimted dreanis. 




CHAPTEB VIIL 

Clear of the locksmith's house, Sim Tappertit laid aside his cautious 
manuer, and assiuning in its stead that of a rufiling, swaggering, roving 
blade, who would rather kill a man than otherwise, and eat hiin too if 
needful, made the best of his way along the darkened streets. 

Half pausing for an instant now and then to smite his pocket and 
asBiire himself of the safety of his master-key, he hurried on to Barbican, 
and tuming into one of the narrowest of the narrow streets which 
diverged from that centre, slackened his pace and wiped his heated brow, 
OS if the termination of his walk were near at hana. 

It was not a very choice spot for midnight expeditions, being in tnith 
one of more than questionable character, and of an appearance by no 
means inviting. From the main street he had entered, itself little better 
than an alley, a low-browed doorway led into a blind court, or yard, 
profoundly dark, unpaved, and reeking with stagnant odours. Into this 
ill-favoured pit the locksmith's vagrant 'prentice groped his way ; and 
stoppiiig at a house from whose defaced and rotten front the rüde efßgy 
of a bottle swung to and fro like some gibbeted malefactor, Struck thrice 
upon an iron grating with his foot. After listening in vain for some 
response to his signal, Mr. Tappertit became imj^atient, and Struck the 
grating thrice agam. 

A further delay ensued, buf it was not of long duration, The ground 
seemed to open at his feet, and a ragged head appeared. 

" Is that the captain?" said a voice as ragged as the head. 

" Yes,"replied Mr. Tappertit haughtily, descending as he spoke; " who 
should it be?" 

" It 's so late, we gave you up," retumed the voice, as its owner stopped 
to shut and fasten the grating. " You 're late, sir." 

" Lead on," said Mr. Tappertit, with a gloomy majesty, " and make 
remarks when I require you. Forward !" 

This latter Word of command was perhaps somewhat theatrical and 
unnecessary, inasmuch as the descent was by a very narrow, steep, and 
slippery flight of steps, and any rashness or departure from the beaten 
track must have ended in a yawning water-butt. But Mr. Tappertit 
being, like some other great Commanders, favourable to strong effects and 
personal display, cried " Forward !" again, in the hoarsest voice he could 
assume ; and led the way, with folded arms and knitted brows, to the 
cellar down below, where there was a small copper fixed in one corner, a 
chair or two, a form and table, a gjimmering fire,and a truckle-bed, covered 
with a ragged patchwork rüg. 
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"Welcome, noble captain!" cried a lanky figure, rising as from a nap. 

The captain nodded. Then, throwing off liis outer coat, he stood com- 
posed in all his dignity, and eyed his follower over. 
• " What news to-night ?'' he asked, when he had looked into his very 
souL 

" Nothing particular," replied the other, ßtretching. himself — and he 
was so long aiready that it was quite alarraing to see him do it — " how 
came you to be so late ?" 

" No matter," was all the captain deigned to say in answer. '• Is the 
room prepared ?" 

" It is, replied the follower. 

"The comrade — is he here V 

" Yes. And a sprinkling of the others — you hear 'em ?" 

" Playing skittles ! " said the captain moodily. " Light-hearted revellers 1 " 

There wasno doubt respecting the particular amusenient in which these 
heedless spirits were indulging, for even in the close and stifling atmo- 
sphere of the vault, the noise sounded Uke distant thunder. It certainly 
appeared, at first sight, a singular spot to choose, for that or any otlier 
purpose of relaxation, if the other cellars answered to the one in which 
this brief colloquy took place; for the floors were of sodden earth, the walls 
and roof of damp bare brick tapestried with the tracks of snails and slugs; 
and the air was sickening, tainted, and offensive. It seemed, from one 
streng flavour which was uppermost among the various odours of the place, 
that it had, at no very distant period, been used as a storehouse for cheeses; 
a circumstance which, while it accounted for the greasy moisture that 
hung about it, was agreeably suggestive of rats. It was naturally damp 
besides, and little trees of f ungus sprung up from every mouldering corner. 

The proprietor of this charming retreat, and owner of the ragged head 
before mentioned — for he wore an old tie-wig as bare and frowzy as a 
stunted hearthbroom— liad by this time joined them; and stood a little 
apai't, rubbing bis b&nds, wag^ing his hoary bristled chin, and smiling in 
suence. Büb eyes were closed ; but had they been wide open it would 
have been easy to teil, from the attentive expression of the face he tumed 
towards them — pale and unwholesome as might be expected in one of his 
Underground existence — and from a certain anxious raising and quivering 
of the lids, that he w^as blind. 

" Even Stagg hath been asleep," said the long comrade, nodding towards 
thisperson. 

" Sound, capiain, sound !" cried the blind man; " what does my noble 
captain drink — is it brandy, rum, usquebaugh ? Is it soaked gunpowder, 
or blazing oil ? Give it a name, heart of oak, and we 'd get it for you, if 
it was wine from a bishop's cellar, or melted gold from King George'a 
mint." 

"See," said Mr. Tappertit haughtily, " that it 's something strong, and 
comes quick; and so long as you take care of that, you may bring it from 
the devil's cellar, if you like!" 

" Boldly Said, noble captain!" rejoined the blind man. " Spoken like 
the 'Prentices* Glory. Ha, ha! From the devil's cellar! A brave joke! 
The captain joketh. Ha, ha, ha!" 

" I '11 teil you what, my fine feller," said Mr. Tappertit, eyeing the host 
over as he walked to a closet, and took out a bottle and glass as carelessly 
as if be had been in füll possession of his sight, " if you make that row, 
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you'll find tliat tlie captaia's very fiar from joking, and so I teil 
you." 

" He 's ^ot his eyes on me !" cried Sta^, stopping short on liis way back, 
and affectmg to screen his face with thebottle. " 1 feel 'em though I can't 
See 'em. Take 'em ofF, noble captain. Remove 'em, for they pierce like 
gimlets." 

Mr. Tappertit smiled grimly at his comrade; and twisting out one more 
look — a kind of ocular screw — under the influence of which the blind man 
feigned to undergo great anguish and torture, bade hini, in a softened tone, 
approach, and hold his peace. 

" I obey you, captain/' cried Stagg, drawing close to him and fiUing out 
a bumper without spilling a drop, by reason that he held his little finger 
at the brim of the glase-, and stopped at the instant the liquor touched it, 
" drink, noble govemor. Death to all masters, life to all 'prentices, and 
love to all fair damsels. Drink, brave general, and warm your gallant 
heart!" 

Mr. Tappertit condescended to take the glass from his outstretched band. 
Stagg then dropped on one knee, and gently smoothed the calves of his 
legs, with an air of humble admiratiom 

"That I had but eyes!" he cried, " to behold my captain's symmetrical 

Sroportions! That I had but eyes, to look upon these twin invaders of 
omestic peace J" 

"Get out!" Said Mr. Tappertit, glancing downward at his favourite 
limbs. " Go along, will you, Stagg !" 

" When I touch my own afterwards," cried the host, smiting them 
reproachfuUy, " I hate 'em. Comparatively speaking, they 've no more 
shape than wooden legs, beside these modeis ot my noble captain's." 

" Yours!" exclaimed Mr. Tappertit. " No, I should think not. Don't 
talk about those precious old toothpicks in the same breath with mine; 
that 's rather too much. Here. Take the glass. Benjamin, lead om To 
business!" 

With these words, he folded his arms again; and frowning with asuUen 
majesty, passed with his companion through a little doorat the upper end 
of the cellar, and disappeared ; leaving Stagg to his private meaitations. 

The vault they entered, strewn with sawdust and dimly lighted, was 
between the outer one from which they had just come, and that in which 
the skittle-players were diverting themselves; as was manifested by the 
increased noise and clamour of tongues, which was suddenly stopped, how- 
ever, and replaced by a dead silence, at a signal from the long comrade. 
Then, this young gentleman, going to a little cupboard, retunied with a 
thigh-bone, which in former times must have been part and parcel of some 
individual at least as lon^ as himself, and placed the same in the hands of 
Mr. Tappertit ; who, receiving it as a sceptre and staff of authority, cocked 
bis three-comered hat fiercely on the top of his head, and mounted a large 
table, whereon a chair of state, cheerfully omamented with a couple of 
Skulls, was placed ready for his reception. 

He had no sooner assumed this position than another young gentleman 
appeared, bearing in his arms a huge clasped book, who inade him a pro- 
found obeisance, and dehvering it to the long comrade, advanced to the 
table, and tuming his back upon it, stood there Atlas- wise. Then, the 
long comrade got upon the table too ; and seating himself in a lower 
chair than Mr. Tappertit's, with much state and ceremony, placed the 
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large book on the Shoulders of their mute compauion as deliberately a» 
if he had been a wooden desk, and prepared to niake entries therein with 
a pen of corresponding size. 

When the long comrade had raade these preparations, he looked towanls 
Mr. Tanpertit ; and Mr. Tappertit, flonnshing the bone, knocked niue 
times therewith upon one of the skuUs. At the ninth stroke, a third 
young gentleman emerged from the door leading to the skittle-ground, 
and bowing low, awaited his commands. 

"'Prentice ! " said the mighty captain, " who waits without ?" 

The 'prentice made answer that a stranger was in attendance, who 
claimed admission into that secret society of Trentice Knights, and a free 
participation in their rights, Privileges, and imninnities. Thereupon Mr. 
Tappertit flourished the bone again, and giving the otlier skull a pro- 
digious rap on the nose, exclaimed " Admit him ! " At these dread words 
the 'prentice bowed once more, and so withdrew as he had come. 

There soon apneared at the sarae door, two other 'prentices, having 
between them a tnird, whose eyes where bandaged, ana who was attired 
in a bag-wig, and a broad-skirted coat, trimmed with tarnished lace; and 
who was girded with a sword, in compliance with the laws of the Insti- 
tution regulating the introduction oi candidates, which required them 
to assume this courtly dress, and kept it constantly in lavender, for their 
convenience. One of the conductors of this novice held a rusty blun- 
derbuss pointed towards his ear, and the other a very ancient sabre, 
with which he carved imaginary offenders as he carae along in a sangui- 
nary and anatomical manner. 

As this silent group advanced, Mr. Tappertit fixed his hat upon his 
head. The novice then laid his band upon his breast and bent before 
him. When he had humbled himself sufficientlv, the captain ordered 
the bandage to be removed, and proceeded to eye nim over. 

" Ha ! " said the captain, thoughtfully, when he had concluded this 
ordeal. " Proceed." 

The long comrade read aloud as foUows: — "Mark Gilbert. Age 
nineteen. Bound to Thomas Curzon, hosier. Golden Fleece, Aldgate. 
Loves Curzon's daughter. Cannot say that Curzon's daughter loves him. 
Should think it probable. Curzon puUed his ears last Tuesday week." 

" How ! " cried the captain, starting. 

"For looking at his daughter, please you," said the novice. 

" Write Curzon down, Denounced," said the captain. " Put a black 
cross against the name of Curzon." 

"So please you," said the novice, "that 's not the worst — he calls his 
'prentice idle dog, and stops his beer unless he works to his likiug. He 
gives Dutch cheese, too, eating Cheshire, sir, himself ; and Sundays out 
are only once a month." 

" This," said Mr. Tappertit gravely, " is a flagrant case. Put two black 
Grosses to the name of Curzon." 

" If the Society," said the novice, who was an ill-looking, one-sided, 
shambling lad, with sunken eyes set close together in his head — " if the 
Society would burn his house down — for he 's not insured — or beat him as 
he comes home from his club at night, or help me to carry off his daughter, 
and marry her at the Fleet, whether she gave consent or no " 

Mr. Tappertit waved his grisly truncheon as an admonition to him not 
to intermpt, and ordered three black crosses to the name Curzon. 



46 BARNAßV RUDQE. 

" Which means," he said, in gracious explanation, " vengeance, complcte 
and terrible. Trentice, do you love the Constitution ?" 

To which tbe novice (being to that end instrucj^d by bis attendant 
Sponsors) replied : " I do." 

" The Chnrch, the State, and everything established — ^but the masters V 
quoth the captain. 

Again the novice said, "I do." 

Having said it, he listened meekly to the captain, who — in an address 
prepared for such occasions — told him how that und er that same Consti- 
tution (which was kept in a strong box som^where, but where exactly he 
could not find out, or he would nave endeavoured to procure a copy of 
it), the 'prentices had, in times gone by, had frequent holidays of right, 
broken people's heads by scores, defied their masters, nay, even achieved 
some glorious murders in the streets, which Privileges hau gradually been 
wrested from them, and in all which noble aspirations they were now 
restrained ; how the degrading checks imposed upon them were unques- 
tionably attributable to the innovating spirit of tne times, and how they 
united therefore to resist all cliange, except such change as would restore 
those good old English customs, by which they would stand or falL 
After illustrating the wisdom of going backward by reference to that 
sagacious fish, the crab, and the not unfrequent practice of the mule 
and donkey^ he described their general objects, which were, briefly, 
vengeance on their Tyrant Masters (of whose grievous and insupportable 
oppression no 'prentice could entertain a momenf s " doubt) and the 
restoration, as aforesaid, of their ancient rights and holidays ; for neither 
of which objects were they now quite ripe, being barely twenty strong, 
but which they pledged themselves to pursue with fire and sword when 
needful. Then he described the oath wnich every member of that small 
remnant of a noble book took, and which was of a dreadful and im- 
pressive kind ; binding him, at the bidding of his chief, to resist and 
obstruct the Lord Mayor, sword-bearer, and chaplain; to despise the 
authority of the sheriffs ; and to hold the court of aldermen as nought ; 
but not on any account, in case the fulness of time should bring a 
general rising of 'prentices, to damage or in any way disfigure Templo 
Bar, which was strictly constitutional and always to be approached with 
reverence. Having gone over these several heads with great eloquence 
and force, and having further informed the novice that this society had 
its origin in his own teeming brain, stimulated by a swelling sense ot 
^\Tong and outrage, Mr. Tappertit demanded whether he had strength of 
heart to take the mighty pledge required, or whether he would withdraw 
wliile retreat was yet in his power. 

To this the novice made rejoinder, that he would take the vow, though 
it should choke him ; and it was accordingly administered, with many 
impressive circumstances, among which the jighting up of the two skuUs 
with a candle-end inside of each, and a great many flourishes with the 
hone, were chiefly conspicuous ; not to mention a variety of grave 
exercises with the blunderbuss and sabre, and some dismal groaning by 
unseen 'prentices without. All these dark and direful ceremonies being 
at lengtn comnleted, the table was put aside, the chair of State removed, 
the sceptre loclced up in its usual cnpboard, the doors of communication 
between the three cellars thrown freely open, and the 'Prentice Knights 
resigned themselves to merriment. 
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But Mr. Tappertit, who had a soul above the vulgär herd, and who, 
on account of ms greatness, could only afford to be merry now and tben, 
threw liimself on a bench witli the air of a man who was faint with 
dignity. He looked with an indifferent eye alike on skittles, cards, and 
dice, thinking only of the locksmith^s daughter and the base degenerate 
days on which he had fallen. 

" My noble captain neither games, nor sings, nor dances," said his host, 
taking a seat beside hini. " Drink, gallant general ! " 

Mr. Tappertit drained the proffered goblet to the dregs ; then thmst 
his hands into his pockets, and with a lowering visage walked among the 
skittles, while his followers (such is the influence of superior genius) 
restrained the ardent ball, and held his little shins in dnmb respect. 

" If I had been born a corsair or a pirate, a brigand, genteel highway- 
nian, or patriot — and they're the same thing," thought Mr. Tappertit, 
miisin^ among the ninepins, " I should have been all right. But to drag 

outanignoble existence unbeknownto mankind in general Patience! 

I will be famous yet. A voice within me keeps on whispering Great- 
ness. I shall burst out one of these days, and when I do, whät power 
can keep me down? 1 feel my soul getting into my head at the idea. 
More drink, there ! 

" The novice," pursued Mr. Tappertit, not exactly in a voice of thunder, 
for hia tones, to say the truth, were rather cracked and shrill, but very 
impressively, notwithstanding, "where is he?" 

" Here, noble captain ! " cned Stagg. " One Stands beside me who I 
feel is a stranger." 

"Have you," said Mr. Tappertit, letting his gaze fall on the party 
indicated, who was indeed the new kuight, by this time restored to his 
own apparel ; " have you the impression of vour street-door key in wax?" 

The long comrade anticipated the reply, oy producing it from the shelf 
on which it had been deposited. 

" Good," said Mr. Tappertit, scrutinising it attentively, while a breath- 
less silence reigned around ; for he had constructed secret door-keys for 
the whole society, and perhaps owed something of his influence to that 
mean and trivial circumstance — on such slight accidents do even men of 
mind depend ! " This is easily made. Come hither, friend." 

With that, he beckoned the new knight apart, and putting the pattem 
in his pocket, motioned to him to walk by his side. 

"And so," he said, when they had taten a few tums up and down, 
"you — you love your master's daughter?" 

" I do," said the 'prentice. " Honour bright. No chaff, you know." 

" Have you," rejoined Mr. Tappertit, catching him by the wrist, and 
giving him a look which would have been expressive of the most deadly 
malevolence, but for an accidental hiccup that rather interfered with it ; 
"have you a — a rival ?" 

" Not as I know on," replied the *prentice. 

" If you had now," said Mr. Tappertit, " what would you ? Eh ? " 

The 'prentice looked fierce and clenched his fists. 

"It 18 enough," cried Mr. Tappertit hastily, "we understand eacli 
other. We are observed. I thanlc you." 

So saying, he cast him ofiF again ; and calling the long comrade aside, 
after taking a few hasty tums by himself, bade him immediately writö 
and post against the wall a notice, proscribing one Joseph Willet (com- 
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inonly known as Joe) of Chigwell ; forbidding all Trentice Knigbts to 
succour, comfort, or hold coinmunion witli hirn ; and requiring tnem, oa 
pain of excommunication, to molest, hurt, wrong, annoy, and pick 
quarreis with the said Joseph, whensoever and wheresoever they, or any 
of them, should happen to encounter him. 

Having relieved his mind by this energetic proceeding, he condescended 
to approach the festive board, and warming by degree, at length deigned 
to preside, and even to enchant the Company with a Gong. After this, 
he rose to such a pitch as to consent to regale the society with a hom- 
pipe, which he actually perfornied to the music of a fiddle (played by an 
mgenious member) with such surpassing agility and brilliancy of execu- 
tion that the spectators could not be sufficientl^ enthusiastic in their 
admiration ; and their host protested, with tears m his eyes, that he had 
never truly feit his blindness until that moment. 

But the host withdrawing — probably to weep in secret— soon retumed 
with the information that it wanted little more than an hour of day, and 
that all the cocks in Baibican had already begun to crow, as if their lives 
depended on it. At this intelligence, the Trentice Knights arose in 
haste, and marshalling into a line, filed off one by one, and dispersed 
with all speed to their several homes, leaving their leader to pass the 
grating last. 

" Good night, noble captain," whispered the blind man as he held it 
open for his passage out ; " farewell, brave general. Bye bye, illustrious 
Commander. Good luck go with you for a — conceited, bragging, empty- 
headed, duck-legged idiot." 

With which parting words, cooUy added as he listened to his recedine 
footsteps and locked the gate upon himself, he descended the steps, and 
lighting the fire below the little copper, prepared, without any assistance, 
für his daily occupation; which was to retail at the area-head above 
penny worths of broth and soup, and savoury puddings, compounded of 
such scraps as were to be bought in the heap for the least money at Fleet 
Market in the evening time ; and for the sale of which he had need to 
have depended chiefly on his private connection, for the court had no 
thoroughfare, and was not that Rind of place in which many people were 
likely to take the air, or to frequent as an agreeable promenade. 




CHAPTER IX. 

Chroniclers are privileged to enter where they list, to come and go 
through keyholes, to ride upon the wind, to overcome, in their soarings 
up and down, all obstacles of distance, time, and place. Thrice blessed 
be this last consideration, since it enables us to foUow the disdainful 
Miggs even into the sanctity of her charaber, and to hold her in sweet 
coniiDanionship through the dreary watches of the night ! 

Miss Miggs, having undone her mistress, as she phrased it (which 
means, assisted to undress her), and having seen her comfortably to bed 
in the back room on the first floor, withdrew to her ovn\ apartment in 
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the attic story. Notwithstanding her declaration in tlie locksmith's 
presence, she was in no mood for sleep ; so, putting her light lipon the 
table, and withdrawing the little window curtain, she gazed out pensively 
at the wild night sky. 

Perhaps she wonclered what star was destined for her habitation when 
she had run her little course below ; perhaps speculated which of those 
glimmering spheres might be the natal orb of Mr. Tappertit ; perhaps 
marvelled how they coiild gaze down on that perfidious creature, man, 
and not sicken and tum green as chemists' lanips ; perhaps thought of 
nothing in particular. Whatever she thought about, there she sat, until 
her attention, alive to anything connected with the insinuating 'prentice, 
was attracted by a noise in the next room to her own— his room ; the 
room in which he slept and dreamed — it might be, sometimes dreamed 
of her. 

That he was not dreaming now, unless he was taking a walk in his 
sleep, was clear, for every now and then there came a shuffling noise, as 
though he were en^aged in polishing the whitewashed wall ; then a 
gentle creaking of his door ; then the faintest indication of his stealthy 
footsteps on the landing outside. Noting this latter circumstance, Miss 
Miggs tumed pale and shuddered, as mistrusting his intentions; and 
inore than once exclaimed, below her breath, " Oh ! what a providence it 
is, as I am bolted in ! " — which, owing doubtless to her alarm, was a con- 
f usion of ideas on her pari between a holt and its use ; for though there 
was one on the door, it was not fastened. 

Miss Miggs's sense of hearing, however, having as sharp an edge as her 
temper, and being of the same snappish and suspicious kind, very soon 
informed her that the footsteps passed the door, and appeared to have 
8ome object quite separate and disconnectcd from herseif. At this dis- 
covery she became more alarnied than ever, and was about to give utter- 
ance to those cries of " Thieves ! " and " Murder ! " which she had hitherto 
restrained, when it occurred to her to look softly out, and see that her 
fears had some good palpable foundation. 

Looking out accordingly, and stretching her neck over the handrail, 
she descried, to her great amazement, Mr. Tanpertit completely dressed, 
stealing downstairs, one st-ep at a time, with nis shoes in one band and 
the lamp in, the other. FoUowing him with her eyes, and going down 
a little way herseif to get the better of an inter^^ning angle, she beheld 
him thrust his head in at the parlour door, draw it back again with great 
swiftness, and immediately begin to retreat upstairs with all possible ex- 
pedition. 

" Höre 's mysteries ! *' said the damsel, when she was safe in her own 
room again, quite out of breath. " Oh, gracious, here 's mysteries ! " 

The prospect of finding anybody out in anything, would have kept 
Miss Miggs awake under the influence of henbane. Presently, she heard 
the Step again, as she would have done if it had been that of a feather 
endowed with motion and Walking down on tiptoe. Then gliding out as 
before, she again beheld the retreating figure of the 'prentice; again he 
looked cautiously in at the parlour-door, but this time instead of retreat- 
ing, lie passed in and disappeared. 

Miggs was back in her room, and had her head out of the window, before 

* an elderly gentleman could have winked and recovered from it. Out he 

came at the street-door, shut it carefully behind him, tried it with his 
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knee, and swa^ered off, putting something in his pocket as he went 
along. At tliis spectacle, Miggs cried '* Gracious ! '' again, and then 
^ goodness gracious ! " and then '' goodness gracious me ! * and then, candle 
in hand, went dowstairs as he had done. Coming to the Workshop, she 
saw the larap buming on the forge, and ever^thing as Sim had left it 

" Why, Iwish I may only havea Walking luneral,and never be buried 
decent with a mouming coach and feathers, if the boy hasn't been and 
made a key for his own seif ! " cried Miggs. " Oh, the little villain ! " 

This conclusion was not arrived at without consideration, and much 
peeping and peering about ; nor was it unassisted by the recollection 
that she had on several occasions come upon the 'prentice suddenly, and 
found him busy at some mysterious occupation. Lest the fact of Miss 
Miggs calling him, on whom she stooped to cast a favourable eye, a boy, 
should create surprise in any breast, it may be observed that she in- 
variably affected to regard all male bipeds under thirty as mere chits 
and inmnts ; which phenomenon Is not unusual in ladies of Miss Mi^s's 
temper, and is indeed generally found to be the associate of such in- 
domitable and savage virtue. 

Miss Miggs deliberated within herseif for some little time, looking 
hard at the snop-door while she did so, as though her eyes and thoughts 
were both upon it; and then, taking a sheet of paper from a drawer, 
twisted it intb a long thin spiral tube. Having nlled this instrument 
with a quantity of small coal-dust from the foi^e, she approached the 
door, and dropping on one knee before it, dexterously blew mto the key- 
hole as much of these fine ashes as the lock would hold. When she had 
fiUed it to the brim in a verv workman-like and skilful manner, she 
crept upstairs £^ain, and chuckled as she went 

" There ! " cried Miggs, rubbing her hands, " now let 's see whether you 
won't be glad to take some notice of me, mister. He, he, he! You 11 
have eyes for somebody besides Miss Dolly now, I think, A fat-faced 
puss she is, as ever I come across l " 

As she uttered this criticism, she glanced approviugly at her small 
mirror, as who should say, I thank my stars that can't be said of me ! — 
as it certainly could not ; for Miss Miggs's style of beauty was of that 
kind which Mr. Tappertit himself had not inaptly termed, in private, 
" scraggy ." 

" 1 don't go to bed this night ! " said Miggs, wrapping herseif in a shawl, 
and drawing a couple of chairs near the window, flouncing down upon 
one, and putting her feet upon the other, " tili you come home, my lad. 
I wouldn't," Said Miss Miggs, vicioudy, "no, not for five-and-forty 
pound ! " 

With that, and with an expression of face in which a great number of 
opposite ingredients, such as mischief, cunning, malice, triumph, and 
patient expectation, were all mixed up to^ether in a kind of physiogno- 
mical punch, Miss Miggs composed herseft to wait and listen, like some 
fair ogress who had set a trap and was watching for a nibble from a 
plump young traveller. 

She sat there with perfect composure, all night. At length, just upon 
break of day, there was a footstep in the street, and presently she could 
hear Mr. Tappertit stop at the door. Then she could make out that he 
tried his key~that he was blöwing iuto it— that he knocked it on the 
nearest post to beat the dust out—that he took it under a lamp to look 
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at it— that he poked bits of stick into the lock to clear it — tliat he peeped 
into the keyhole, first with one eye, and then with the other— tnat he 
tried the key again — that he couldn't tum it, and what was worse, 
couldn't get it out—that he bent it — that then it was much less disposed 
to come out than before — that he gave it a mighty twist and a great pull, 
and then it came out so suddenly that he staggered backwards — that he 
kicked the door — that he shook it — finally, that he smote his forehead, 
and sat down on the step in despair. 

When this crisis had arrivea, Miss Miggs, affecting to be exhausted 
with terror, and to cling to the window-sill for support, put out her 
nightcap, and demanded in a faint voiee who was there. 

Mr. Tappertit cried^**Hush! " and, backing into the road, exhorted her 
in frenziea pantomime to secrecy and silence. 
" Teil me one thing," said Miggs. " Is it thieves ? " 
" No — no— no ! " cried Mr. Tappertit. 

" Then," said Mi^gs, more faintly than before, " it 's fire. Where is it, 
sir ? It 's near this room, I know. I 've a good conscience, sir, and 
would niuch rather die than go down a ladder. All I wish is, respecting 
my love to my married sister. Golden Lion Court, number twenty-siven, 
second bell-handle on the right band door-post." 
" Miggs ! " cried Mr. Tappertit, "don't you know me ? Sim, you know, 

Sim ^^ 

" Oh ! what about him ? " cried Miggs, clasping her hands. " Is he in 
any danger ? Is he in the niidst of iiames and blazes ? Oh gracious, 
gracious ! " 

" Why, I'm here, ain't I ?" rejoined Mr. Tappertit, knocking himself 
on the breast. " Don't you see me ? What a fool you are, Miggs! " 
" There ! " cried Miggs, unmindful of this compliment. " Why — so it 

— Goodness, what is the meaning of — If you please, mim, here 's " 

" No, no ! " cried Mr. Tappertit, standing on tiptoe, as if by that means 
he, in the street, were any nearer being able to stop the mouth of Miggs 
in the garret. " Don't ! — I 've been out without leave, and something 
or another 's the matter with the lock. Come down, and undo the shop- 
window, that I may get in tliat way." 

"I dursn't do it, Simmun," cried Miggs— for that was her pronunciation 
of his Christian name. " I dursn't do it, indeed. You know as well as 
anybody how particular I am. And to come down in the dead of night, 
when the house is wrapjped in slumbers and weiled in obscurity." And 
there she stopped and shivered, for her modesty caught cold at the very 
tJiought. 
" Bat Miggs," cried Mr. Tappertit, getting under the lamp, that she 

might see bis eyes. " My darling Miggs " 

^i^ screamed slightly. 

"—That I love so much, and never can lielp thinking of," and it is 
impossible to describe the use he made of his eyes when he said this — 
"(10 — ^for my sake, do." 
"Oh, Simmun," cried Miggs, "this is worse than all ! I know if I come 

down you '11 go, and " 

" And wha^ my precious ? " said Mr. Tappertit. 
" And try," said Miggs, hysterically, " to kiss me, or some such dread- 
fulnees ; I know you will! " 
" I swear I won't," said Mr. Tappettit, with remarkable earnestness. 

4—3 
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"Ui)on my soul I won't. It's getting broad day, and the watcliman's 
waking iip. Angelic Mig^ ! If you'll only come and let nie in, I promise 
you faithfully and trulyl won't." 

Miss Miggs, whose gentle heart was touched, did not wait for tlie oath 
(knowing how strong the temptation was, and fearing lie might forswear 
nimself ), but tiipped lightlv down the stairs, and with her own fair hands 
drew back the rough fastenings of the Workshop window. Having helped 
the wayward 'prentice in, she faintly articuLated the words "Simmiin is 
safe ! " and yielding to her woman's nature, immediately became insensible. 

" I knew I sliould quench her," said Sim, rather embarrassed by this 
circumstance. " Of course I was certain it would come to this, but there 
was nothing eise to be done—if I hadn't eyed her (^ver, she woiüdn't have 
come down. Here. Keep up a minute, Miggs. What a slippery figure 
she is ! There 's no holdmg her comfortably. Do keep up a minute, 
Miggs, will you ? " 

As Miggs, however, was deaf to all entreaties, Mr. Tappertit leant her 
against the wall as one might dispose of ä walking-sticK or umbrella, 
until he had secured the window, when he took her in his arms again, 
and, in short stages and with great difficulty — arising from her being 
tall, and his being short — ^and perhaps in some degree from that peculiar 
physical conformation on which he had already remarked — carried her 
upstairs, and, planting her in the same umbrella and walking-stick fashion 
just inside her own door, left her to her repose. 

** He may be as cool as he likes," said Miss Miggs, recovering as soon 
as she was left alone ; ** but I 'm in bis confidence and he can't help him- 
self, nor couldn't if he was twenty Simmuiises ! " 




CHAPTER X. 

It was on one of those momings, common in early spring, when the year, 
fickle and changeable in its youth like all other created things, is unde- 
cided whether to step backward into winter or forward into summer, 
and in its uncertainty inclines now to the one and now to the other, and 
now to botli at once — wooing summer in the sunshine, and lingering still 
with winter in the shade — it was, in short, on one of those momings, 
when it is bot and cold, wet and dry, bright and lowering, sad and 
cheerful, withering and genial, in the compass of one short liour, that 
old John Willet, who was dropping asleep over the copper boiler, was 
roused by the sound of a horse's feet, and glancing out at window, be- 
held a traveller of goodly promise, checking his bridle at the Maypole 
door. 

He was none of your flippant young fellows, who would call for a 
tankard of mulled ale, and make themselves as much at home as if tliey 
had ordered a hogshead of wine ; none of your audacious young swag- 
gerers, who would even penetrate into the bar — that solemn sanctuary — 
and, smiting old John upon the back, inquire if there was never a pretty 
girl in the house, and where he hid his little chambermaids, with a 
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hundred other impertinences of that nature ; none of yoiir free-and-easy 
companions, who woiüd scrape their boots lipon the firedogs in the 
common room, and be not at all particnlar on the sxibject of Bpittoons ; 
none of your iinconscionable blades requiring impossible chops, and 
taking unheard-of pickles for granted. He was a staid, grave, placid 
gentleman, something past the prime of life, yet xipright in bis carriage 
for all that, and slim as a greyhound. He was well moiinted npon a 
stiirdy chestnut cob, and had the graceful seat of an experienced norse- 
man: while bis riding gear, though free from such fopperies as were 
then in vogue, was handsome and well chosen. He wore a riding-coat 
of a somewnat brighter green than might have been expected to suit the 
taste of a gentleman of his years, witli a sbort black velvet cape, and 
laced pocket-holes and cufifs, all of a jaunty fashion ; his linen, too, was 
of the finest kind, worked in a rieh pattem at the wrists and throat, and 
scrupulously white. Althougli he seemed, judging from the mud he had 
picked up on the way, to have come from London, his horse was as 
smooth and cool as his own iron-grey periwig and pigtail. Neither man 
nor beast had tumed a single hair ; and saving for his soiled skirts and 
spatterdashes, this gentleman, with his blooming face, white teeth, 
exactly-ordered dress, and perfect cabnness, mignt have come from 
making an elaborate and leisurely toilet, to sit for an equestrian portrait 
at old John Willet's gate. 

It must not be supposed that John observed these several character- 
istics by other than very slow degrees, or that he took in more than half 
a one at a time, or that he even made up his mind upon that without a 
great deal of very serious consideration. Indeed, it he had been dis- 
tracted in the first instance by questionings and orders, it would have 
taken him at least a fortnight to nave noted what is here set down ; but 
it happened that the gentleman, being Struck with the old house, or 
with the plump pigeons which were skimming and curtseying about it, 
or with the tall maypole, on the top of which a weathercock, which had 
been out of order for fifteen years, performed a perpetual walk to the 
music of its own creaking, sat for some little time looking round in 
silence. Hence John, standing with Ins band upon the horse's bridle, 
and his great eyes on the rider, and with nothing passing to divert his 
thoughts, had really got some of these little circumstances into his brain 
by the time he was called upon to speak. 

" A quaint place this," said the gentleman — and his voice was as rieh 
as his dress. " Are you the landlord ? " 

" At your service, sir," replied John Willet. 

"You can give my horse good stabling, can you, and me an early 
dinner (l am not particular what, so that it be cleanly served), and a 
decent room — of which there seems to be no lack in this great mansion?" 
Said the stranger, again running his eyes over the exterior. 

" You can have, sir,'' retumed John with a readiness quite surprising, 
"anything vou please." 

" It 's well I am easily satisfied," returned the other with a smile, " or 
that might prove a hardy pledge, my friend." And saying so, he dis- 
mounted, with the aid of the block l^efore the door, in a twinkling. 

" Halloa there ! Hugh ! " roared John. " I ask your pardon, sir, for 
keeping you standing in the porch ; but my son has gone to town on 
bu8ine8.s, and the boy being, as I may say, of a kind of use to me, I 'm 



54 BAUXABV RVDOE. 

rather put out whenlie 's away. Hugh !— a dreadful idle vagrant fellow, 
sir, half a gipsy, as I tliink — ^always sleeping in the sun in summer, and 
in the straw in winter time, ßir — Hugh ! Dear Lord, to keep a gentleman 
a waiting here through him ! — Hugh ! I irish that chap was dead, I do 
indeed." 

"Possibly he is," retumed the other, "Ishould think if he were 
living, he would have heard you by this time." 

" In his fits of kziness, he sleeps so desperate hard/' said the distracted 
host, " that if you were to fire off cannon-balls into his ears, it wouldn't 
wake him, sir." 

The guest made no remark upon this novel eure for drowsiness and 
recipe for making people lively, out, with his hands clasped behind him, 
stood in the poroi, very much amused to see old John, with the bridle 
in his hand, wavering between a strong impulse to abandon the animal 
to his fate, and a half disposition to lead him into the house, and shut 
him up in the parlour, while he waited on his master. 

" Pillory the fellow, here he is at last ! " cried John, in the very height 
and zenith of his distress. ^^ Did you hear me a calling, villain?" 

The figure he addressed made no answer, but putting his hand upon 
the saddle, sprung into it at a bound, tumed the horse's head towards 
the stable, and was sone in an instant. 

" Brisk enough when he is awake," said the guesL 

" Brisk enough, sir ! " replied John, looking at the place where the 
horse had been, as if not yet understanding quite what had become of 
him. " He melts, I think. He goes like a drop of froth. You look at 
him, and there he is. You look at him again, and — there he isn't" 

Havin^, in the absence of any more wonls, put this sudden climax to 
what he nad faintly intended should be a long explanation of the whole 
life and character of his man, the oracular John Willet led the gentle- 
man up his Wide dismantled staircase into the Maypole's best apartment. 

It was spacious enough in all conscience, occupying the whole depth 
of the house, and having at either end a great bJEiy window, as large as 
many modern rooms ; in which some few panes of stained glass, embla- 
zoned with fragments of armorial bearings, though cracked, and patched, 
and shattered, yet remained ; attesting, by their f>resence, that the former 
owner had made the very light subservient to his State, and pressed the 
sun itself into his list of flatterers ; bidding it, when it shone into his 
Chamber, reflect the badges of his ancient family, and take new hues and 
colours from their pride. 

But those were old days, and now every little ray came and went as it 
would; telling the piain, bare, searching truth. Although the best 
room of the inn, it had the melancholy aspect of grandeur in decay, and 
was much too vast for comfort. Rieh rustling hangings, waving on the 
walls; and, better far, the rustling of youtn and beauty's dress; the 
light of women's eyes, outshining the tapers and their own rieh jewels ; 
the sound of gentle tongues, and music, and the tread of maiden feet, 
had once been there, and filled it with delight But they were gone, and 
with them all its gladness. It was no longer a home: children were 
never bom and bred there ; the fireside had become mercenary — ^a some- 
thing to be bought and sold — a very courtezan ; let who would die, or 
sit beside, or leave it, it was still the same — it missed nobody, cared 
for nobody, had equal warmth and smiles for all. God help the man 
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whoee heart ever cbanges witli tbe world, as an old xnausion when it 
becomes an inn ! 

No efiPort liad been made to furnisb tbis cbilly waste, but before tbe 
broad chimney a colouy of cbairs and tables bad been pbmted on a 
Square of carpet, flanked by a ghostly screen, enricbed witb fignres, 
grinning and grotesque. After ligbting witb bis own bands tbe faggots 
whicb were beaped upon tbe beartb, old Jobn witbdrew to bold grave 
counsel witb bis cook, toucbing tbe stranger's entertainment : wbile tbe 
guest himself, seeing small comfort in tbe yet unkindled wood, opened a 
lattice in tbe distant window, and basked in a sickly gleam of cold 
Marcb siin. 

Leaving tbe window now and tben to rake tbe crackling logs togetber 
er pace tbe ecboing room from end to end, be closed it wben Sie fire was 
quite burnt up, and baving wbeeled tbe eaeiest cbair into tbe warniest 
Corner, summoned Jobn WiUet. 

"Sir," Said Jobn, 

fle wanted pen, ink, and paper. Tbere was an old standisb on tbe 
bigb mantelsbelf containing a dnsty apologv for all tbree. Having set 
this before bim, tbe landloiä was retiring, wben be motioned bim to stay. 

"Tbere 's a house not far from bere," said tbe guest, wben be bad 
written a few lines, "wbicb you call tbe Warren, I believe?" 

As tbis was said in tbe tone of one wbo knew tbe fact and asked tbe 
question as a tbing of course, Jobn contented bimself witb nodding bis 
head in tbe affirmative ; at tbe same time taking one band out of bis 
pocket to cougb bebind, and tben putting it in again. 

" 1 want this note," said tbe guest, glancing on wbat be bad written, 
and folding it, " conveyed tbere witbout loss of time, and an answer 
brought back here. Have you a messenger at band?" 

John was tbougbtful for a minute or thereabouts, and tben said : 

"Yes." 

" Let me see bim," said tbe guest 

This was disconcerting ; for Joe beinc out, and Hugb engaeed in rub- 
bing down tbe chestnut cob, be designed sending on tbe errand, Bamaby, 
wbo bad just tben arrived in one of bis rambles, and wbo, so tbat he 
thought bimself employed on a grave and serious business, would go 
anywhere. 

" Why, tbe trutb is," said Jobn after a long pause, " tbat tbe person 
who 'd go quiekest is a sort of natural) as one may say, sir ; and tbougb 
quick of foot and as much to be trusted as tbe post itself, be 's not good 
at talking, being touched and flighty, sir." 

" You don't," said bis guest, raising bis eyes to John's fat face, " you 
don't mean — wbat 's tbe fellow's name? — you don't mean Bamaby?" 

" Yes, I do," retumed tbe landlord, bis features turning quite expres- 
sive witb surprise. 

" How com'es he to be here ? " inquired tbe guest, leaning back in bis 
cbair: speaking in tbe bland, even tone from whicb be never varied, 
and witb tbe same soft, courteous, never-changing smile upon bis face. 
" I saw bim in London last night." 

" He 's for ever here one bour and tbere tbe next," retumed old JoHn, 
after tbe usual pause to get tbe question in bis mind. " Sometimes be 
walks and sometimes runs. He 's known along tbe road by everybody, 
and sometimes comes here in a cart or cbaise, and sometimes riding 
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double. He comes and goes, tliroiigh wind, rain, snow, and hail, and on 
the darkest nights. Notning hurts him.^ 

** He goes often to the Warren, does he not?" said the giiest carelessly. 
"I seem to remember bis mother telling nie something to that eifect 
yesterday. Bat I was not attending to the good woman much.*' 

" You 're right, sir," John made answer, "he does. His father, sir, was 
niurdered in that house." 

" So I have heard," retumed the guest, taking a gold toothpick from 
his pocket with the samo sweet smile. "A very disagreeable circuni- 
stance for the family." 

" Very," said John, with a puzzled look, as if it occurred to hira, 
dimly and afar off, that this mignt by possibility be a cool way of treating 
the subject. 

" All the circumstances after a murder," said the guest, soliloquising, 
" must be dreadfully unpleasant — so much bustle and disturbance — no 
repose — a constant dwelling upon one subject — and the running in and 
out and.up and down stairs — intolerable ! I wouldn 't have such a tliing 
happen to anybody I was nearly interested in on any account. 'T would 
be enough to wear one's life out. You were going to say, friend — " he 
added, tuming to John again. 

" Only that Mrs. Rudge lives on a little pension from the family, and 
that Barnaby 's as free ot the house as any cat or dog about it," answered 
John. "Shall he do your errand, sir?" 

" Oh, yes," replied the guest. " Oh, certainly. Let him do it by all 
means. Please to bring him here that I may charge him to be quick. 
If he objects to conie you may teil him it's Mr. Chester. He will 
remember my name, I dare say." 

John was so very much astonished to find who his visitor was, that he 
could express no astonishment at all, by looks or otherwise, but left the 
room as if he were in the most placid and imperturbable of all possible 
conditions. It has been reported that when he got downstairs, he 
looked steadily at the boiler for ten minutes by the clock, and all that 
time never once left off shaking his head ; for which Statement there 
would seem to be some ground of truth and feasibility, inasmuch as that 
interval of time did certainly elapse before he returned with Barnaby 
to the guest's apartment. 

"Come hither, lad," said Mr. Chester. "You know Mr. Geöffrey 
Haredale?" 

Barnaby kughed, and looked at the landlord as though he would say : 

" Youhearhim!" 

John, who was greatly shocked at this breach of decorum, clapped his 
finger to his nose and shook his head in mute remonstrance. 

" He knows him, sir," said John, frowning aside at Barnaby, " as well 
as you or I do." 

" I haven't the pleasure of much acquaintance with the gentleman," 
returned his guest. " You may have. Limit the comparison to yourself, 
my friend." 

Althouffh this was said with the same easy affability and the same 
smile, John feit himself put down, and laying tlie indignity at 
Bamaby's door, determined to kick his raven on the very first 
opportunity. 

" Give that," said the guest, who had by this time sealed the note, and 
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who beckoned his messenger towards hiiti as he spoke, "into Mr. 
Haredale's own hands. Wait for an answer and bring it back to nie 
— ^here. If you should find that Mr. Haredale is engaged just no>\', 
teil him — can lie remember a message, landlord?" 

" When he chooses, sir," replied John. " He won't forget this one." 

" How are you sure of that?" 

John merely pointetl to him as he stood with his head bent forward, 
and his eamest gaze fixed close on his questioner's face, and nodded 
sagely. 

" Teil him, then, Bamaby, should he be engaged," said Mr. Chester, 
" that I shall be glad to wait his convenience here, and to see him (if 
he will call) at any time this evening. — At the worst I can have a bed 
here, Willet, I suppose ?" 

Old John, immensely flattered by the personal notoriety implied in 
this familiär form of address, answered, with something like a knowing 
look, " I should believe you could, sir," and was turning over in his mina 
various forms of eulogium, with the view of selecting one appropriate to 
the qualities of his best bed, when his ideas werfe put to night by Mr. 
Chester giving Barnaby the letter and bidding him make all speed away. 

"Speed!*' said Barnaby, folding the little packet in his breast 
„Speed! If you want to see hurry and mystery, come here. Here !" 

With that, he put his band, very much to John Willems horror, on 
the guest's fine broadcloth sleeve, and led him stealthily to the back 
window. 

" Look down there," he said softly ; " do you mark how they whisper 
in each other's ears ; then dance and leap, to make believe they are in 
sport ? Do you see how they stop for a moment, when they think there 
is no one looking, and mutter among themselves again ; and then how 
they roll and gambol, delighted with the mischief they Ve been plotting? 
Look at 'em now. See how they whirl and plunge. And how they stop 
again, and whisper cautiously together — little thmking, mintl, how often 
I have lain upon the grass and watched them. I say — what is that they 
plot and hatch ? Do you know ?" 

"They are only clothes," retumed the guest, "such as we wear; 
hanging on those lines to dry, and fluttering in the wind." 

"Clothes!" echoed Barnaby, looking close into his face, and falling 
quickly back. " Ha ! ha ! Why, how much better to be silly, than as 
wise as you ! You don't see shadowy people there, like those that live 
in sleep — not you. Nor eyes in the knotted panes of glass, nor swift 
gliosts when it blows hard, nor do you hear voices in the air, nor see men 
ßtalking in the sky — not you ! I lead a merrier life than you, witli all 
Tour clevemess. Your're the dull men. We're the bright ones. Ha! 
ha ! 1 11 not change with you, clever as you are, — not I !" 

With that, he waved his hat above his head, and darted off. 

"A Strange creature, upon my word!" said the guest, puUing out a 
handsome box, and taking a pinch of snufP. 

" He wants imagination," said Mr. Willet, very slowly, and after a long 
silence ; "that 's what he wants. I've tried toinstil it into him, many 
and many 's the time ; but " — John added this in confidence — " he ain't 
made for it ; that 's the fact." 

To record that Mr. Chester smiled at John's remark would be little 
to the purpose, for he preserved the same conciliatory aud pleasant look 
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at all times. He drew his chair nearer to the fire, thougb, as a kind of 
hint that he woiild prefer to be alone, and John, having no reasonable 
excuse for remaining, left liim to himself. 

Very thoughtful old John Willet was, while the dinner was preparing ; 
and if his brain were ever less clear at one time than another, it is but 
reasonable to suppose that he addled it in no slight degree by 
shaking his head so much that day. That Mr. Chester, between whom 
and Mr. Haredale, it was notorious to all the neighbourhood, a deep and 
bitter animosity existed, should come down there for the sole piirpose, as 
it seemed, of seeing him, and sliould choose the Maypole for their place 
of meeting, and shoidd send to him express, were stumblingblocks John 
could not overconie. The only resource he had, was to consult the 
boiler, and wait impatiently for Barnaby's retum. 

But Bamaby delayed beyond all precedent. The visitor's dinner was 
served, removed, his wine was set, the fire replenished, the hearth clean 
swept ; the light waned without, it grew dusk, became qui^e dark, and 
still no Bamaby appeared. Yet, though John Willet was füll of wonder 
and misgiving, his guest sat cross-legged in the easy-chair, to all appear- 
ance as little rufiled in his thoughts as in his dress — ^the same calm, easy, 
cool gentleman, without a care or thought beyond his golden toothpick. 

" Bamaby 's late," John ventured to observe, as he placed a pair of 
tamished candlesticks, some three feet high, upon the table, and snuffed 
the lights they held. 

" He is rather so," replied the guest, sipping his wine. " He will not 
be much longer, I dare say." 

John coughed, and raked the fire tosether. 

"As your roads bear no very good character, if I may judge from my 
son's mishap, though," said Mr. Chester, " and as I have no fancy to be 
knocked on the head — which is not only disconcerting at the moment, 
but places one, besides, in a ridiculous position with respect to the people 
who Chance to pick one up — I shall stop here to-night. I think you 
Said you had a bed to spare." 

" Such a bed, sir," retumed John Willet ; " ay, such a bed as few, even 
of the gentry's houses, own. A fixter here, sir. I Ve heard say that 
bedstead is nigh two hundred years of age. Your noble son — a fine young 
gentleman-— slept in it last, sir, half a year ago." 

"Upon my life, a recommendation ! " said the guest, shrugging his 
Shoulders and wheeling his chair nearer to the fire. " See that it be well 
aired, Mr. Willet, and let a bkzing fire be lighted there at once. This 
house is something damp and chilly." 

John raked the faggots up again, möre from habit than presence of 
mind, or any reference to this remark, and was about to withdraw, when 
a bounding step was heard upon the stair, and Bamaby came panting 
in.' 

" He '11 have his foot in the stirrup in an hour's time," he cried, ad- 
vancing. " He has been riding hard all day — has just come home — but 
will be in the saddle again as soon as he has eat and drank, to meet his 
loving friend." 

"Was that his message ?" asked the visitor, looking up, but without 
the smallest discomposure — or at least without the show of any. 

" All but the last words," Bamaby rejoined. " He meant those. I saw 
that, in his face.'* 
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" Thia for your pains," said the other, putting money in hie band, and 
glancing at mm steadfastly. " This for your pains, sharp Bamaby." 

" For Grip, and me, and Hugh to ßhare among us," he rejoined, putting 
it up, and nodding, as he counted it on his fingers. " Grip one, me two, 
Hugh three ; the dog, the goat, the cats— well, we chall spend it pretty 
ßoon, I warn you. Stay.— Look. Do you wise men see nothing there, 
now?" 

He bent eagerly down on one knee, and gazed intently at the smoke, 
which was rolling up the chimney in a thick black cloud. John Willet, 
who appeared to consider himself particularly and chiefly referred to 
linder the term wise men, looked that way likewise, and with great 
solidity of feature. 

" Now, where do they go to, when they spring so fast up there," asked 
Bamaby, " eh ? Why do they tread so closely on each other^s heels, and 
why are they always in a hurry — which is what you blame me for, when 
I only take pattem by these busy folk about me ? More of 'em! catch- 
ing to each other's skirts : and as fast as they go, others come ! What a 
merry dance it is ! I would that Grip and I could frisk like that ! " 

" What has he in that basket at his back ? '' asked the guest, after a 
few moments, during which Barnaby was still bending down to look 
liigher uj) the cliimney, and eamestly watching the smoke. 

" In this ?" he answered, jumping up, before John Willet could re|)ly 
— shaking it as he spoke, and stooping his head to listen. "In this? 
What is there here ? Teil him ! " 

" A devil, a devil, a devil ! " cried a hoarse voice. 

" Here 's money ! " said Bamaby, clinking it in his band, " money for 
r. treat, Grip ! " 

"Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!" replied the raven, "keep up your 
spirits. Never say die. Bow, wow, wow! " 

Mr. Willet, who appeared to entertain strong doubts whether a. cus- 
tomer in a laced coat and line Unen could be supposed to have any ac- 
quaintauce even with the existence of such impolite gentry as the bird 
ciaimed to belong to, took Bamaby off at this juncture, with the view of 
preventing any other improper declarations, and quitted the room with 
nis very best bow. 
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CHAPTER XL 

There was great news that night for the regulär Maypole customers, 
to each of whom, as he stragglea in to occupy his allotted seat in the 
chimney-comer, John, with a most impressive slowness of delivery, and 
in an apoplectic whisper, communicated the fact that Mr. Chester was 
alone in the large room upstairs, and was waiting the arrival of Mr. 
Geoffrey Haredale, to whom he had sent a letter (doubtless of a threaten- 
ing nature) by the hands of Barnaby, then and there present. 

For a little knot of smokers and solemn gossips, who had seldom anv 
uew topics of discussion, this was a perfect Godsend« Here was a good. 
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dark-looking mysteiy progressing under that very roof — brought home 
to the fireside, as it were, and enjoyable without the ßmallest pains or 
trouble. It is extra ordinary, what a zest and relish it gave to the drink, 
and liow it heightened the flavour of the tobacco. Every man smoked 
bis pipe with a face of grave and serious delight, and looked at bis neigh- 
boiir with a sort of quiet congratulation. Nay, it was feit to be such a 
holiday and special night, that, on the motion of little Solomon Daisy, 
every man (including John himself) put down bis sixpence for a can of 
flip, which grateful beverage was brewed with all dispatch, and set down 
in the midst of them on the brick floor ; both that it might simmer and 
stew before the fire, and that its fragrant steam, nsing up among them, 
and mixin^ with the wreaths of vapour from their pipes, might shroud 
them in a delicious atmosphjere of their own, and shut out all the world. 
The very f urniture of the room seemed to mellow and deepen in its tone ; 
the ceiling and walls looked blacker and more highly polished, the cur- 
tains of a ruddier red ; the fire burnt clear and high, and the crickets on 
the hearth-stone chirped with a more than wonted satisfaction. 

There were present two, however, who showed but little interest in 
the general contentment. Of these, one was Barnaby himself, who slept, 
or, to avoid being beset with questions, feigned to sleep, in the chimney- 
comer ; the other, Hugh, who, sleeping too, lay stretched upon the bench 
on the opposite side, in the füll glare of the blazing fire. 

The light that feil upon this slumbering form, showed it in all its 
muscular and handsome proportions. It was that of a young man, of a 
hale athletic figure, and a giant's strength, whose sunbumt face and 
swarthy throat, overgrown with jet-black hair, might have served a 
painter for a model. Loosely attired, in the coarsest and roughest garb, 
with scraps of straw and hay — bis usual bed — clinging here and there, 
and mingiing with his uncombed locks, he liad fallen asleep in a posture 
as careless as his dress. The negligence and disorder of the whole man, 
with something fierce and suUen in his features, gave him a picturesque 
appearance, that attracted the regards even of the Maypole customers 
who knew him well, and caiised Long Parkes to say that Hugh looked 
more like a poaching rascal to-night than ever he had seen him yet. 

" He 's waiting here, I suppose," said Solomon, " to take Mr. Haredale's 
horse." 

"That 's it, sir," replied John Willet. "He 's not often in the house, 
you know. He 's more at his ease among horses than men. I look upon 
liim as a animal himself." 

Following up this opinion with a slirug that seemed meant to say, 
" We can't expect everybody to be like us," John put his pipe into his 
moulh again, and smoked like one who feit his superiority over the 
general run of mankind. 

"That chap, sir," said John, taking it out again after a time, and 
pointing at him with the stem, "though he 's got all his faculties about 
nim— bottled up and corked down, if I may say so, somewheres or 
another " 

it Very good," said Parkes, nodding his head. " A very good expres- 
sion, Johnny. You '11 be a tackling somebody presently. You're in 
twig to-night, I see.'* 

"Take care," said Mr. Willet, not at all grateful for the compliment, 
« that I don't tackle you, sir, which I shall certainly endeavour to do, if 
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you interrupt me when I 'm making observations. Tliat cliap, I was a 
saying, thongh he Las all liis faculties about him, somewheres or another, 
bottled up and corked down, Las no more Imagination tban Bamaby 
Las. And why hasn't he ? " 

The three friends shook their heads at eacli other; saying by that 
action, without the trouble of opening their lips, " Do you observe what 
a philosophical mind our friend lias?" 

"Why hasn't he?*' said John, gently striking the table with Ins open 
hand. " Because they was never drawed out of him when he was a boy. 
That 's why. What would any of us have been, if our fathers hadn't 
drawed our faculties out of us? Wliat would my boy Joe have been if I 
hadn't drawed his faculties out of him? Do you mind what I'm a 
saying of, gentlemen?" 

" Ah ! we mind you," cried Parkes. " Qo on improving of us, Johnny." 

" Consequently then," said Mr. Wille t, " that cnap, whose mother was 
hung when he was a little boy, along with six others, for passing bad 
notes — and it 's a blessed thing to thmk how many people are hung in 
batches every six weeks for that and suchlike offences, as showing how 
Wide awake our goveniment is — that chap was then tumed loose, and 
had to mind cows and frighten birds away, and what not, for a few pence 
to live on, and so got on by degrees to mind horses, and to sleep in course 
of tirae in lofts and litter instead of under haystacks and heaces, tili at 
Lust he come to be hostler at the Maypole for nis board and loaging and 
a annual trifle — that chap that can't read nor write, and has never had 
much to do with any thing but animals, and has never lived in any way 
but like the animals he has lived among, ü a animal, and," said Mr. 
Willet, arriving at his logical conclusion, " is to be treated accordingly." 

" Willet," said Solomon Daisy. who had exhibited some impatience at 
the intrusion of so unworthy a subjeet on their more interesting theme, 
" when Mr. ehester come this raoming did he order the large room?" 

"He signified, sir," said John, "that he wanted a large apartment. 
Yes. Certainly." 

" Why, then, I '11 teil you what," said Solomon, speaking softly and 
with an eamest look ; " he and Mr. Haredale are going to fight a duel 
init!" 

Everybody looked at Mr. Willet after this alarming Suggestion. Mr. 
Willet looked at the fire, weighing in his own mind the eflfect wliich 
such an occurrence would be likely to have on the establishment. 

" Well," said John, " I don't know — I am sure — I remember that 
when I went up last he had put the lights upon the mantelshelf." 

" It 's as piain," returned Solomon, " as the nose on Parkes's face," — 
Mr. Parkes, who had a large nose, rubbed it, and looked as if he con- 
ßidered this a personal allusion — " they '11 fight in that room. You know 
by the newspapers what a common thing it is for gentlemen to fight in 
cofFee-houses without seconds. One öf 'em will be wounded or perhaps 
killed in this house." 

" That was a challenge that Bamaby took then, eh ? " said John. 

" — Enclosing a slip of paper with tne measure of his sword upon it, 
I '11 bet a guinea," answered the little man. " We know what sort of 
gentleman Mr. Haredale is. You have told us what Bamaby said about 
liis looks, when he came back. Depend upon it, I 'm riglit. Now, mind.'' 

The flip had no flavour tili now. The tobacco had buen of iiiere 
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English growtli, compared with its present taste. A duel in that great 
old rambling room iipstairs, and the best bed ordered already for the 
wounded man! 

" Would it be swords or pistols, now?" said John. 

" Heaven knows. Perhaps both," retumed Solomon. '* The gentle- 
nien wear swords, and may easily have pistols in their pockets — most 
likely have, indeed. If they fire at each other without effect, then 
they '11 draw, and go to work in eamest." 

A shade passed over Mr. Willet's face as he thonght of broken Windows 
and disabled fumiture, but bethinking himself that one of the parties 
would probably be left alive to pay the damage, he brightened iip again. 

" And then," said Solomon, looking from face to face, " then we shall 
have one of those stains upon the floor that never come out. If Mr. 
Haredale wins, depend upon it, it '11 be a deep one ; or if he loses, it will 
perhaps be deeper still, for he '11 never give in unless he 's beaten down. 
We know him oetter, eh ? " 

" Better indeed ! " they whispered all together. 

"As to its ever being got out again," said Solomon, "I teil you it 
never will, or can be. Whj, do you know that it has been tried ät a 
certain house we are acquamted with?" 

« The Warren ? " cried John. " No, sure ! " 

" Yes, sure— yes. It 's only known by very few. It has been whis- 
pered about though for all that. They planed the board away, but there 
it was. They went deep, but it went deeper. They put new boards 
down, but there was one great spot that came through still, and showed 
itself in the old place. And — harkye— draw nearer — Mr. Geoffrey made 
that room his study, and sits there, always, with his foot (as 1 have 
heard) upon it ; and he believes, through thinkiug of it long and very 
much, that it will never fade until he finds the man who did the deed." 

As this recital ended, and they all drew closer round the fire, the tramj) 
of a horse was heard without. 

" The very man ! " cried John, starting up. " Hugh ! Hugh ! " 

The sleeper staggered to his feet, and huiried after him. John quickly 
returned, ushering in with great attention and deference (for Mr. Hare- 
dale was his landlord) the long-expected visitor, who strode into the room 
clanking his heavy boots upon the floor; and looking keeuly round 
upon the bowing group, raised his hat in acknowledgment of their pro- 
found respect. 

" You have a stranger here, Willet, who sent to me," he said, in a voice 
which sounded naturally stem and deep. " Where is he ?" 

" In the great room upstairs, sir," answered John. 

" Show the way. Your staircase is dark, I know. Gentlemen, good 
night." 

With that, he signed to the landlord to go on before ; and went clank- 
ing out, and up the stairs ; old John, in his agitation, ingeuiouslv lighting 
everything but the way, and making a stumble at every seconi step. 

" Stop ! " he said, when they reacned the landing. " I can announce 
myself. Don't wait.'' 

He laid his hand upon the door, enlered, and shut it heavily. Mr. 
Willet was by no means disposed to stand there listening by himself, 
especially as the walls were very thick ; so descended, with much greater 
alacrity than he had come up, and joined his friends below. 
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CHAPTER XII. 



There was a bricf pause in the state-room of the Maypole, as Mr. 
Haredale tried the lock to satisfy himself that he had shut the door 
securely, and, striding up the dark Chamber to where the screen enclosed 
a little patch of light and warmth, presented himself, abniptly and in 
silence, oefore the smiling guest. 

If the two had no greater sympathy in their inward thoiights than in 
their outward bearing and appearance, the meeting did not seem likely 
to prove a very calnjt)r pleasant one. With no great disparity between 
them in point of years, they were, in every other respect, as unlike and 
farremoved from each other as two men could well be. The one was 
soft-spoken, delicately made, precise, and elegant ; the other, a burly, 
square-built man, negligently dressed, rough and abrupt in manner, stem, 
and, in his present mowi, forbidding both in look and Speech. The one 
preserved a calm and placid smile ; the other, a distrustful frown. The 
new-comer, indeed, appeared beut on showing, by his every tone and 
gesture, his determined Opposition and hostility to the man he had couie 
to meet The guest who received him, on the other hand, seemed to feel 
that the contrast between them was all in his favour, and to derive a 
quiet exultation from it which put him more at his ease than ever. 

" Haredale," said this gentleman, without the least appearance of em- 
barrassment or reserve, ** I am very glad to see you." 

" Let US dispense with compliments. They are misplaced between us," 
retumed the other, waving his hand, " and say plainly what we have to 
say. You have asked me to meet you. I am here, Why do we stand 
face to face again ? " 

" Still the same frank and sturdy character, I see ! " 

" Good or bad, sir, I am," retumed the other, leaning his arm upon 
the chimneypiece, and turning a haughty look upon the occupant of the 
easy chair, " the man I used to be. I have lost no old likings or dis- 
likings ; my memory has not failed me by a hair's-breadth. You ask 
me to give you a meeting. I say, I am here." 

" Our meeting, Haredale," said Mr. Chester, tapping his snuff-box, and 
foUowing with a smile the impatient gesture he nad made — perhaps un- 
conßciously — towards his sword, " is one of Conference and peace, I hope ?" 

" I have come here," retumed the other, " at your desire, holding my- 
eelf bound to meet you, when and where you would. I have not come 
to bandy pleasant Speeches, or hollow professions. You are a smooth 
man of the world, sir, and at such play have me at a disadvantage. The 
very last ihan on this earth with wnom I would enter the lists to combat 
with gentle compliments and masked faces, is Mr. Chester, I do assure 
you. I am not his match at such weapons, and have reason to believe 
that few men are." 

" You do me a great deal of honour, Haredale," returned the other, 
most composedly, " and I thank you. I will be frank with you " 

" I beg your pardon — will be what ? " 

" Frank — open — ^perfectly candid." 

" Hah l " cned Mr. Haredale, drawing his breath. " But don't let me 
interrupt you." 

" So resolved am 1 to hold this course," returned the other, tasting his 
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wine with great deliberation, " that 1 have determined not to quarrel 
with you, and not to be betrayed into a warm expression or a hasty 
Word." 

" There again," said Mr. Haredale, " you have me at a great advantage. 
Your self-command ** 

" Is not to be dißturbed, when it will serve my purpose, yoii would 
say" — rejoined the other, interrupting him with some complacency. 
" Granteci. I allow it And I have a purpose to serve now. So have 
you. I am sure our object is the same. Let us attain it like sensible 
nien, who have ceased to be boys some time. — Do you drink ? " 

" With my friends," retumed the other. 

" At least," Said Mr. Cheater, " you will be seated ? " 

" I will stand," retumed Mr. Haredale, impatiently, " on this dismantled 
beggared hearth, and not poUute it, fallen as it is, with mockeries. Go on." 

" You are wrong, Haredale," said the other, crossing his legs, and 
smiling as he held his glass up in the bright glow of the fire. " You are 
really very wrong. The world is a lively place enough, in which we 
must accommodate ourselves to circumstances, sail with the stream as 
glibly as we can, be content to take froth for substance, the surface for 
the depth, the counterfeit for the real coin. I wonder no philosopher 
has ever established that our globe itself is hollow. It should be, if 
Nature is consistent in her works." 

" You think it is, perhaps ? " 

"I should say," he retumed, sipping his wine, "there could be no 
doubt about it. Well ; we, in trifiing with this jingling toy, have had 
the ill-luck to jostle and fall out. We are not what the world calls friends ; 
but we are as good and true and loving friends, for all that, as nine out 
of every ten of those on whom it bestows the title. You have a niece, 
and I son — ^a fine lad, Haredale, but foolish. They fall in love with each 
other, and form what this same world calls an attachment ; meaning a 
something fanciful and false like the rest, which, if it took its own free 
time, would bjeak like any other bubble. But it mäy not have its own 
free time — will not if they are left alone — and the question is, shall we 
two, because society calls us enemies, stand aloof, ana let them rush into 
each other's arms, when, by approaching each other sensibly, as we de 
now, we can prevent it, and part them ? " 

" I love my niece," said Mr. Haredale, after a short silence. " It may 
sound strangely in your ears ; but I love her." 

" Stranpely, my good fellow ! " cried Mr. ehester, lazily fiUing his glass 
again, and pulling out his toothpick. " Not at all. I like Ned too — or, 
as you say, love him— that 's the word among such near relations. I'm 
very fond of Ned. He 's an amazingly good fellow, and a handsome 
fellow — foolish and weak as yet ; that 's all. But the thing is, Haredale 
— for 1 11 be very frank, as I told you I would at first — independently of 
any dislike that you and I might have to being related to each other, 
and independently of tbe religions differences between us — and damn it, 
that 's important—I couldn't afford a match of this description. Ned 
and I couldn't do it. It's impossible." 

" Curb your tongue, in God's name, if this conversation is to last," 
retorted Mr. Haredale fiercely. " I have said I love my niece. Do you 
think that, loving her, I would have her fling her heart away on any 
man who had your blood in his veins?" 
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"You See," said the other, not at all disturbed, "the ndvantage of 
being so frank and open. Just what I was aboiit to add, upon my 
honour ! I am amazingly attached to Ned— quite dote upon bim, indeed 
—and even if we could afford to throw ourselves away, tbat very objec- 
tion would be quite insuperable. I wish you *d take some wine ! " 

" Mark nie," said Mr. Haredale, striding to the table, and laying bis 
band upon it beavily. " If any man believes — presumes to think— tbat 
I, in Word or deed, or in tbe wildest dream, ever entertained remotely 
the idea of Emma Haredale's favouring tbe suit of any one wbo was 
akin to you — in any wäv — I care not wbat — he lies. He lies, and does 
me grievous wrong, in the mere thought." 

" Haredale," retumed tbe other, rocking himself to and fro as in assent, 
and nodding at the fire, " it 's extremely manly, and really very generous 
in you, to meet me in this unreserved and bandsome way. Upon my 
Word, those are exactly my sentiments, only expressed with much more 
force and power than I could use — you know my sluggisb bature, and 
will forgive me, I am sure." 

" Wbile I would restrain her from all correspondence with your son, 
and sever tbeir intercourse bere, thougb it sbould cause her death," said 
Mr. Haredale, wbo bad been pacing to and fro, " I would do it kindly 
and tenderly if I can. I have a trust to discharge, which my nature is 
not formed to understand, and, for this reason, the bare fact of there 
being any love between them comes upon me to-night, almost for tbe 
first time." 

"I am more deligbted than I can possibly teil you," rejoined Mr. 
ehester with tbe utmost blandness, " to find my own irapressions so con- 
firmed. You see the advantage of our having met. We understand each 
other. We quite agree. We have a most complete and thorough expla- 
nation, and we know what course to take. — Why don't you taste your 
tenant^s wine? It's really very good." 

"Pray wbo," said Mr. Haredale, "have aided Emma, or your son? 
Wbo are tbeir go-betweens and agents — do you know?" 

"AH the good people bereabouts — the neighbourhood in general, I 
think," retumed the other, with bis most affable smile. " Tbe messenger 
I sent to you to-day, foremost among them all." 

"Theidict? Bamaby?" 

"You are surprised? I am glad of tbat, for I was rather so myself. 
Yes. I wrung tnat from bis motber — a very decent sort of woman — 
from wbom, indeed, I chiefly leamt bow serious tbe matter bad become, 
and so determined to ride out bere to-day and hold a parley with you on 
this neutral groimd. — You *re stouter than you used to be, Haredtue, but 
you look extremely well." 

" Our business, I presume, is nearly at an end," said Mr. Haredale, 
with an expression of impatience be was at no pains to conceal. " Trust 
me, Mr. ehester, my niece shall change from tnis time. I will appeal," 
he added in a lower tone, " to her woman's beart, her dignity, her pride, 
her duty " 

" I shall do the same by Ned," said Mr. Chester, restoring some errant 
faggots to tbeir places in the grate with the toe of bis boot. " If there 
is anything real in this world, it is those amazingly fine feelings and 
those natural obligations which must subsist between fatbei* and son. I 
shall put it to bim on every ground of moral and religious feeling. I 

5 
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sliall represent to liim tliat we cannot poseibly afford it — tliat I have 
always looked forward to liis inarrying well, for a genteel provision for 
myself in the autumn of life — that tnere are a great many clamorous 
doga to pay, whose claims are perfectiy just and right, and who must be 

Eaid out 01 his wife's fortune. In short, that the very highest and most 
onourable feelings of our nature, with every consideration of filial duty 
and affection, and all that sort of thing, ünperatively demand that he 
should run away with an heiress." 

"And break her heart as speedily as possible?" said Mr. Haredale, 
drawing on his glove. 

" There Ned will act exaetly as he pleases," retumed the other, sip- 
ping his wine; "that 's entirely his affair. I wouldn't for the world 
interfere with my son, Haredale, beyond a certain point. The relation- 
ship between fatner and son, you know, is positively quite a holy kind 
of bond. — WonH you let me persuade you to take one glass of wine? 
Well, as you please, as you please," he added, helping himself again. 

" ehester," said Mr. Haredale, after a short silence, during which he 
had eyed his smiling face from time to time intently, "you have the 
head and heart of an evil spirit in all matters of deception." 

" Your health ! " said the other, with a nod. " But 1 have intermpted 
you " 

"If now," pursued Mr. Haredale, "we should find it difficult to 
separate these young people, and break off their intercourse — if, for 
instance, you find it difficult on your side, what course do you intend to 
take?" 

" Nothing plainer, my good fellow, nothing easier," retumed the other, 
shrugging his Shoulders and stretching himself more comfortably before 
the nre. "I shall then exert those powers on which you flatter me so 
highly — though, upon my word, I don't deserve your compliments to 
their füll extent — and resort to a few little trivial subterfuges for rousing 
jealousy and resentment. You see?" 

" In short, justifying the means by the end, we are, as a last resource 
for tearinß thera asunder, to resort to treachery and — and lying," said 
Mr. Haredale. 

" Oh dear no. Fie, fie ! '*" retumed the other, relishing a pinch of snuff 
extremely. " Not lying. Only a little management, a little diplomacy, 
a little — intriguing, that 's the word." 

" I wish," said Mr. Haredale, moving to and fro, and stopping, and 
moving on again, like one who was ill at ease, " that this could have been 
foreseen or prevented. But as it has gone so far, and it is necessary for 
US to act, it is of no use shrinking or regretting. Well ! I shall second 
your endeavours to the utmost of my power. Tliere is one topic in the 
whole Wide ränge of human thoughts on which we both agree. We 
shall act in concert, but apart There will be no need, I hope, for us to 
meet again." 

"Are you going?" said Mr. ehester, rising with a graceful indolence. 
" Let me light you down the stairs." 

" Pray keep your seat," retumed the other drily, " I know the way." 
So, waving his band slightly, and putting on his hat as he tumed upon 
his heel, he went clanking out as he had come, shut the door behind 
him, and tramped down the echoing stairs. 

" rah ! A veiy coarse animal indeed 1 " said Mr. ehester, composing 
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himself in the easy chair again. "A rough brüte. Quite a human 
badger ! " 

John Willet and his friends, who Lad been listening iuiently for the 
clash of swords or firing of pistols in the great room, and had indeed 
settled the order in which they should rush in when siunmoned — in 
which procession old John had carefuUy arranged that he should bring 
iip the rear — were very much astonished to see Mr. Haredale come down 
^vithout a Scratch, call for his horse, and ride away thoughtfully at a 
footpace. After some consideration, it was decided that he had left the 
gentleman above for dead, and had adopted this stratagem to divert sus- 
picion or pursuit. 

As this conclusion involved the necessity of their going upstairs forth- 
with, they were about to ascend in the order they had agreed upon, 
wben a smart ringing at the guest's bell, as if he nad pulled it vigor- 
ously, overthrew all their speculations, and involved them in great 
imcertainty and doubt. At lengh Mr. Willet agreed to go upstairs 
himself, escorted by Hugh and Bamaby, as the strongest and stoutest 
fellows on the premises, who were to make their appearance under 
pretence of cleanng away the glasses. 

Under this protection, the brave and broad-faced John boldly entered 
the room, half a foot in advance, and received an order for a bootjack 
without trembling. But when it was brought, and he leant his sturdy 
Shoulder to the guest, Mr. Willet was observed to look very hard into 
his boots as he pulled them off, and, by opening his eyes much wider 
than usual, to appear to express some surpnse ana disappointment at not 
finding them füll of blood. He took occasion, too, to examine the 
gentleman as closely as he could, expecting to discover sundry loopholea 
in his person, pierced by his adversary's sword. Finding none, however, 
and observing in course of tiine that his guest was as cool and unruffled, 
both in his dress and temper, as he had oeen all day, old John at last 
heaved a deep sigh, and began to think no duel had been fought that 
night. 

"And now, Willet," said Mr. ehester, "if the room 's well aired, I'U 
try the merits of that famous bed." 

" The room, sir," retumed John, taking up a candle, and nudging 
Bamaby and Hugh to accompany them, in case the gentleman should 
unexpectedly drop down faint or dead from some internal wound, " the 
room\ as warm as any toast in a tankard. Baniaby, take you that other 
candle, and go on before. Hugh ! Follow up, sir, with the easj chair." 

In this order — and still, in his eamest inspection, holding bis candle 
very close to the guest.; now making him feel extremely warm about 
the legs, now threatening to set his wig on fire, and constantly begging 
bis pardon with great awkwardness and embaxrassment — Jolm led the 
party to the best bed-room, which was nearly as laice as the Chamber 
irom which they had come, and held, drawn out neax tne fire for wannth, 
a great old spectral bedstead^ hung with faded brocade, and ornamented, 
at the top Ol each carved post, with a plume of feathers that had once 
been white, but with dust and age had now grown hearse-Hke and 
funeieaL 

" Good night, my friends," said Mr. ehester with a sweet smile, seat- 
ing himself, when he had surveyed the room from end to end, in the 
easy chair which his attendants wheeled before the fire. " Good night ! 

5—2 
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Bamaby, my good fellow, you say some prayers before you go to bed, I 
hope?" 

Bamaby nodded. " He has some nonsense that he calls bis prayers, 
sir," retumed old John, officiously. " I 'm afraid there an*t much good 
in 'em." 

"And Hiigh?" said Mr. Chester, tuming to him. 

" Not I," he answered. " I know bis "— pointing to Bamaby — " they 're 
well enough. He sings 'ein sometimes in the straw. I listen." 

" He 's qiiite a animal, sir," John whispered in bis ear with dignity. 
" You '11 excuse him, I 'm sure. If he has any soul at all, sir, it must be 
such a very small one that it don't signify what he does or doesn't in 
that way. Good night, sir! " 

The guest rejoined "God bless you!" with a fen'our that was quite 
affecting ; and John, beckoning bis guards to go before, bowed himself 
out of the room, and left him to bis rest in the Maypole's ancient bed. 




CHAPTER XIIL 

Ip Joseph WiUet, the denounced and proscribed of 'prentices, had 
happened to be at home when bis father's courtly guest presented him- 
self before the Maypole door — that is, if it had not perversely chanced 
to be one of the half-dozen days in the whole year on which he was at 
liberty to absent himself for as many hours Without question or reproach 
— ^he would have contrived, by hook or crook, to dive to the very bottom 
of Mr. Chester's mystery, and to come at bis purpose with as much 
certainty as though he had been bis confidential adviser. In that for- 
tunate case, the fovers would have had quick waming of the ills that 
threatened them, and the aid of various timely and wise siiggestions to 
boot ; for all Joe's readiness of thought and action, and all bis sympathies 
and good wishes, were enlisted in favour of the young people, and were 
staunch in devotion to their cause. Whether this disposition arose out 
of bis old nrepossessions in favour of the young lady, whose history had 
surrouiidea her in bis mind, almost from bis cradle, with circumstances 
of unusual interest ; or from his attachment towarda the young gentleman, 
into whose confidence he had, through his sbrewdness änd alacrity, and 
the rendering of sundry important Services as a spy and messenger, 
almost imperceptibly glided ; whether they had their origin in eitber of 
these sources, or in the habit natural to youth, or in the constant badger- 
ing and worrying of his venerable parent, or in any hidden little love 
afmir of his own which gave him something of a fellow-feeling in the 
matter, it is needless to inquire — especially as Joe was out of the way, 
and had no opportunity on that particular occasion of testifying to his 
sentiments eitner on one side or the other. 

It was, in fact, the twenty-fifth of March, which, as most people know 
to their cost, is, and has been time out of mind, one of those unpleasant 
epochs termed q^uarter-days. On this twenty-fifth of March, it was 
John Willet's pnde annually to settle, in hard cash, his account with a 
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certain vmtner and distiller in the city of London ; to give into whose 
hands a canvas bag containing its exact amount, and not a penny more 
or less, was the end and object of a joumey for Joe, so surely as the year 
and day came round. 

This joumey was performed upon an old grey mare, conceming whom 
John had an indistinct set of ideas hovering about him, to the efifect that 
she could win a plate or cup if she tried. She never had tried, and 
probably never would now, being some fourteen or fifteen j^ears of age, 
Short in wind, long in body, and rather the worse for wear in respect of 
her mane and tail. Notwithstanding these slight defects, John perfectly 
gloried in the animal ; and when she was brought round to the door by 
Hugh, actually retired into the bar, and there, in a secret grove of lemons, 
laughed with pride. 

"There 's a oit of horseflesh, Hugh!" said John, when he had reco- 
vered enough self-command to appear at the door again. "There 's a 
coinely creature I There 's high mettle ! There 's hone ! " 

There was bone enough beyond all doubt; and so Hugh seenied to 
think, as he sat sideways in the saddle, lazily doubled up with his chin 
nearly touching his knees; and heedless of the dangling etirrups and 
loose bridle-rein, sauntered up and down on the little green before the 
door. 

" Mind you take good care of her, sir," said John, appealing from this 
insensible person to nis son and heir, who now appeared, fully equipped 
and ready. " Don't you ride hard.'' 

" I should be puzzled to do that, I think, father," Joe replied, casting 
a disconsolate look at the animal. 

"None of your impudence, sir, if you please," retorted old John. 
"What would you ride, sir? A wild ass or zebra would be too tarne for 
you, wouldn't he, eh, sir? You'd like to ride a roaring lion, wouldn't 
you, sir, eh, sir? Hold your tongue, sir." When Mr. Willet, in his 
differences with his son, had exhausted all the questions that occurred 
to him, and Joe had said nothing at all in answer, he generally wound 
up by bidding him hold his tongue. 

" And what does the boy mean," added Mr. Willet, after he had stared 
at him for a little time, in a species of stupefaction, ** by cocking his hat 
to such an extent? Are you going to kill the wintner, sir?" 

" No," said Joe, tartly ; " I 'ni not. Now your mind 's at ease, father." 

" With a milintary air, too ! " said Mr. Willet, surveyin^ him from top 
to toe; "with a swaggering, fire-eating, biling-water-drmking sort of 
way with him ! And what do you mean by pulling up the crocuses and 
ßnowdrops, eh, sir?" 

" It 's only a little nosegay," said Joe, reddening. " There 's no härm 
in that, I hope ? " 

" You 're a boy of business, you are, sir ! " said Mr. Willet, disdainfully, 
" to go supposing that wintners care for nosegays." 

" I doirt suppose anything of the kind," retumed Joe. " Let them 
keep their red roses for bottles and tankards. These are going to Mr. 
Varden's house." 

"And do you suppose he minds such things as Qrocuses?" demanded 
John. 

" I don't know, and to say the truth, I don't care," said Joe. *' Come, 
father, give me the money, and in the name of patience, let me go." 
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" There it is, sir," replied John ; "and take care of it ; and mind you 
don*t make too much haste hack, but give the mare a long rest. Do you 
mindr' 

" Ay, I mind," retumed Joe. " She '11 need it, Heaven knows." 

** And dont you score np too much at the Black Lion," said John. 
« Mind that too." 

" Then why don't you let me have some money of my own?" retorted 
Joe, sorrowfuUy. "Why don't you, father? What do you send me into 
London for, giving me only the right to call for my dinner at the Black 
Lion, which you 're to pay for next time you go, as if I was not to be 
trusted with a few shillmgs? Why do you use me like this? It's not 
right of you. You can't expect me to be quiet under it." 

" Let nim have money ! " cried John, in a drowsy reverie. " What 
does he call money — ^guineas? Hasn't he got money? Over and above 
the toUs, hasut he one and sixpence?" 

" One and sixpence ! " repeated his son contemptuously. 

" Yes, sir," retumed John, " one and sixpence. When 1 was your age, 
I had never seen so much money, in a heap. A Shilling of it is in case 
of accidents — ^the mare casting a shoe, or the like of that. The other 
sixpence is to spend in the diversions of London ; and the diversion I 
recommend is to go to the top of the Monument, and sitting there. 
There 's no temptation there, sir — no drink — no young women — no bad 
characters of any sort — nothing but Imagination. That 's the way I 
en joyed myself when I was your age, sir." 

To this Joe made no answer, but beckoning Hugh, leaped into the 
saddle and rode away ; and a ver^ stalwart, manly horseman he looked, 
deserving a better charger than it was his fortune to bestride. John 
stood staring after hini, or rather after the grey mare (for he had no eyes 
for her rider), until man and beast had been out of sight some twenty 
minutes, when he began to think they were gone, and slowly re-entering 
the house, feil into a gentle doze. 

The unfortunate grey mare, who was the agony of Joe's life, floundered 
alons at her own will and pleasure until me Maypole was no longer 
visible, and then contracting her legs into what in a puppet would have 
been looked upon as a clumsy and awkward imitation of a canter, mended 
her pace all at once, and did it of her own accord. The acquaintance 
with her rider's usual mode of proceeding, which suggested this improve- 
ment in hers, impelled her likewise to tum up a bye-way, leading — not 
to London, biit through laues running parallel with the road they had 
come, and passing within a few hunc&ed yards of the Maypole, which 
led finally tb an enclosure surrounding a large, old, red-brick mansion — 
the same of which mention was made as The Warren in the first ehapter 
of this history. Coming to a dead stop in a little copse thereabout, she 
suffered her nder to dismount with right good-will, and to tie her to the 
trunk of a tree. 

"Stay there, old girl," said Joe, "and let us see whether there 's any 
little commission for me to-day." So saying, he left her to browze upon 
such stunted grass and weeds as happened to grow within the lengtn of 
her tether, and passing through a wicket-gate, entered the grounds on foot. 
The pathway, after a very few minutes' Walking, broiight him close to 
the house, towaids which, and especially towards one particular window, 
he directed many covert glances. It was a dreary, silent building, with 
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ecboing courtyards, desolated turret-chambers, and whole Buites of rooms 
shut up and mouldering to min. 

The terrace-garden, dark with tlie shade of overhanging trees, bad an 
air of melancboly tbat was quite oppressive. Great iron gates, disused 
for many years and red witn rust, droopinc on their hinges and over- 
grown with long rank grass, seemed as thougn they tried to sink into the 
ground, and hide their fallen State among the friendly weeds. The 
tantastic monsters on the walls, green with age and damp, and covered 
here and there with moss, looKed grim and desolate. There wbb a 
sombre aspect even on that part of the mansion which was inhabited and 
kept in good repair, that Struck the beholder with a sense of sadness ; of 
something forlorn and failing, whence cheerfulness was banished. It 
would have been difficult to imagine a bright fire blazing in the duU and 
darkened rooms, or to picture any gaiety of heart or revelry that the 
frowning walls shut in. It seemed a place where such things had been, 
but could be no more — the very ghost of a house, haunting the old spot 
in its old outward form, and that was all. 

Much of this decayed and sombre look was attributable, no doubt, to 
the death of its former master, and the temper of its present occupant ; 
but remembering the tale connected with the mansion, it seemed the 
very place for such a deed, and one that might have been its predestined 
theatre years upon years ago. Viewed with reference to this legend, the 
sheet of water where the steward's body had been found appeared to 
wear a black and sullen character, such as no other pool might own ; the 
bell upon the roof that had told the tale of murder to the midnight wind, 
became a very phantom whose voice would raise the listener's hair on 
end ; and every leafless bough that nodded to another, had its stealthy 
whispering of the crime. 

Joe paced up and down the path, sometimes stopping in aflfected con- 
templation of the building or the prospect, sometmies leaning against a 
tree with an assumed air of idleness and indifference, but always keep- 
ing an eye upon the window he had singled out at first. After some 
^uarter of an hour's delay, a small white hand was waved to him for an 
mstant from this casement, and the young man, with a respectful bow, 
departed ; saying under bis breath as he crossed bis horse again, " No 
errand for me to-day ! " 

But the air of smartness, the cock of the hat to which John Willet had 
objected, and the spring nosegay, all betokened some little errand of hia 
own, having a more interesting object than a vintner ör even a locksmith. 
So, indeed, it tumed out ; for when he had settled with the vintner — 
whose place of business was down in some deep cellars hard by Thames 
Street, and who was as purple-faced an old gentleman as if he had all hia 
life supported their arched roof on his head — when he had settled the 
account, and taken the receipt, and decHned tasting more than three 
gla-sses of old sherry, to the unbounded astonishment of the purple-faced 
vnntner, who, gimlet in hand, had projected an attack upon at least a 
score of dusty casks, and who stood transfixed, or morally gimleted as it 
were, to his own wall — when he had done all this, and disposed besides 
of a frugal dinner at the Black Lion in Whitechapel ; spurning the 
Monument and John's ad vice, he turned his steps towards the locksmith's 
house, attracted by the eyes of blooming Dolly Varden. 

Joe was by no means a sheepish fellow, but, for all that, when he got 
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to the comer of the street in which the locksmith lived, he could by no 
means make up bis mind to walk straigbt to the house. First, he 
resolved to stroll up another street for five minutes, then up another 
street for five minutes more, and so on until he had lost füll half an 
hour, when he made a bold plunge and found bimself with a red face 
and a beating heart in the smoky Workshop. 

"Joe Willet, or bis ghost?" said Varden, rising from the desk at 
which he was busjr with bis books, and looking at nim under bis spec- 
tacles. " Which is it? Joe in the flesh, eh? That's hearty. And now 
are all the Chigwell Company, Joe?" 

** Much as usual, sir — they and I agree as well as ever." 

" Well, well ! " said the locksmith. " We must be patient, Joe, and 
bear with old folks' foibles. How's the mare, Joe? Does she do the 
four miles an hour as easily as ever? Ha, ha, ha ! Does she, Joe? Eh? 
— What have we there, Joe — a nosegay ? " * 

" A very poor one, sir — I thought Miss Dolly ^" 

" No, no," said Gabriel, dropping bis voice, and shaking bis head, 
" not Dolly. Give 'em to her mother, Joe. A great deal better give 'em 
to her mother. Would you mind giving *em to Mrs. Varden, Joe ? " 

" Oh no, sir," Joe replied, and endeavouring, but not with the greatest 
possible success, to hide bis disappointment. " 1 shall be very glad, I 'm 
sure." 

" That 's right," said the locksmith, patting bim on the back. " It 
don't matter who has 'em, Joe ? " 

" Not a bit, sir." — Dear heart, how the words stuck in bis throat! 

" Come in," said Gabriel. " I have just been called to tea. She 's in 
the parlour." 

"She," thought Joe. "Which of 'em I wonder — Mrs. or Miss?" 

The locksmith settled the doubt as neatly as if it had been expressed 
aloud, by leading bim to the door, and saymg, " Martha, my dear, here 's 
young Mr. Willet." 

Now Mrs. Varden, regarding the Maypole as a sort of human mantrap, 
or decoy for husbands; viewing its proprietor, and all who aided and 
abetted bim, in the light of so many poachers among Christian men ; and 
believing, moreover, that the publicans coupled with sinners in Holy 
Writ were veritable licensed victuallers ; was far from being favourably 
disposed towards her visitor. Wherefore she was taken faint directly; 
and being duly presented with the crocuses and snowdrops, divined on 
further consideration that they were the occasion of the languor which 
had seized upon her spirits. "I'm afraid I couldn't bear the room 
another minute," said the good lady, " if they remain here. Would you 
excuse my putting them out of window?" 

Joe begged she wouldn't mention it on any account, and sniiled feebly 
as he saw them deposited on the sill outside. If anybody could have 
known the pains he had taken to make up that despised and misused 
bunch of flowers ! — 

" I feel it quite a relief to get rid of them, I assure you," said Mrs, 
Varden. " I 'm better already." And indeed she did appear to have 
plucked up her spirits. 

Joe expressed his gratitude to Providence for this favourable dispensa- 
tion, and tried to look as if he didn't wonder where Dolly was. 

" You 're sad people at Chigwell, Mr. Joseph," said Mrs. V. 
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" I hope not, ma'am," retumed Joe. 

"You're the cruellest and most inconsiderate people in tlie world," 
Said Mrs. Varden, bridüng. " I wonder old Mr. Witlet, having been a 
married man himself, doesn't know better than to conduct himself as he 
does. His doing it for profit is no excuse. I would rather pay the 
money twenty times over, and have Varden come home like a respect- 
able and sober tradesman. If there is one character," said Mrs. Varden 
with great emphasis, " that ofifends and disgusts me more than another, 
it is a sot." 

" Come, Martha, my dear," said the locksmith cheerily, " let us have 
tea, and don't let us talk about sots. There are none here, and Joe don't 
want to hear about them, I daresay." 

At this crisis, Miggs appeared with toast. 

" 1 daresay he does not," said Mrs. Varden ; " and I daresay you do 
not, Varden. It's a very unpleasant subject, I have no doubt, but I 
won't say it 's personal " — Miggs coughed — " whatever I may be forced 
to think," Miggs sneezed expressively. " You never will know, Varden, 
and nobody at young Mr. Willems age — you '11 excuse me, sir — can be 
expected to know what a woman suffers wl^n she is waiting at home 
under such circumstances. If you don't believe me, as I know you 
don't, here 's Miggs, who is only too often a witness of it — ask her." 




*' Miggs," said Mrs. Varden, " you 're profane." 

"Begging your pardon, mim," retumed Miggs, with shrill rapidity, 
"such was not my intentions, and such I hope is not my character, 
though I am but a servant." 

" Answering me, Miggs, and providing yourself," retorted her mistress, 
lookii^ round with dignity, " is one ana the same thins. How dare you 
ßpeak of angels in connection with your sinful fellow-beings — mere " — 
Said Mrs. Varden, glancing at herseif in a neighbouring mirror, and 
arranging the ribbon of her cap in a more becoraing fashion — "mere 
Worms and grovellers as we are 1 " 

"I did not intend, mim, if you please, to give offence," said Miggs, 
confident in the strength of her compliment, and developing strongly in 
the throat as usual, " and I did not expect it would be took as sucn. I 
hope I know my own unworthiness, and that I hate and despise myöelf 
and all my fellow-creatures as every practicable Christian should." 

" You 'U have the goodness, if you please," said Mrs. Varden loftily, 
" to Step upstairs and see if Dolly has finished dressing, and to teil her 
that the chair that was ordered for her will be here in a minute, and that 
if she keeps it waiting, I shall send it away that instant. — I 'm sorry to 
see that you don't take your tea, Varden, and that you don't take yours, 
Mr. Joseph ; though of course it would be foolish of me to expect that 
anything that can be had at home, and in the Company of females, would 
please yow." 

This pronoun was ünderstood in the plural sense, and included both 
gentlemen, upon both of whom it was rather hard and undeserved, for 
Gabriel had applied himself to the meal with a very promising appetite, 
until it was spoilt by Mrs. Varden herseif, and Joe had as great a liking 
for the female society of the locksmith's house — or for a part of it at all 
events— as man could well entertain. 
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But he had no opportun) ty to say anything in his own defence, for at 
that moment Dolly nerself appeared, and Struck him quite dumb with 
her beaufcy. Never had Dolly looked so handsome as she did then, in 
all the glow and grace of youth, with all her charms increased a hundred- 
fold by a most becoming dress, by a thousand little coquettish ways 
which nobody could assume with a better grace, and all the sparkling 
expectation of that accursed party. It is impossible to teil how Joe 
hated that party wherever it was, and all the other peoplc who were 
going to it, whoever they were. 

And she hardly looked at him — no, hardly looked at him. And when 
the chair was seen through the open door comihg blundering into the 
Workshop, she actiially clapped her hands, and seemed glad to go. But 
Joe gave her his arm — there was some comfort in that — and handed her 
into it. To see her seat herseif inside, with her laughing eyes brighter 
than diamonds, and her hand — ^surely she had the prettiest band in the 
World — on the ledge of the open window, and her little finger provok- 
ingly and pertly tilted up, as if it wondered why Joe didn't squeeze or 
kiss it ! To think how well one or two of the modest snowdrops would 
have become that delicate bodice, and how they were lying neglected 
outside the parlour window ! To see how Miggs looked on with a face 
expressive of knowing how all this loveliness was got up, and of being 
in the secret of every string and pin and every hook and eye, and of 
saying it ain't half so real as you think, and I could look quite as well 
myself if I took the pains! To hear that provoking precious little 
scream when the chair was hoisted on its poles, and to catch that tran- 
sient but not-to-be-forgotten vision of tne happy face within — what 
torments and agsravations, and yet what delights were these ! The very 
chairmen seemed favoured rivals as they bore her down the street 

There never was such an alteration in a small room in a small time as 
in that parlour when they went back to finish tea. So dark, so deserted, 
so perfectly disenchanted. It seemed such sheer nonsense to be sitting 
tamely there, when she was at a dance with more lovers than man could 
calculate fluttering about her— with the whole party doting on and 
adoring her, and wanting to marry her. Miggs was hovering about, too ; 
and the fact of her existence, the mere circumstance of her ever having 
been bom, appeared, after Dolly, such an unaccountable practical joke. 
It was impossible to talk. It couldn't be done. He had nothing left for 
it but to stir his tea round, and round, and round, and ruminate on all 
the fascinations of the locksmith's lovely daughter. 

Gabriel was dull, too. It was a part of the certain uncertainty of Mrs. 
Varden's temper, that when they were in this condition, she should be 
gay and sprightly. 

" I need have a cheerful disposition, I am sure," said the smiling house- 
wife, " to preserve any spirits at all ; and how I do it I can scarcely teil." 

" Ah, mim,'* sighed Miggs, " begging your pardon for the interruption, 
there ain't many like you." 

" Take away, Miggs," said Mrs. Varden, rising, " take away, pray. I 
know I 'm a restraint here, and as I wish everybody to Qnjoy themselves 
as they best can, I feel I had better go." 

" No, no, Martha," cried the locksmith. " Stop here. I 'm sure we 
shall be very sorry to lose you, eh, Joe ? " 

Joe started, and said, " Certainly." 
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" Thank you, Varden, my dear," retumed liis wife ; " but 1 know your 
wishes better. Tobacco and beer, or spirits, have much greater attrac- 
tions than any I can boast of, and therefore I shall go and sit upstairs 
and look out of window, my love, Good night, Mr. Joseph, I 'm very 
glad to haVe seen you, und I only wish I could have provided something 
more suitable to your taste. Remember me very kindly if you please to 
cid Mr. Willet, and teil him that whenever he comes here I have a crow 
to pluck with him. Good night ! ^ 

Having uttered these words with great sweetness of manner, the good 
lady dropped a curtsey, remarkable for its condescension, and serenely 
withdrew. 

And it was for this Joe had looked forward to the twenty-fifth of 
March for weeks and weeks, and had gathered the flowers with so much 
care, and had cocked his hat, and made himself so smart ! This was the 
end of all his bold determination, resolved upon for the hundredth time, 
to speak out to Dolly and teil her how he loved her! To see her for a 
minute — for but a minute — to find her going out to a party and glad to 
go ; to be looked upon as a common pipe-smoker, beer-bibber, spirit- 
cuzzler, and tosspot! He bade farewell to his friend the locksmith, and 
nastened to take horse at the Black Lion, thinking as he tumed towards 
home, as many another Joe has thought before and since, that here was 
an end to all his hopes — that the thing was impossible and never could 
be— that she didn't care for him — that he was wretched for life — and 
that the only congenial prospect left him, was to go for a soldler or a 
sailor, and get some obliging enemy to knock his brains out as soon as 
possible. 




CHAPTER XIV. 

Job Willet rode leisurely along in his desponding mood, picturing 
the locksmith's daughter going down long country-dances, ana pousset- 
ting dreadfuUy with bold strangers — whicn was almost too much to bear 
— when he heard the tramp of a horse's feet behind him, and looking 
back, saw a well-mounted gentleman advancing at a smart canter. As 
this rider passed, he checkä his steed, and called him of the Maypole 
by his name. Joe set spurs to the grey mare, and was at his side directly. 

" I thoi^ht it was you, sir," he said, touching his hat. ** A fair even- 
ing, sir. Glad to see you out of doors again." 

The gentleman smued and nodded. "What gay doings have been 
going on to-day, Joe ? Is she as prettv as ever ? Nay, don't blush, man." 

"If I coloured atall, Mr. Edward," said Joe, " which I didn't know I 
did, it was to think I should have been such a fool as ever to have any 
hope of her. She 's as far out of my reach as — as Heaven is." 

" Well, Joe, I hope that 's not altogether beyond it," said Edward, 
good-humouredly. « Eh ? " 

" Ah ! " sighed Joe. " It 's all very fine talking, sir. Proverbs are 
eaaily made in cold blood. But it can't be helped. Are you bound for 
ourhouse, sir?" 
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" Yes. As I am not quite strong yet, I shall stay tbere to-night, and 
ride honie cooUy in the morning." 

" If you 're in no particukr hurry," said Joe after ashort silence, " and 
will bear with the pace of this poor jade, I shall be glad to ride on with 
you to The Warren, cir, and hold your horse when you dismount. It 'II 
save you having to walk from the Maypole, there and back again. I can 
spare the time well, sir, f or I am too soon." 

"And so am I," retumed Edward, "though I was unconsciously riding 
fast just now, incompliment I suppose to the pace of my thoughts, which 
were travelling post. We will keep together, Joe, willingly, and be as 
good Company as may be. And cheer up, cheer up, think of the lock- 
smith's daughter with a stout heart, and you shall win her yet." 

Joe shook his head; but there was something so cheery in the buoyant, 
hopeful manner of this Speech, that his spirits rose under its influence, 
and communicated, as it would seem, some new impulse even to tlie grey 
mare, who, breaking from her sober amble into a gentle trot, eniulated 
the pace of Edward Chester's horse, and appeared to Satter herseif that he 
was doing his very best^ 

It was a fine diy night, and the light of a young moon, which was 
then just rising, shed around that peace and tranquillity which gives to 
evening time ite most delicious charm. The lengthened shadows of the 
trees, softened as if reflected in still water, threw their carpet on the 
path the travellers pursued, and the light wind stirred yet more softly 
than before, as though it were soothing Nature in her sleep. By little 
and little they ceased talking, and i^e on side by side in a pleasant 
silence. 

" The Maypole liglits are brilliant to-night," said Edward, as they rode 
along the lane from which, while the intervening trees were bare of 
leaves, that hostelry was visible. 

" Brilliant ind^ed, sir," retumed Joe, rising in his stirrups to get a 
better view. "Eights in the large room, and a fire glimmering in 
the best bed-chamber? Why, what Company can this be for, I 
wonder ! " 

"Some benighted horseman wending towards London, and deterred 
from going on to-night by the marvellous tales of my friend the high- 
wayman, I suppose," said Edward. 

" He must oe a horseman of good quality to have such accommoda- 
tions. Your bed, too, sir ! " 

" No matter, Joe. Any other room will do for me. But come — there 's 
nine striking. We must push on." 

They cantered forward at as brisk a pace as Joe's charger could attain, 
and presently stopped in the little copse where he had left her in the 
morning. Edward dismounted, gave nis bridle to his companion, and 
walked with a light step towards the house. 

A female servant was waitiim at a side gate in the garden wall, and 
admitted him without delay. He hurried along the terrace-walk, and 
darted up a flight of broad steps leading into an old and gloomy hall, 
whose walls were omamented with rusty suits of armour, antlers, weapons 
of the chase, and such-like gamiture. Here he paused, but not long; 
for as he looked round, as if expecting the attenclant to have foUowed, 
and wondering she had not done so, a lovely girl appeared, whose dark 
hair rested next moment on his breast. Almost at the same instant a 
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heavy band was laid upon her arm, Edward feit himself thnist away, 
and Mr. Haredale stood between them. 

He regarded the young man stemly, without removing his hat ; with 
one hand clasped his niece, and with the other, in which he held his 
riding-whip, motioned him towards the door. The young man drew 
himself up; and retumed his gaze. 

" This is well done of you, sir, to corrupt my^ servants, and enter my 
house unbidden, and in secret, like a thief ! " said Mr. Haredale. " Leave 
it, sir, and return no more." 

" Miss Haredale's presence," retumed the young man, " and your rela- 
tionship to her, give you a license which, if you are a brave man, you will 
not abuse. You have compelled me to this course, and the fault is yours 
—not mine." 

« It is neither generous, nor honourable, nor the act of a true man, sir," 
retorted the other, " to tamper with the affections of a weak, trusting 
girl, while you shrink, in your unworthiness, from her guardian and 
protector, and dare not meet the light of day. More than this I will not 
say to you, save that I forbid you this house, and ret^uire you to be 
gone." 

" It is neither generous, nor honourable, nor the act of a true man to 
play the spy,'' said Edward. " Your words imply dishonour, and I reject 
them with the scom they merit." 

" You will find," said Mr. Haredale, calmly, "your trusty go-between 
in waiting at the gate by which you entered. 1 have played no spy's 
part, »ir. I chanced to see you pass the gate, and foUowed. You might 
nave heard me knocking for admission had you been less swift of foot, 
or lingered in the garden. Please to withdraw. Your presence here is 
offensive to me, ana distressful to my niece." As he said these words, he 
passed his arm about the waist of the terrified and weeping girl, and 
arew her closer to him ; and though the habitual severity of his manner 
was scarcely changed, there was yet apparent in the action an air of 
kindness and sympathy for her distress. 

" Mr. Haredale, said Edward, " your arm encircles her on whom I 
have set my every hope and thought, and to purchase one minute's 
happiness for whom I would gladly lay down my life ; this house is the 
casket that holds the precious jewel of my existence. Your niece has 
plighted her faith to me, and I have plighted mine to her. What have 
1 done that you should hold me in this light esteem, and give me these 
discourteous words ? " 

" You have done that, sir," answered Mr. Haredale, " which must be 
undone. You have tied a lover's-knot here which must be cut asunder. 
Take good heed of what I say. Must. I cancel the bond between ye. 
I reiect you, and all of your kith and kin — all the false, hollow, heartless 
stock." 

" High words, sir," said Edward, scornfully. 

" Words of purpose and meaning, as you will find," replied the other. 
" Lay them to heart." 

"Lay you, then, these," said Edward. " Your cold and sullen temper, 
which Chilis every breast about you, which tums aff'ection into fear, and 
changes duty into dread, has forced us on this secret course, repugnant 
to our nature and our wish, and far more foreign, sir, to us than you. 1 
am not a false, a hollow, or a heartless man ; the character is yours, who 
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poorly venture on lliese injiuious terms, against the truth, and under 
the ßhelter whereof I reminded you just now. You sliall not cancel the 
bond between us. I will not abandon this pursuit. I rely upon your 
niece's truth and honour, and set your influence at nought I leave her, 
with a confidence in her pure faith, which you will never weaken, and 
with no concem but that I do not leave her in some gentler care." 

With that he pressed her cold band to bis lips, and once more en- 
countering and retuming Mr. Haredale's steady look, withdrew. 

A few words to Joe as he mounted bis horse sufficiently explained 
what bad passed, and renewed all that young eentleman*s despondency 
with tenfold aggravation. They rode back to the Maypole without ex- 
changing a syllable, and arrived at the door with heavy hearts. 

Old John, who bad peeped froiu behind the red curtain aa they rode 
up shouting for Hugh, was out directly, and said with great importance, 
as he held the young man's stirrup, 

"He 's comfortable in bed— the best bed. A tborougb gentleman! 
The smilingest, aflfablest gentleman I ever had to do with ! ** 

" Who, Willet ?" Said !Mward carelessly, as he dismounted. 

" Your worthy father, sir/' replied John. " Your bonourable, venerable 
father." 

"What does he mean ?" said Edward, looking with a mixture of alarm 
and doubt, at Joe. 

" What Sjo you mean % " said Joe. " Don't you see Mr. Edward doesn't 
understand, father ? " 

" Why, didn't you know of it, sir ?" said John, opening bis eyea wide. 
" How very singular ! Bless you, he 's been here ever since noon to-day, 
and Mr. Haredale has been having a long talk with him, and hasn't been 
gone an hour." 

" My father. Wollet ! " 

" Yes, sir, he told me so — ^a bandsome, slim, upright gentleman, in 
green and gold. In your old room up yonder, sir. No doubt you can 
go in, sir," said John, Walking backwards into the road and looking up 
at the Window. " He hasn't put out bis candles yet, I see." 

Edward glanced at the window also, and hastily murmuring that he 
had changed his mind — forgotten something — and must retum to 
London, mounted bis horse again and rode away; leaving the Willet*«, 
father and son, looking at each other in mute astonishment. 




CHAPTER XV. 

At noon next day, John Willet's guest sat lingerhig over bis breakfast 
in his own home, surrounded by a variety of comforts, which left the 
Maypole's highest flight and utmost stretcb of accommodation at an in- 
finite distance behind, and suggested comparisons very much to the dis- 
advantage and disfavour of that venerable tavem. 

In the broad old-fashioned window-seat — as capacious as many 
modern sofas, and cushioned to serve the purpose of a luxuiioua aettee 
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— in the brood old-fafiHoned window-seat of a itoomy Chamber, Mr. 
ehester lounged, very much at bis ease, over a well-fumisbed break- 
fast-table. He bad exchanged bis riding-coat for a bandsome moming- 
gown, bis boots for slippers ; bad been at great pains to atone for tbe 
having been obliged to inake bis toilet wben be rose witbout tbe aid of 
dressing-case and tiring equipage ; and, baving gradually forgotten, 
tbrougb tbese means, tbe discomforts of an indiiferent night and an early 
ride, was in a State of perfect complacency, indolence, and satisfaction. 

The Situation in wbich he had found bimself, indeed, was particularly 
favourable to tbe growtb of tbese feelings ; for, not to mention tbe lazy 
influence of tbe late and lonely breakfast, with the additional sedative 
of a newspaper, there was an air of repose about bis place of residence 
peculiar to itself, and wbich hangs about it, even in tbese times, wben it 
is more bustling and busy than it was in days of yore. 

There are, still, worse places than the Tempie, on a sultry day, for 
basking in the sun, or resting idly in the shade. There is yet a drowsi- 
ness in its courts, and a dreamy dullness in its trees and gardens ; those 
who pace its lanes and Squares may yet hear the echoes of their footsteps 
on the sounding stones, and read upon its gates, in passing from the 
tumult of the Strand or Fleet Street, " Who enters here leaves noise 
behind." There is still the splash of falling water in fair Fountain 
Court, and there are yet nöoks and corners where dun-haunted students 
may look down from their dusty garrets, on a vagrant ray of sunlight 
patching the shade of the tall houses, and seldom troubled to reflect a 
passing stranger's form. There is yet, in the Tempie, something of a 
clerkly monkish atmosphere, wbich public offices oi law have not dis- 
turbed, and even legal nrms have failed to scare away. In summer time, 
its pumps suggest to thirsty idlers, Springs cooler, and more sparkling, 
and deeper than other weUs; and as they trace the Spillings of fuU 
pitcbers on the heated ground, they snuff the freshness, and, sighing, 
cast sad looks towards the Thames, and think of baths and boats, and 
saunter on, despondent. 

It was inaroom in Paper Buildings — ^arow of goodly tenements, 
shaded in front by ancient trees, and looking, at tne back, upon the 
Tempie Gardens — that tbis, our idler, lounged ; now taking up again 
the paper he had laid down a hundred times; now trifling with tne Frag- 
ments of bis meal ; now pulling forth bis golden toothpicK, and glancing 
leisurely about the room, or out at window in the trim garden walks, 
where a few early loiterers were already passing to and fro. Here a pair 
of lovers niet to quarrel and make up ; tnere a dark-eyed nursery-maid 
had better eyes for Templars than her cliarge ; on tbis band an ancient 
ßpinster, with her lapdog in a ötring, regarded both enormities with 
scomfol sidelong looks ; on that a weazen old gentleman, ogling tbe 
nursery-maid, looked with like scom upon the spinster, and wondered 
she didn't know she was no longer young. Apart from aU tbese, on the 
river's margin two or three couple of business-talkers walked slowly up 
and down in eamest conversation ; and one young man sat thoughtiully 
on a bench, alone. 

" Ned is araazingly patient ! " said Mr. ehester, glancing at tbis last- 
named person as he set down his tea-cup and plied the golden toothpick 
" immensely patient ! He was sitting yonder wben I began to dress, and 
has scaxcely cWiged his posture since. A most eccentric dog ! '' 
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As he spoke, the figure rose, and came towards him with a rapid pace. 

" Kesdly, as if he had heard me," said the father, resuming his news- 
paper with a yawn. " Dear Ned ! " 

Fresently the room-door opened, and the young man entered ; to whom 
his father gently waved his nand, and smiled. 

" Are you at leisure for a little conversation, sir ?" said Edward. 

" Surely, Ned. I am always at leisure. You know my Constitution. 
— Have you hreakfiasted ? " 

" Three hours ago." 

" What a very early dog ! " cried his father, contemplating him from 
behind the toothpick with a languid smile. 

" The truth is,'* said Edward, bringing a chair forward, and seating 
himself near the table, " that I slept but ill last night, and was glad to 
rise. The cause of my mieasiness cannot but be known to you, sir ; and 
it is upon that I wish to speak." 

" My dear boy," retumed his father, " confide in me, I heg. But you 
know my Constitution— don't be prosy, Ned." 

" I will be piain and brief," said Edward. 

" Don't say you will, my good fellow," retumed his father, crossing hi8 
legs ; " or you certainly will not. You are going to teil me — ^^ 

" Plainly thia, then," said the son, with an air ofgreat concern, "that 
I know where you were last night — from being on the spot, indeed— 
and whom you saw, and what your purpose was." 

" You don*t say so ! " cried his fatner. " I am delighted to hear it. It 
saves US the worry, and terrible wear and tear of a long explanation, and 
is a great relief to both. At the very house ! Why didn't you come up ? 
I should have been charmed to see you." 

" 1 knew that what I had to say would be better said after a nighf s 
reflection, when both of us were cool," returned the son. 

" Tore Gad, Ned," rejoined the father, " I was cool enough last night. 
That detestable Maypole ! By some infernal contrivance of the builder, 
it holds the wind and keeps it fresh. You remember the sharp east wind 
that blew so hard five weeks ago ? I give you my honour it was rampant 
in that old house last night, though out of doors there was a dead calm. 
But you were saying — " 

" I was about to say, Heaven knows how seriously and eamestly, that 
you have made me wretched, sir. Will you hear me gravely for a 
moment ? " 

" My dear Ned," said his father, " I will hear you with the patience of 
an anchorite. Oblige me with the milk." 

" I saw Miss Haredale last night," Edward resumed, when he had com- 
plied with this request ; " her uncle, in her presence, immediately after 
your interview, and, as of course I know, in consequence of it, forbade 
me the house, and, with circumstances of indignity which are of your 
creation, I am sure, commanded me to leave it on the instant." • 

" For his manner of doing so, I give you my honour, Ned, I am not 
accountable,^ said his father. " That you must excuse. He is a mere 
boor, a log, a brüte, with no address inlife. — Positively §t fly in the jug ! 
The first I have seen this year." 

Edward rose, and paced the room. His imperturbable parent sipped 
his tea. 

" Fächer," said the young man, stopping at length before him, " we 
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must not trifle in tliis matter. We mußt not deceive eacli other, or our- 
selves. Let me pursue the manly open part I wish to take, and do not 
repel me by this unkind indiflference." 

" Whether I am indifferent or no,*' retumed the other, " I leave you, 
my dear boy, to judge. A ride of twenty-five or thirty miles, through 
miry roads — a Maypole dinner — a tite-ä-tke with Haredale, which, vanity 
apart, was qnite a Valentine and Orson business — a Maypole bed — a May- 
pole landlord, and a Maypole retinue of idiots and centanrs ; — whether 
the voluntary endurance of these things looks like indiflference, dear Ned, 
orlike the excessive anxiety, and devotion, and all that sort of thing, ol 
a parent, you shall determine for yourself." 

"I wish you to consider, sir," said Edward, "in what a cruel Situation 
I am placed. Loving Miss Haredale as I do — " 

" My dear fellow,** intemipted his father with a compassionate smile, 
" you do nothing of the kind. Youdon'tknowanythingaboutit. There's 
no such thiim, 1 assure you. Now, do take my word for it. You have 
good eense, Ked, — great good sense. I wonder you should be guilty of 
such amazing absuraities. You really surprise me." 

" I repeat, ''aid his eon firmly, " that 1 love her. You have inter- 
posed to pcurt us, and have, to the extent I have iust now told you of, 
Bucceeded. May I induce you, sir, in time, to think more favourably of 
cur attachment, or is it your Intention and your fixed design to hold us 
asunder if you can ? " 

" My dear Ned," retumed his father, taking a pinch of snuff and pushing 
his box towards him, " that is my purpose most undoubtedly." 

"The time that has elapsed," rejoined his son, "since I beganto know 
her worth, has flown in such a dream that until now I have hardly once 
paused to reflect upon my true position. What is it ? From my child- 
liood I have been accustomed to luxury and idleness, and have beenbred 
as though my fortune were large, and my expectations almost without a 
limit. The idea of wealth has been familiarised to me from my cradle. 
I have been taucht to look upon those means, by which men raise them- 
selves to riches and distinction, as being beyond my breeding, and beneath 
my care. I have been, as the phrase is, liberally educated, and am fit for 
nothing. I find myself at last whoUy dependent upon you, with no 
resource but in your favour. In this momentous question of my life we 
do not, and it would seem we never can, agree. I have shrunk instinc- 
tively alike from those to whom you have urged me to pay court, and 
from the motives of interest and gain which have rendered them in your 
eyes visible objects of my suit. If there never has been thus much piain 
ßpeaking between us beiore, sir, the fault has not been mine, indeed. if 
1 seem to speak too plainly now, it is, believe me, father, in the hope that 
there may be a franker spirit, a worthier reliance, and a kinder contidence 
l^etween us in time to come." 

" My good fellow," said his smiling father, " you quite afFect me. Qo 
on, my dear Edward, I beg. But remember your promise. There is great 
earaestness, vast candour, a manifest sincerity in all you say, but I fear I 
observe the faintest indications of a tendency to prose." 

" I am very sorry, sir." 

" I am very sorry, too, Ned, but you know that I cannot fix my mind 
for any long period upon one subject. If you'U come to the point at once, 
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VW iiiif^ne all ihat ou^ht to go before, and conclude it said. Oblige me 
with the milk again. listening invariably makes me feverish." 

** What I would ßay then, tends to this," said Edward. " I cannot bear 
thifl absolute dependence, sir, evexi upon yon. Time has been lost and 
opportunity thrown away, bat I am yet a young man, and may letrieve 
it. Wül you give me the meana of devoting such abilities and eneigies 
as I possess, to some worthy pursuit ? Will you let me tiy to make for 
myself an honourable path in life ? For any term you please to name— 
say for five years if you will — I will pledge myself to move no further in 
the matter of our dinerence without your füll concuiTence. Duiing that 
period, I will endeavour eamestly and patiently» if ever man did, to open 
some pi'ospect for myself, and free you trom the bürden you fear I should 
become if I niarried one whose worth and beauty are her chief endow- 
ments. Will you do this, sir ? At the expiratiou of the term we agree 
upon, let US discuss this subject again. Till then, unless it is revived by 
you, let it never be lenewed between us.** 

'* My dear Ked," retumed hia father, laying down the newspapei; at 
which he had been glaucing carelessly, and throwing himself badt in the 
window-seat, *' I believe you know how very much I dislike what are 
ealled family affairs, which are only fit for plebeian Christmas days, and 
have HO manner of business with people of our condition. But as you 
are proceeding upon a mistake, Ned— altogether upon a mktake — I will 
conquer my repugnance to entering on such matters, and give you aper- 
fectiy piain and candid answer, if you will do me the favour to ahnt the 
door." 

Edward having obeyed him, he took an elegant little knife from his 
pocket) and pariug his nails, continued : 

^ You have to thank me, Ned for being of good family ; for your 
mother, charming person as she was, and aanost oroken-hearted, and so 
forth, as she left me, when she was prematurely compelled to becom« 
immortal, had nothing to boast of in that respect." 

*^ Her &ther was at least an eminent lawyer, sir," said Edward. 

" Quite right, Ned ; perfectly so. He stood high at the bar, had a 
great name and great wealth, but having risen from nothing — I have 
always closed my eyes to the circumstance and steadily resisted its con- 
teniplation, but I fear his father dealt in pork, and that his business did 
once involve cow-heel and sausages — he wished to marry his daughter 
into a good fnmily. He had his heart's desire, Ned. I was a younger 
son's younger son, and I married her. We each had our object, and 
gained it. She stepped at once into the politest and best circles, and I 
Btepped into a fortune which I assure you was very necessary to luy 
conifort — quite indispensable. Now, my good fellow, that fortune is 
among the things that have been. It is gone, Ned, and has been gone— 
how old are you ? 1 always forget." 

" Seven-and-twenty, sir." 

"Are you indeed ?" cried his father, raising his eyelids in a languish- 
ing surprise. " So much ! Then I shoiüd say, Ned, that as nearly as I 
remember, its skirts vanished from human knowledge about eighteen or 
nineteen years ago. It was about that time when I came to live in these 
Chambers (once your grandfather's, and bequeathed by that extremely 
respectable person to me), and commenced to.live upon an inconsiderable 
Äniuiity and niy past reputation." 
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'' You are jesting with me, sir," said Edward. 

" Not in the slightest degree, I assure you," retumed bis father with 
great composure. '* These family topics are so extremely dry, that I am 
sorry to say they don't admit of any such relief. It is for that reason, 
und because they have an appearance of business, that I dislike them so 
very much. Well ! You know the rest. A son, Ned, unless he is old 
enough to be a companion — that is to say, unless he is some two or three 
and twenty — is not the kind of thing to have about one. He is a 
restraint upon bis father, bis father is a restraint upon bim, and they 
make each other mutually unconifortable. Therefore, until within the 
last four years or so— I have a poor memory for dates, and if I mistake, 
you will correct me in your own mind — you pursued your studies at a 
distance, and picked upa great variety of accomplishments. Occasionally 
we passed a week or two togetber here, and disconcerted each other as 
only such near relations can. At last you came bome. I candidly teil 
you,my dear boy, tliat if you bad been awkward and overgrown, I should 
have exported you to some distant part of the world." 

" I wisb with all my soul you bad, sir," said Edward. 

" No you don't, Ned," said bis father, coolly ; " you are mistaken, I 
assure you. I found you a bandsome, prepossessing, elegant fellow, and 
I threw you into the society I can still command. Having done that, 
my dear fellow, I consider that I have provided for you in life, and rely 
upon your doing something to provide tor me in retum." 

I do not understand your meaning, sir.» 

"My meaning, Ned, is obvious — I observe another fly in the cream- 
jug, but have the goodness not to take it out as you did the first, for their 
wdk when their legs are milky, is extremely ungraceful and disagree- 
able — my meaning is, that you must do as I did ; that you must marry well 
and make the most of yourself." 

" A mere fortune-bunter ! " cried the son, indignantly. 

"What in the devil's name, Ned, would you be ?" returned the father. 
** All men are fortune-hunters, are they not ? The law, the cburch, the 
court, the camp — see bow they are all crowded "with fortune-hunters, 
jostliug each otner in the pursuit. The stock exchange, the pulpit, the 
counting-bouse, the royal drawing-room, the Senate — what but fortune- 
hunters are they filled with ? A fortune-bunter ! Yes, You are one ; 
and you would be notbing eise, my dear Ned, if you were the greatest 
courtier, lawyer, legislator, prelate, or merchant, in existence. If you are 
squeamish and moral, Ned, console yourself with the reflection that at 
the very worst your fortune-bunting can make but one person miserable 
or unhappy. Öow many people do you suppose these other kinds of 
buntsmen crush in foUowing their sport— nundreda at a step ? Or 
thousands?" 

The young man leant bis head upon bis band, and made no ans wer. 

** I am quite charmed," said the father, rising and Walking slowly to and 
fro— stopping now and then to glance at bimself in the niirror, or survey 
a picture througb bis glaas, with the air of a connoisseur, " that we have 
had this conversation, Ned, unpromising as it was. It establisbes a con- 
fidence between us which is quite deligbtful, and was certainly necessary ; 
though bow you can ever have mistaken our positions and designs, I 
confess I cannot understand. I conceived, until I found your fancy for 
this girl, that all these points were tacitly agreed upon between us." 

6-2 
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" I knew you were embarrassed, sir," retumed the son, raising his head 
for a moment, and then faUing into his former attitnde, " but I had no 
idea we were the beggaied wretches von describe. How could I suppose 
it, bred ajs I have been, witnessing the life you have always led, and the 
appearance you have always made ?" 

" My dear child," said the father — " for you really talk so like a child 
that I must call you one — you were bred upon a careful principle ; the 
very manner of your education, I assure you, maintained my credit sur- 
prisingly. As to the life I lead, I must lead it, Ned. I must have these 
little refinements about me. I have always been used to them, and I 
cannot exist without them. They must Surround me, you observe, and 
therefore they are here. "With regard to our circumstances, Ned, you 
may set your mind at rest upon that score. They are desperate. Your 
own appearance is by no means despicable, and our Joint pocket-money 
alone devours our income. That 's the truth." 

" Why have I never known this before ? Wliy have you encouraged 
me, sir, to an expenditure and mode of life to which we have no right 
or title?" 

" My good fellow," retumed his father, more compassionately than 
ever, "if you made no appearance, how could you possibly succeed in 
the pursuit for which I aestined you ? As to our mode of life, every 
man has a right to live in the best way he can ; and to make himself as 
comfortable as he can, or he is an unnatural scoundrel. Our debts, I 
grant, are very great, and therefore it the more behoves you, as a young 
man of principle and honour, to pay them oflf as speedily as possible." 

"The villain's part," muttered Edward, "that I have unconsciously 
played ! I to win the heart of Emma Haredale ! I would, for her sake, 
Ihaddiedfirst!" 

" I am glad you see, Ned," retumed his father, " how perfectly seif- 
evident it IS that nothing can be done in that quarter. But apart frorn 
this, and the necessity of your speedily bestowing yourself on another 
(as you know you could to-morrow, if you chose), I wish you'd look 
upon it pleasantly. In a religious point of view alöne, how could you 
ever think of uniting yourself to a Catholic, unless she was amazingly 
rieh ? You ought to bc so very Protestant, coming ot such a Protestant 
family as you do. Let us be moral, Ned, or we are nothing. Even if 
one could set that objection aside, which is impossible, we come to 
another which is quite conclusive. The very idea of marrying a girl 
whose father was küled, like meat ! Good God, Ned, how disa^reeable! 
Consider the impossibility of having any respect for your father-in-law 
under such unpleasant circumstances— think of his having been * viewed' 
by Jurors, and * sat upon ' by coroners, and of his very doubtful position 
in the family ever afterwards. It seems to me such an indelicate sort of 
thing that I really think the girl ought to have been put to death by the 
State to prevent its happening. But I tease you perhaps. You would 
rather be alone ? My dear Ned, most willingly. God bless you. I shall 
be going out presently, but we shall meet to-night, or if not to-night, 
certainly to-niorrow. Take care of yourself in the mean time, for both 
our sakes. You are a person of great consequence to me, Ned — of vast 
consequence indeed. God bless you ! " 

With these words, the father, who had been arranging his cravat in 
the glass, while he uttered them in a disconnected careless manner, with. 
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drew, humming a tun^ as he went. The son, who had appeared so lost 
in thought as not to hear or understand them, remained quite still and 
silent. After the lapse of half an hour or so, the eider Chester, gaily 
dressed, went out. The younger still sat with his head resting on his 
hands, in what appeared to be a kind of Stupor. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

A SERIES of pictures representing the streets of London in the night, 
even at the comparatively recent date of this tale, would present to the 
eye something so very diflferent in character from the reality which is 
witnessed in these times, that it would be difficult for the beholder to 
recognise his most familiär walks in the altered aspect of little more than 
half a Century ago. 

They were, one and all, from the broadest and best to the narrowest 
and least frequented, very dark. The oil and cotton lamps, though regu- 
larly trimmed twice or thrice in the long winter nights, Durnt feebly at 
the best ; and at a late hour, when they were unassisted by the lamps 
and candles in the shops, cast but a narrow track of doubtful light upon 
the footway, leaving the projecting doors and house-fronts in the deepest 
gloom. Many of the courts and iknes were left in total darkness ; those 
of the meaner sort, where one glimmering light twinkled for a score of 
houses, being favoured in no slight degree. Even in these places, the 
inhabitants had often good reason for extinguishing their lamp as soon 
as it was lighted ; and the watch being utterly inefficient and powerless 
to prevent them, they did so at their pleasure. Thus, in the lightest 
thoroughfares, there was at every turn some obscure and dangerous spot 
whither a thief might fly for shelter, and few would care to foUow ; and 
the city being belted round by fields, green lanes, waste grounds, and 
lonely roads, dividing it at that time from the suburbs that have joined 
it since, escape, even where the pursuit was bot, was rendered easy. 

It is no wonder that with these favouring circumstances in fiill and 
constant Operation, street robberies, often accompanied by cruel wounds, 
and not unfrequently by loss of life, should have been of nightly occur- 
rence in the very heart of London, or that quiet folks should have had 
great dread of tra versing its streets after the shops were dosed. It was 
not unusual for those who wended home alone at midnight, to keep the 
middle of the road, the better to guard against surprise from lurking 
footpada ; few would venture to repair at a late hour to Kentish Town or 
Hampstead, or even to Kensington or Chelsea, unarmed and unattended ; 
while he who had been loudest and most valiant at the supper-table or 
the tavem, and had but a mile or so to go, was glad to fee a link-boy to 
escort him home. 

There were many other characteristics — not q^uite so disagreeable — 
about the thoroughfares of London then, with which they had been long 
familiär. Some of the shops, especially those to the eastward of Temple 
Bar, still adhered to the old practice of hanging out a sign; and the creak- 
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ing and swinging of these boards in their iron frames on windv nights, 
formed a stränge and moumful concert for the ears of those who lay 
awake in bed or hurried through the streets. Long Stands of hackney- 
chairs and groups of chainnen, compared with whom the coachmen of 
our day are gentle and polite, obstructed the way £^nd filled the air with 
clamour; night-cellars, mdicated by a little stream of light crossing the 
pavement, and stretching out half-way into the road, and by the stifled 
roar of voices from below, yawned lor the reception and entertainment 
of the most abandoned of both sexes; under eveiy shed and bulk small 
groups of link-boys gamed away the eamings of the day; or one more 
weary than the rest, gave way to sleep, and let the fragment of his torch 
fall hissing on the puddled ground. 

Then there was the watch, with staff and lantem, crying the houp and 
the kind of weather; and those who woke up at his voice and tumed 
them round in bed, were glad to hear it rained, or snowed, or blew, or 
froze, for very comfort's sake. The solitary passenger was startled by the 
chairmen's cry of " Bjr your leave there I " as two came trotting past him 
with their empty vehicle— carried backwards to show its being disengaged 
— and humed to the nearest stand. Many a private chair, too, inclosing 
some fine lady, monstrously hooped and furbelowed, and preceded by 
running-footmen bearing nambeaux — for which extinguishers are yet 
suspended before the doors of a few houses of the better sort — made the 
way gay and light as it danced along, and darker and more dismal when 
it had passed. It was not unusual for these running gen^ry, who carried 
it with a very high band, to quarrel in the servants' hall while waiting 
for their masters and mistresses; and, falling to blows either there or in 
the Street without, to strew the place of skirmish with hair-powder,frag- 
ments of bag-wigs, and scattered nosegays. Gaming, the vice which ran 
so high among all classes (the f ashion being of course set by the npper), 
was generally the cause of these disputes; for cards and dice were as 
openly used, and worked as much mischief, and yielded as much excite- 
ment below stairs, as above. While incidents like these, arising out of 
drums and masquerades and parties at quadriUe, were passing at tne west 
end of the town, heavy stage-coaches and scarce heavier Waggons were 
lumbering slowly towards the city, the coachman, guard, and passengers, 
armed to the teeth, and the coach — a day or so perhaps behind its time, 
but that was nothing — despoiled by highwaymen ; who made no scruple 
to attack, alone and single-handed, a whole caravan of goods and men, 
and sometimes shot a passenger or two, and were sometimes shot them- 
ßelves, as the case mi^ht be. . On the morrow, rumours of this new act of 
daring on the road yielded matter for a few hours' conversation through 
the town, and a Public Progress of some fine gentleman (haK drunk) to 
Tybum, dressed in the newest fashion, and damning the ordinary with 
unspeakable gallantry and grace, fumished to the populace at oncea 
pleasant excitement and a wholesome and profound example. 

Among all the dangerous characters who, in such a State of societv, 
prowled and skulked in the metropolis at night, there was one man frotn 
whom many, as uncouth and fierce as he, shrank with an involuntary 
dread. Who he was, or whence he came, was a question often asked, but 
which none could answer. His name was unknown, he had never been 
seen until within about eight days or thereabouts, and was equaUy a 

stranger to the old ruffianß,upon whose haunts he ventured fearles8ly,as 
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to the young. He could be no spy, for he never removed his Blouched 
hat to look about him, entered mto conversation with no man, heeded 
nothing that passed, listened to no discourse, regarded nobodv that caiue 
er went. But so surely as the dead of night set in, bo snieiy this man 
was in the midst of the looee concourse in the night-cellar where outcasts 
of every grade resorted ; and there he eat tili moming. 

He was not only a spectre at their licentiouB feasts ) a something in 
the midst of their revelry and riot that ohilled and hannted them ; bat 
out of doors he was the same. Directly it was dark, he was abroad — 
never in Company with any one, bnt always olone ; never lingcring or 
loitering, but always Walking swiftly; and looking (so they soid who 
had seen him) over his shomder from time to time, and as he did so 
quickening his pace. In the fields, the lanes, the roads, in all quarters 
of the town — east, west, north, and south — that man was seen gliaing on 
like a shadow. He was always hurrying away. Those who encountered 
him, saw him steal past, caught sight of the backward glance, and 00 lost 
him in the darkness. 

This constant restlessness, and flitting to and fro, gave rise to. stränge 
Btories. He was seen in such distänt and remote places, at times so 
nearly tallying with each other, that some doubted whether there were 
not two of them, or more — some, whether he had not unearthly means 
of travelling from spot to spot. The footpad hiding in a ditch had 
marked him passing like a ghost along its brink ; the vagrant had met 
him on the dark high road ; the beggar had seen him pause upon the 
bridge to look dovni at the water, and then sweep on again ; they who 
dealt in bodies with the surgeons could swear he slept in churchyards, 
and that they had beheld mm glide away among tue tombs on their 
approach. And as they told these stories to eacn other, one who had 
looked about him would pull his neighbour by the sleeve, and there he 
would be among them. 

At last, one man — he was one of those whose commerce lay among the 
graves — resolved to question this stränge companion. Next night, when 
he had eat his poor meal voraciously (he was accustomed to do that, they 
had observed, as though he had no other in the day), this fellow sat down 
at his elbow. 

" A black night, master ! '* 

" It is a black night." 

"Blacker than last, though that was pitchy too. Didn't I pasfl you 
near the tumpike in the Oxford-road?'* 

" It 's like you may. I don't know." 

" Come, corae, master," cried the fellow, urged on by the looks of his 
comrades, and slapping him on the Shoulder ; " be more companionable 
and communicative. Be more the gentleman in this cood Company. 
There are tales among us that you have sold yourself to the devil, and I 
know not what" 

" We all have, haVe we not ? " retumed the stranger, looking up. ** If 
we were fewer in number, perhaps he would give better wi^s." 

" It goes rather hard with you, indeed," Said the fellow, as the stranger 
disclosei his haggard, unwashed face, and tom clothes. " What of that? 
Be merry, master. A stave of a roaring song now " — 

" Sing you, if you desire to hear one," replied the other, shaking hiiri 
roughly off ; " and don't touch me if you re a prudent man 5 I carry 
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arms which go off easily — they have Jone 80, before now — ^and make it 
dangerous for strangers who doa't know the trick of them, to laj hands 
upon me." 

** Do you threaten ?" said the fellow. 
f * " Yes," returncd the other, rising and tiimine upon him, and looking 
fiercely round as if in apprehension of a general attack. 

His voice, and look, and bearing — all expressive of the wildest reck- 
lessness and desperation — daunted while taey repelied the bystanders. 
Althöugh in a very different sphere of action now, they were not without 
much Ol the effect they had wrought at the Ma3rpole Inn. 

" I am what you all are, and live as you all do," said the man stemly, 
after a short silence. " I am in hiding here like the rest, and if we were 
surprised would perhaps do my part with the best of ye. If ifsmy 
humour to be left to myself, let me have it Otherwise," — and here he 
swore a tremendous oath — "there'U be mischief done in this place, 
though there are odds of a score against me." 

A low murmur, having its origm perhaps in a dread of the man and 
the mystery that surrounded him, or perhaps in a sincere opinion on the 
part of some of those present, that it would be an inconvenient jpre- 
cedent to meddle too curiously with a gentleman's private affairs ii he 
saw reason to conceal them, wamed the fellow who nad occasioned this 
didcussion that he had best pursue it no further. After a short time the 
Strange man lay down upon a bench to sleep, and when they thought of 
him again, they found he was gone. 

Next night, as soon as it was dark, he was abroad again and traversing 
the streets ; he was before the locksmith's house more than once,but the 
family were out, and it was close shut. This night he crossed London 
Bridge and passed into Southwark. As he glided down a bye street, a 
woman with a little basket on her arm, tumed into it at the other end. 
Directly he observed her, he sought the shelter of an arch way, and stood 
aside until she had passed. Then he emerged cautiougdy from his hiding- 
place, and followed. 

She went into several shops to purchase various kinds of household 
necessaries, and round every place at which she stopped he hovered like 
her evil spirit ; foUowing her when she reappearea. It was nigh eleven 
o'clock, and the paaseugers in the streets were thinning fast, when she 
tumed, doubtless to go home. The phantom still followed her. 

She tumed into the same bye street in which he had seen her first, 
which, being free from shops, and narrow, was extremely dark. She 
quickened her pace here, as though distrustful of being stopped, and 
robbed of such trifling property as she carried with her. He crept along 
on the other side of tne road. Had she been gifted with the speed of 
wind, it seemed as if his terrible shadow would have tracked her down. 

At length the widow — for she it was — reached her own door, and, 
panting for breath, paused to take the key from her basket. In a flush 
and glow, with the haste she had made, and the pleasure ©f being safe 
at home, she stooped to draw it out, when, raising her head, she saw him 
Standing silently beside her : the apparition of a dream. 

His band was on her mouth, but that was needless, for her tongue 
clove to its roof, and her power of utterance was gone. " I have been 
looking for you many nights, Xs the house empty? Answer me. Is 
any one inside ?" 
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She could pnly answer by a rattle in her throat. 
" Make me a sign." 

She seemed to indicate that there was no one there. He took the key, 
unlocked the door, carried her in, and secured it carefully behind them. 









CHAPTER XVII. 

It was a chüly night, and the fire in the widow's parlour had burnt 
low. Her stränge companion placed her in a chair, and stooping down 
before the half-extinguished ashes, raked them together and fanned them 
with his hat, From time to time he glanced at her over his Shoulder, 
as though to assure himself of her remaining quiet and making no eflfort 
to depart ; and that done busied himself about the fire again. 

It was not without reason that he took these pains, for his dress was 
dank and drenched with wet, his iaws rattled witn cold, and he shivered 
from head to foot. It had rained hard durin^ the previous night and 
for some hours in the moming, but since noon it had oeen fine. Where- 
soever he had passed the hours of darkness, his condition sufficiently 
betokened that many of them had been spent beneath the open sky. 
Besmeared with mire ; his saturated clothes clinging with adamp embrace 
about his limbs; his beard unshaven, his face unwashed, his meagre 
cheeks wom into deep hoUows — a more miserable wretch could hardly 
be, than this man who now cowered down upon the widoVs hearth and 
watched the struggling flame with bloodshot eyes. 

She had covered her face with her hands, fearing, as it seemed, to look 
towards him. So they remained for some short time in silence. Glancing 
round again, he asked at length : 

" Is this your house?" 

" It is. Why, in the name of Heaven, do you darken it ?" 

" Give me meat and drink," he answered sullenly, " or l dare do more 
than that. The very marrow in my bones is cold, with wet and hunger. 
I mußt have warmth and food, and I will have them here." 

" You were the robber on the Chigwell Road." 

" I was." 

" And nearly a murderer then." 

" The will was not wantine. There was one came upon me and raised 
the hue-and-cry, that it womd have gone hard with but for his nimble-» 
ness. I made a thrust at him." 

"You thrust your sword at him!^ cried the widow, looking upward8. 
" You hear this man ! You hear and saw ! " 

He looked at her as, with her head thrown back and her hands tiglit 
clenched together, she uttered these words in an agony of appeal. Then, 
starting to his feet as she had done, he advanced towards her. 

" Beware ! " she cried in a suppressed voice, whose firmness stopped 
him midway. i* Do not so much as touch me with a finger, or you are 
lost ; body and soul, you are lost." 

" Hear me," he replied, menacing her with his hand. " I, that in the 
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form of a man live the life of a hnnted beast ; that in the body am a 
spirit, a gliost upon the earth, a thing from which all creatores &hrii]^, 
save those curst beings of another world, who will not leave me ; — I am, 
in my desperation of this night, past all fear but that of the hell in which 
I exist from dav to day. Give the alarm, cry out, refuse to shelter 
me. I will not hurt you. But I will not be taten alive ; and so surely 
as you threaten me above your breath, I fall a dead man on this floor. 
The blood with which I sprinkle it, be on you and yours, in the name of 
the Evil Spirit that tempts men to their ruin ! '* 

As he spoke, he took a pistol from his breast, and firmly clutched it in 
bis band. 

" Bemove this man from me, good Heaven ! ^ cried the widow. " In 
thy grace and mercy, give him one minute's penitence, and strike him 
dead ! " 

*' It has no such purpose,'' he said, confronting her. " It Is deaf. Give 
me to eat and drink, lest I do that it cannot help my doing, and will not 
do for you." 

" Will you leave me, if I do thus much ? WiU you leave me and retnm 
no more?" 

'* I will promise nothing," he rejoined, seating himself at the table, 
" nothing but this — I will execute my threat if you betray me." 

She rose at length, and going to a closet or pantry in the room, brouglit 
out some fragments of cold meat and bread and put them on the table. 
He asked for brandy, and for water. These ehe produced likewise ; and 
he ate and drank with the voracity of a famished hound. All the time 
he was so enga^d she kept at the uttermoet distance of the Chamber^ 
and sat there snuddering out with her face towards him. She never 
tumed her back upon him once ; and although when she passed him (as 
she was oblieed to do in going to and from the cupboard) she gathered 
the skirts of her garment about her, as if even ita touching hia by chance 
were horrible to think of ; still, in the midst of all this dread anä terror, 
she kept her face towards his own, and watched his every movement. 

His repast ended — if that can be called one, which was a mere ravenous 
satisfying of the calls of hunger — ^he moved his chair towards the fire 
again, and warming himself before the blaze which had now sprung 
brightly up, accosted her once more. . 

" I am an outcast, to whom a roof above his head is often an uncoriunon 
luxury, and the food a beggar would reject is delicate fiare. You live 
here at your ease. Do you live alone?" 

" I do not," she made answer with an eflfort 

"Who dwells here besides?" 

" One— it is no matter who. You had best begone, or be may find 
you here. Why do you linger?" 

" For warmth," he feplied, spreading out bis hands before the fire. 
" For warmth. You ai*e rieh, perhaps ? " 

" Veiy," she Said faintly. " Very rieh. No doubt I am very rieh." 

" At least you are not penniless. You have some money. You were 
making purchases to-night." 

" I have a little left. It is but a few Shillings." 

" Give me your purse. You had it in your band at the door. Give 
it to me." 

She stepped to the table and laid it down. He reached across, took it 
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np and told tbe contents into hA hand. As he was counting tbem, she 
lifitened for a moment, and sprang towards him. 

"Take what there is, take all, üike more if more were there, but go 
before ife is too late. I have heard a wayward step without, I know füll 
well. It will retum directly. Begone." 

"Whatdoyoumeanl" 

" Do not stop to ask. I will not answer. Much as I dread to toiich 
you, I would drag you to the door if I possessed the strength, rather than 
you slioiild lose an instant. Miserable wretch ! fly from this place." 

" If there are spies withont, I am safer here," replied the man, Stand- 
ing aghast. " I will remain here, and will not fly tili the danger is past." 

" It is too late ! " cried the widow, who had nstened for the step, and 
not to him. " Hark to that foot upon the groimd ! Do you tremble to 
hear it ! It is my son, my idiot son ! " 

As she Said this wildly, there came a heavy knocking at the door. He 
looked at her, and she at him. 

" Let him come in," said the man, hoarsely. " I fear him less than the 
dark, houseless night. He knocks again. Let him come in ! " 

"The dread of tnis houT,''"retumea the widow, " has been lipon me all 
my life, and I will not. Evil will fall upon him, if you stand eye to eye. 
My blighted boy ! Oh ! all good angels who know the truth — hear a poor 
mothers prayer, and spare my boy from knowledge of this man ! " 

" He rattles at the shutters ! " cried the man. " He calls you. That 
voice and cry ! It was he who grappled with me in the road. Was it he ? " 

She had sunk upon her knees, and so knelt down, moving her lips, but 
uttering no sound. . As he gazed upon her, uncertain what to do or where 
to turn, the shutters flew open. He had barely time to catch a knife 
from the table, sheathe it in the loose sleeve of his coat, hide in the closet, 
and do all with the lightning's speed, when Bamaby tapped at the bare 
glass, and raised the sash exultingly. 

" Why, who can keep out Grip and me ?" he cried, thrusting in his 
head, and staring round the room. " Are you there, mother ? How long 
you keep us from the fire and light! " 

She stammered some excuse and tendered him her hand. But Bamaby 
sprang lightlyin without assistance, and putting his arms about her neck, 
kissed her a hundred times. 

" We have been afield, mother — leaping ditches, scrambling through 
hedges, running down steep banks, up and away, and hurrying on. The 
mnd has been blowing, and the rushes and young plants bowing and bend- 
ing to it, lest it should do them härm, the cowards— and Grip — ha ha ha !— 
brave Grip, who cares for nothing, and when the wind rolls him over in 
the dust, tums manfuUy to bite it — Grip, bold Grip, has quarrelled with 
every Uttle bowing twig — thinking, he told me, that it mocked him — and 
has worried it like a bulldog. Ha ha ha ! " 

The raven, in his little baäet at his master's back, hearing this frequent 
mention of his name in a tone of exultation, expressed his sympathy by 
cpowing like a cock, and afterwards running over his various phrases of 
Speech with such rapidity, and in so many varieties of hoarseness, that 
ttey sounded like the murmurs of a crowd of people. 

"He takes such care of me besides l " said Bamaby. " Such care, mother ! 
He watches all the time I sleep, and when I shut mv eyes and make- 
believe to slumber, he practises new learning softly ; but he keeps his 
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eye on me the while, and if he sees me laugb, though never so litÜe,stops 
directly. He won't surprise me tili he's perfect.'* 

The raven crowed again in a rapturous mannet which plainly said, 
'^ those are certainly some of my cnaracteristics, and I glory in thern." 
in the meantime, Bamaby closea the window and secured it, and comis^ 
to the fire-place, prepared to 8it down with his face to the closet But his 
mother preventea this, by hastily taking that side herseif, and motioning 
him towards the other. 

*^How pale you are to-night!'' said Bamaby, leaning on his stick. 
" We have been cruel, Grip, and made her anxious!" 

Anxions in good truth, and sick at heart. The listener held the door 
of his hiding-place open with his band, and closely watched her son. 
Grip — alive to everytting his master was unconscious of — had his head 
out of the basket, and in retum was watching him intently with his 
glistening eye. 

" He flaps his wings," said Bamaby tuming almost quickly enough to 
catch the retreating form and closing door, " as if there were strangers 
here, but Grip is wiser than to fancy that Jump then ! " 

Accepting this invitation with a dignity peculiar to himself, the bird 
hopped up on bis master's Shoulder, from that to his extended band, and 
so to the ground. Bamaby unstrapping the basket and putting it down 
in a comer with the lid open, Grips first care was to shut it down with 
all possible despatch, and then to stand upon it. Believing, no doubt, 
that he had nowrendered itutterly impossible, and beyond the power of 
mortal man, to shut him up in it any more, he drew a great many corks in 
triuinph, and uttered a corresponding number of hurrahs. 

" Mother ! " said Bamaby, laying aside his hat and stick, and retuming 
to the chair from which he had risen, " 111 teil you where we have been 
to-day, and what we have been doing,— shall I ? " 

She took his band in hers, and holding it, nodded the word she coiüd 
not speak. 

"You mustn't teil," said Barnaby, holding up his finger, "forit'sa 
secret, mind, and only known to me, and Grip, and Hugh. We had the 
dog with US, but he's not like Grip, clever as he is, and doesn't guess it 
yet, I'll wager. — ^Why do you look behind me so ? " 

" Did I ?" she answered faintly. " I didn't know I did. Come nearernie." 

" You are frightened ! " said Bamaby, changing colour. " Mother— you 
don't see — " 

" See what ? " 

" There's — there's none of this about, is there ? " he answered in a 
whisper, drawing closer to her and claspine the mark upon his wrist. 
" I am afraid there is, some where. You make my hair stand on end,and 
my flesh creep. Why do you look like that ? Is it in the room as I have 
Seen in my dreams,dashüigthe ceilingand the walls with red? Tellme. 
Isit?" 

He feil into a shivering fit as he put the question,and shuttingouttlie 
light with his hands, sat shaking in every limb until it had passed awav. 
After a time, he raised his head and looked about him. 

"Isitgone?" 

" There has been nothing here," rejoined his mother, soothing him. 
"Nothing indeed, dear Bamaby. Look! You see there are but you 
and me." 
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He gazed at her vacantly, and, becoming reassured by degrees, burst 
into a wild laugh. 

"But let US see," he said, thoughtfully. " We were talking ? Was it 
you and me ? Where have we been ? " 

" Nowhere but here." 

"Aye, but Hugh, and I," said Bamaby, — "that's it. Maypole Hugh, 
and I, yon know, and Grip----we have been lying in the forest, and among 
the trees by the roadside, with a dark lantem after night came on, and 
the dog in a noose ready to slip him when the man came by." 

" What man ? " 

" The robber ; him that the stars winked at. We have waited for him 
after dark these many nights, and we shall have him. I'd know him in 
a thousand. Mother, see here ! This is the man. Look ! " 

He twisted his handkerchief round his head, puUed bis hat upon his 
brow, wrapped his coat about him, and stood up before her : so like the 
original he counterfeited, that the dark figure peering out behind him 
might have passed for his own shadow. 

" Ha ha ha ! We shall have him," he cried, ridding himself of the 
Remblance as hastily as he had assumed it. " You shall see him, mother, 
boiind band and foot, and brought to London at a saddle sirth ; and you 
ßhall hear of him at Tybum Tree if we have luck. So Hugh says. You're 
pale again, and trembling. And why do you look behind me so ? " 

" It is nothing," she answered. " I am not quite well. Go you to 
bed, dear, and leave me here." 

" To bed ! " he answered. " I don't like bed. I like to lie before the 
fire, watching the prospects in the burning coals — the rivers, hills, and 
dells, in the deep, red sunset, and the wild faces. I am hungry too, and 
Grip has eaten nothing since broad noon. Let us to supper. Grip ! To 
supper, lad ! " 

The raven flapped his wings, and, croaking his satisfaction, hopped to 
the feet of his master, and there held his bill open, ready for snappinc 
up such lumps of meat as he should throw him. Of these he receivea 
aoont a score in rapid succession, without the smallest discomposure. 

«That 's all," said Bamaby. 

^ More ! '* cried Grip, " More ! " 

But it appearing for a certainty that no more was to be had, he re- 
treated witn his störe ; and disgorging the morseis one by one from his 
pouch, hid them in various corners — taking particular care^ however, to 
avoid the closet, as being doubtful of the hidden man^s propensities and 
power of resisting temptation. When he had concludea these arrange- 
ments, he took a tum or two across the room with an elaborate assump- 
tion of having nothing on his mind (but with one eye hard upon his ' 
treasure all the time), and then, and not tili then, began to drag it out, 
piece by piece, and eat it with the utmost relish. 

Bamaby, for his part, having pressed his mother to eat, in vain, made 
a hearty supper too. Once during the progress of his meal, he wanted 
more bread Ixom the closet, and rose to get it. She hurriedly interposed 
to prevent him, and summoning her utmost fortitude, passed into the 
recess, and brought it out herseif. 

" Mother," said Bamaby, looking at her stedfastly as she sat down 
beside him after doing so ; " is to-day my birthday ? " 

" To-day 1 ^ she answered. " Don t you recoUect it was but a week or 



94 BARNABY RUDOB. 

Bo i^;o, and that sammer, autumn, and winter has to pass before it comes 
again ? " 

'^ I remember that it has been so tili now," said Bamaby. " But I 
think to-day must be my birthday too, for all that" 

She asked him why ? " I'Il teil you why," he said. " I have always 
Seen you — I didn't let you know it, but I have — on the evening of tmit 
day grow very sad. I have seen you cry when Grip and I were most 
glad ; and look frightened with no reason ; and I nave touched your 
hand, and feit that it was cold — as it is now. Once, mother (on a birth- 
day that was, also), Grif) and I thought of this after we went upstairs to 
bed, and when it was midnight, striking one o'clock, we came down to 
your door to see if vou were well. You were on your knees. I folget 
what it was you said. Grip, what was it we heard her say that night ?'' 

" I'm a devil ! " rejoined the raven promptly. 

" No, no," said Barnaby. " But you saiu something in a prayer; and 
when you rose and walked about, you looked (as you have done ever 
since, mother, towards night on my birthday) just as you do now. I 
have found that out, you see, though I am siÜy. So I say you're wrong; 
and this must be my birthday — my birthday, Grip !" 

The bird received this inibrmation with a crow of such duration as a 
cock, gifted with intelligence beyond all others of his kind, might usher 
in the longest day with. Then, as if he had well considered tne senti- 
ment, and regaided it as apposite to birthday s, he cried, " Never say 
die ! " a great many times, ana flapped his wings for emphasis. 

The widow tried to make light of Bamaby's remark, and endeavoiired 
to divert his attention to some new subject ; too easy a task at aU times, 
as she knew. His supper done, Bamaby, regardless of her entreaties, 
stretched himself on the mat before the fire ; Grip perched upon his leg, 
nnd divided his time between dozing in the grateful warmth, and en- 
deavouring (as it presently appeared) to recall a new accompüshment he 
had been studying all day. 

A long and proifbund silence ensued, broken only'by some change of 
Position on the part of Bamaby, whose eyes were still wide open and 
intenljy fixed upon the fire ; or by an eflfort of recollection on the part 
of Grip, who would cry in a low voice from time to time, " PoUy put Ihe 
ket — and there stop short, forgetting the remainder, and go oflf in a 
doze again. 

After a long interval, Bamaby's breathing grewmore deep and reguhir, 
and his eyes were closed. But even then the unquiet spint of the raven 
interposed, " Polly put the ket — ^" cried Grip, and his master was broad 
awake again. 

At length Bamaby slept soundly, and the bird, with his bill sunk 
upon his breast, his breast itself pufFed out into a comfortable alderman- 
liie form, and his bright eye growing smaller and smaller, really seeraed 
to be subsiding into a State of repose. Now and then he muttered in a 
sepulchral voice, " Polly put the Ket — " but very drowsily, and more hke 
a drunken man than a reflecting raven. 

The widow, scarcely venturihg to breathe, rose from her seat The 
man gllded from the closet, and extinguished the candle. 

".— tle— on!" cried Grip,ßuddenly Struck with an idea and very much 
excited. " tle— on ! Hurrah ! Polly put the kettleTon, we'll all have 
tea; Polly put the ket-tle on, we'U all have tea. Hurrah ! hurrahl 
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hurrali ! I*nl a devil, I'm a devil, I'm a ket-tle on, Keep up yout spirits, 
Never ßay die, Bow, wow, wow, Vm a devil, I'm a ket-tle, rm a---Polly 
put the kettle on, we'll all have tea !" 

They stood rooted to the ground, 6& though it had been a voice froxn 
the grave. 

But even this failed to awaken the sleeper. He tumed over towards 
the fire, Ms arm feil to the ground, and his head drooped heavily upon it. 
The widow and her unwelcome visitor gazed at him and at each other fot 
a moment, and then she motioned him towards the door. 

" Stay," he whispered. " You teach your son well," 

" I have taught him nothing that yoti heard to-night Depart instantly, 
or I will rouse him." 

" You are free to do so. Shall I rouse him ? " 

" You dare not do that.'' 

"I dare do anythin^, I have told you. He knows me well, it seems. 
At least I will know him." 

" Would you kill him in his sleep ? " cried the widow, throwing herseif 
between them. 

" Woman," he retumed between his teeth, as he motioned her aside, 
" I would see him nearer, and I will. If you want one of us to kill the 
other, wake him." 

With that he advanced, and bending down over the prostrate form, 
Boftly tumed back the head and looked into the face. Tlie light of the 
fire was upon it, and its every lineament was revealed distinctly. He 
contemplated it Ibr a brief space, and hastily uprose. 

"Observe," he whispered in the widow's ear. "In him, of whose 
existence I was ignorant until to-night, I have you in my power. Be 
careful how you use me. 1 am destitute and starving, and a wanderer 
upon the earth. I may take a sure and slow revenge." 

" There is some dreadful meaning in your words. I do not fathom it." 

" There is a meaning in them, and I see you «fathom it to its very 
depth. You have anticipated it for years ; you have told me as much. 
1 leave you to digest it. Do not forget my waming." 

He pointed, as he left her, to the slumbering form, and stealthily 
wilhdrawing, made his way into the street. She feil on her knees 
beside the sleeper, and remained like one stricken into stone, until the 
tears which fear had frozen so long, came tenderly to her relief. 

"Oh, Thou," she cried, "who mist taught me such deep love for this 
one remnant of the promise of a happy life, out of whose affliction, even 
perhaps the comfort Springs that he is ever a relying, loving child to me 
—never growing old or cold at heart, but needing my care and duty in 
his manly strengjth as in his cradle-time — help him, in his darkened 
walk through this sad world, or he is doomed, and my poor heait is 
broken!" ' 




CHAPTER XVIII. 
Gliding alonc the silent streets, and holding his course where they 
were darkest and most gloomy, the man who had left the widow's house 
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crossed London Bridge, and arriving in tlie City, plunged into the back- 
ways, lanes, and courts, between Comhill and Smithfield, with no more 
fixedness of purpose than to lose himself among their windings, and 
baffle pursuit, if anjr one were do^ing bis steps. 

It was the dead time of the night, and all was quiet. Now and tben 
a drowsy watchman's footsteps sounded on the pavement, or the lamp- 
lighter on bis rounds went flashing past, leaving behind a little track of 
smoke mingled with glowing morsels of bis bot red link. He bid him- 
self even from these partakers of bis lonely walk, and, shrinking in some 
arch or doorway while they passed, issued forth again wbeD tney were 
gone, and so pursued bis solitary wav. 

To be shelterless and alone in the open country,*hearing the wind 
moan, and watching for day through the whole long weary night ; to 
listen to the falling rain, and crouch for warmth beneath the lee of some 
old bam or rick, or in the hoUow of a tree, are dismal things— but not 
so dismal as the wandering up and down where shelter is, and beds and 
sleepers are by thousands ; a bouseless rejected creature. To pace the 
echoing stones from bour to hour, counting the dull chimes of the clocks; 
to waten the lights twinkling in Chamber Windows ; to think what happy 
forgetfulness each house shnts in ; that here are children coiled t(^ether 
in their beds, here youth, here age, here poverty, here wealth, all eqnal 
in their sleep, and all at rest ; to have nothing in common ^vith the 
slumbering world around, not even sleep, Heaven's gift to all its crea- 
tures, and be akin to nothing but despair ; to feel, by the wretched con- 
trast with everything on every hand, more utterly alone and cast away 
than in a trackless desert ; this is a kind of suflfering, on which the 
rivers of great cities close fiiU many a time, and which the eolitude in 
crowds alone awakens. 

The miserable man paced up and down the streets — so long, so weari- 
some, so like each other — and often cast a wistful look towams the east, 
hoping to See the first faint streaks of day. But obdurate night had yet 
possession of the sky, and his disturbed and restless walk found no 
relief. 

One house in a back street was tright with the cheerful glare of lights; 
there was the sound of music in it too, and the tread of dancers, and 
there were cheerful voices, and many a burst of laughter. To this place 
— to be near something that was awake and glad — he retumed again and 
again ; and more than one of those who left it when the merriment was 
at its height, feit it a check upon their mirthful mood to see him flitting 
to and fro like an imeasy ghost. At last the guests departed, one and 
all ; and then the house was close shut up, and became as dull and silent 
as the rest. 

His wanderinjjs brought him at one time to the city jail. Instead of 
hastening from it as a place of ill omen, and one he had cause to shun, 
he sat down on some steps hard by, and resting his chin upon his hand, 
gazed upon its rough and frowning walls as though even they became a 
refuge in his jaded eyes. He paced it round and round, came back to 
the same spot, and sat down again. He did this often, and once, with a 
hasty movement, crossed to where some men were watching in the prisoii 
lodge, and had his foot upon the steps as though determined to accost 
them. But looking round, he saw that the day began to break, and 
trtilmg in his purpose» tumed and fled. 
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He was soon in the quarter he had lately traversed, and pacing to and 
fro again as he had done belbre. He was passing down a mean street, 
when from an alley close at hand some shoiits of revelry arose, and there 
came straggling forth a dozen madcaps, whooping and calling to each 
other, who, parting noisily, took diflferent ways and dLspersed in smaller 
groups. 

Hoping that some low place of entertainment which would affoKl him 
a safe refuge might be near at hand, he tumed into this court when they 
were all gone, and looked about for a half-opened door, or lighted win- 
dow, or other indication of the place whence thev had come. It was so 
profounclly dark, however, and so ill-favoured, that he concluded they 
tad but turned up there, missing their way, and were pouring out again 
when he observed- them. With this impression, and nnding there was 
no outlet but that by which he had entered, he was about to tum, when 
from a grating near his feet a sudden stream of light appeared, and the 
sound of talking came. He retreated into a doorway to see who these 
talkers were, and to listen to them. 

The light came to the level of the pavement as he did this, and a man 
ascended, bearing in his hand a torch. This figure unlocked and held 
open the grating, as for the passage of another, who presently appeared, 
in the form of a young man of small stature and uncommon self-impor- 
tance, dressed in an obsolete and very gaudy fashion. 

" Qood night, noble captain," saiä lie with the torch. " Farewell, 
Commander. Good luck, ulustrious general ! " 

In retum to these compliments, the other bade him hold his tongue and 
keep his noise to himself, and laid upon him many similar injunctions, 
witn great liuency of speech and sternness of manner. 

" Commend me, captain, to the stricken Miggs," returned the torch- 
bearer in a lower voice. " My captain flies at higher game than Miggses. 
Ha, ha, ha ! My captain is an eagle, both as respects his eye and soaring 
wings. My captain breaketh hearts as other oachelors break eggs at 
breakfast." 

" What a fool you are, Stagg ! " said Mr. Tappertit, stepping on the 
pavement of the court, and brushing from his legs the dust he had con- 
tracted in his passage upward. • 

." His precious hmbs !" cried Stagg, clasping one of his ankles. " Shall 
a Miggs aspire to these proportions? No, no, my captain. We will 
inveigle Ladies fair, and wed them in our secret cavem. We will unite 
ourselves with blooming beauties, captain." 

"I'll teil you what, my bück," säid Mr. Tappertit, releasing his leg, 
"Pll trouble you not to take liberties, and not to broach certain ques- 
tions unless certain questions are broached to you. Speak when you 're 
spoke to on particular subjects, and not otherways. Hold the torch up 
tili I Ve got to the end of the court, and then tennel yourself, do you 
hear?" 
" I hear you, noble captain." 

" Obey then," said Mr. Tapperit haughtily. " Gentlemen, lead on ! " 
With which word of command faddressed to an imaginary staff or retinue) 
lie folded his arms, and walkea with surpassing dignity down the court. 
His obsequious follower stood holding the torch abovc his head, and 
then the observer saw for the first time, from his place of concealment, 
that he was blind. Some involuntary motion on his part caught the 
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quick eor of the blind man, before he was conscions of having moved an 
inch towards him, for he tumed suddenly and cried, "Who's there?" 

"A man/' said the other, advancing. " A friend." 

" A Btranger !" rejoined the blind man. " Strangere are not my Mends. 
What do you do there ? " 

" I saw your Company come out, and waited here tili they were gone. 
I want a lodging." 

'' A lodging at this time ! " retumed Stagg, pointing towaids the dawn, 
as though he saw it '^ Do you know the day is breädng ?'' 

•* 1 know it," rejoined the other, " to my cost I have oeen traversmg 
this iron-hearted town all night." 

^* You had better traverse it again," eaid the blind man, preparing to 
descend, '* tili you find some lodgings suitable to your taste. I don't let 
any." 

" Stay ! " cried the other, holdins him by the arm. 

" I '11 beat this light about that nangdog face of yours (for hangdog it 
is, if it answers to your voice), and rouse the neighbourhood besides, if 
you detain me," saia the blind man. " Let me go. Do you hear ?" 

" Do you hear ? " retumed the other, chinking a few Shillings together, 
and hurriedly pressing them into his band. " I beg nothing of yon. I 
will pay for the shelter you give me. Death ! Is it much to ask of sucli 
as you ! I have come Irom the country, and desiie to rest where there 
are none to question me. I am faint, exhausted, wom out, almost dead. 
Let me lie down, like a dog, before your fire. I ask no more than that 
If you would be rid of me, I will depart to-morrow." 

** If a gentleman has been imfortunate on the road," muttered Sfa^, 
yielding to the other, who, pressing on him, had already gained a footmg 
on the Steps, — " and can pay for his accommodation — ^ 

" I will pay you with all 1 have. I am just now past the want of 
food, Qod knows, and wish but to purchase shelter. What companion 
have you below?" 

" None." 

" Then fasten your grate there, and show me the way. Quick ! " 

The blind man complied after a momenfs hesitation, and they 
descended together. The dialogue had passed as hurriedly as the words 
could be spoken, and they stood in his wretched room before he had had 
time to recover from his first surprise. 

" May I see where that door leads to, and what is beyond ? " said the 
man, -glancing keenly round. " You will not mind that ? " 

"I will show you myself. Folio w me, or go before. Take your 
choice." 

He bade him lead the way, and, by the lighT; of the torch which his 
conductor held up for the purpose, inspected all three cellars narrowly. 
Assured that the blind man had spoken truth, and that he lived there 
alone, the visitor retumed with him to the first, in which a fire was 
buming, and flung himself with a deep groan upon the ground before it 

His host pursued his usual occupation without seeming to heed him 
any further. But directly he feil asleep — and he noted his falling into a 
ßlumber as readily as the keenest-sighted man could have done — he knelt 
down beeide him, and passed his band lightly but carefuUy over his face 
and person. 

Hia sleep was checkered with Starts and moans, and sometimes witli a 
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muttered word or two. His liands were clenched, bis brow bent,aiid bis 
moutb firmly set. All tbis, tbe blind man accurately marked ; and as if 
bis curiosity were strongly awakened, and be bad already some inkling 
of bis mystery, be sat watcbing bim, if tbe expression may be used, ana 
listening, until it was broad day. 






CHAPTER XIX. 

Dolly Varden's pretty little bead was yet bewildered by various 
recollections of tbe party, and ber brigbt eyes were yet dazzled by a 
crowd of images, dancing before tbem like motes in tbe simbeams, among 
wbicb tbe emgy of one partner in particiliar did especially figure, tbe 
same being a young coacbmaker (a master in bis own rigbt) wbo bad 
given ber to understand, wben be banded ber into tbe cbair at parting, 
that it was bis fixed resolve to neglect bis business from tbat time, and 
die slowly for tbe love of ber — Dolly's bead and eyes, and tbougbts, and 
seven senses, were all in a State of flutter and confusion for wbich tbe 
party was accountable, altbougb it was now tbree days old, wben, as sbe 
was sitting listlessly at breaklast, reading all manner of fortunes (tbat is 
to say, of mamed and flourisbing fortunes) in tbe grounds of ber tea- 
cup, a Step was beard in tbe worksbop, and Mr. Edward Cbester was 
descried tbrougb tbe glass door, standing among tbe rusty locks and 
keys, like love among tbe roses — for wbicb apt comparison tbe bistorian 
may by no means take any credit to bimself, tbe same being tbe invention, 
in a sentimental mood, of tbe cbaste and modest Miggs, wbo, bebolding 
bim from tbe doorsteps sbe was tben cleaning, did, in ber maiden medi- 
tation, giye titterance to tbe simile. 

Tbe locksmitb, wbo bappened at tbe moment to bave bis eyes tbrown 
upward and bis bead backward, in an intense communing witb Toby, 
did not see bis visitor, until Mrs. Varden, more watcbful than tbe rest, 
bad desired Sim Tappertit to open tbe glass door and give bim admis- 
sion — from wbicb untoward circumstance tbe good lady argued (for sbe 
could deduce a precious moral from tbe most trifling event) tbat to 
tak« a draugbt of small ale in tbe moming was to observe a pemicious, 
irreligious, and Pagan custom, tbe relisb wbereof sbould be left to swine, 
and Satan, or at least to Popisb persons, and sbould be sbunned by tbe 
rigbteous as a work of sin and evil. Sbe would no doubt bave pursued 
ber admonition mucb furtber, and would bave founded on it a long list 
of precious precepts of inestimable value, but tbat tbe yoimg gentleman, 
Standing by in a somewbat uncomfortable and discomflted manner wbile 
sbe read ber spouse tbis lecture, occasioned ber to bring it to a premature 
conclueion. 

" I 'm sure you '11 excuse me, sir," said Mrs. Vai^den, rising and curtsey- 
ing. " Varden is so verv tbougbtless, and needs so mucb reminding. — 
Sim, bring a cbair bere.'* 

Mr. Tappertit obeyed, witb a flourisb implying tbat be did so under 
Protest 

7—2 
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" And you can go, Sim," said tlie locksmith. 

Mr. Tappertit obeyed again, still under protest ; and betaking himseU 
to the worKshop, began seriously to fear tnat he might find it necesearj 
to poison bis master before bis time was out 

In tbe meantime, Edward retumed suitable replies to Mrs. Varden's 
conrtesies, and that lady brightened up very mach ; so that when be ac- 
cepted a diah of tea from tbe feir bands of Dolly, sbe was perfectly agree- 
able. 

" I am sure if tbere's anytbing we can do — Varden, or I, or Dolly 
eitber — to serve you, sir, at any time, you bave only to say it, and it 
sball be done," said Mrs. V. 

" I am mucb obliged to you, I am sure," retumed Edward. " You 
encourage me to say tbat I bave come bere now to beg your good offices." 

Mrs. varden was deligbted beyond measure. 

" It occurred to me tlmt probably your fair daugbter might be going 
to Tbe Warren eitber to-day or to-morrow," said Edward, glancing at 
Dolly ; " and if so, and you will allow her to take charge of this letter, 
ma'am, you wiU oblige me more than I can teil you. The trutb is, that 
wbile I am very anxious it sbould reacb its destination, I bave particular 
reasons for not trusting it to any otber conveyance ; so tbat, without 
your help, I am wboUy at a loss." 

"Sbe was not going tbat way, sir, eitber to-day or to-morrow, nor 
indeed all next week," tbe lady graciously rejoined ; **but we sball be 
very glad to put ourselves out of tbe way on your account ; and if you 
wish it, you may depend upon its going to-day. You might suppose," 
said Mrs. Varden, frowning at her husband, " from Varden's sitting there 
so glum and silent, tbat he objected to this arrangement ; but you must 
not mind that, sir, if you please. It's bis way at bome. Out of doors 
be can be cbeerful and talkative enougb." 

Now, the fact was that the unfortunate locksmith, blessing bis ßtara 
to find bis belpmate in such good bumour, bad been sitting with a beani- 
ing face bearing this discourse with a joy past all expression. Wherefore 
this sudden attack quite took bim by surprise. 

" My dear Martha " be said. 

" Oh yes, I dare say," interrupted Mrs. Varden, with a smile of mingled 
scom and pleasantry. " Very dear ! We all know tbat," 

"No, but my good soul," said Gabriel, "you are quite mistaken ; you 
are indeed. I was deligbted to find you so kind and ready. I waited, 
my dear, anxiously, I assure you, to hear wbat you vrould say." 

" You waited anxiously," repeated Mrs. V. " Yes ! Thank you, 
Varden. You waited, as you alwaya do, that I might bear the blame, if 
any came of it. But I am used to it," said the lady with a kind of 
solemn titter, " and that *s my comfort ! " 

" I give you my word, Martha " said QabrieL 

" Let me give you my word, my dear," interposed bis wife with a 
Christian smile, " that such discussions as these between married üeople 
are mucb better left alone. Therefore, if you please, Varden, weJU drop 
the subject I bave no wish to pursue it. I could. I might say a great 
deal ; but I would ratber not. JPray don't say any more." 




i 
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" Ypu did not begin it, Varden ! " exclaimed bis wife, opening her 
eyes very wide and looking round upon the Company as thougn ehe 
would say : * You hear this man ! ' " You did not begin it, Varden ! 
But you shall not say I was out of temper. No, you did not begin it ; 
ob dear no, not you, my dear ! " 

«* Well, well," Said the locksmitb. " That 's settled, then." 

"Oh, yes," rejoined bis wife, **quite. If you like to say Dolly began 
it, my dear, I snall not contradict you. I know my duty. I need know 
it, 1 am sure. I am often obliged to bear it in mind, wben my inclina- 
tion perbaps would be for a moment to forget it. Thank you, Varden." 
And so, witb a migbty sbow of bumility and foigiveness, sbe folded her 
hands and looked round again, witb a smile wbich plainly said : '* If you 
desire to see the first and foremost among female martyrs, bere sbe is 
on view.' 

This little incident, illustrative tbougb it was of Mrs. Varden's extra- 
ordinary sweetness and amiability, had so strong a tendency to check the 
conversation and to disconcert all parties but that exceUent lady, that 
only a few monosyllables were uttered until Edward withdrew ; whicb 
he presently did, thanking the lady of the bouse a great many times for 
her condescension, and whispering in Dolly's ear that he would call on 
the morrow in case there should nappen to be an answer to the note— 
whicb, indeed, sbe knew witbout bis telling, as Bamaby and bis friend 
Grip had dropped in on the previous night to prepare her for the visit 
whicb was then terminating. 

Gabriel, wbo had attended Edward to the door, came back witb bis 
hands in his pockets ; and, after fidgeting about the room in a very un 
easy manner, and casting a great many sidelong looks at Mrs. Varden 
(who, witb the calmest countenance in the world, was five fatboms deep 
in the Protestant Manual), inquired of Dolly how sbe meant to go. 
Dolly supposed by the stage-coach, and looked at her lady mother, who, 
finding berself silently appealed to, dived down at least anotber fathom 
into the Manual, and became unconscious of all eartbly tbings. 

" Martha ! " said the locksmitb. 

" I bear you, Varden,'* said bis wife, witbout rising to the surface. 

" I am Borry, my dear, yon have such an objection to the Maypole and 
old John ; for otherwise, as it 's a very üne moming, and Saturday 's not 
a busy day witb us, we might have all three gone to Chigwell in the 
chaise and had ^uite a bappy day of it." 

Mrs. Varden immediately closed the Manuel, and, bursting into tears, 
requested to be led upstairs. 

" What is the matter, now, Martha ?" inquired the locksmitb. 

To whicb Martha rejoined : "Oh ! don't speak to me," and protested 
in a^ny that if anybody had told her so sbe wouldn*t have believed it. 

" jBu^ Martha ! — " said Gabriel, putting bimself in the way as sbe was 
moving off witb the aid of DoUy's Shoulder. " Wouldn't have believed 
what ■? Teil me what 's wrong now. Do teil me. Upon my soul I don't 
know. Do you know, child ? Damme ! " cried the locksmitb, plucking 
at bis wig in a kind of frenzy, " nobody does know, I verily believe, but 
Migss!" 

" Miggs," said Mrs. Varden faintly, and witb Symptoms of approacb- 
ing inconerence, " is attached to me, and that is sufficient to draw down 
hatred upon her in this bouse. ^ Sbe is a comfort to me, wbatever sbe may 
be to others." 
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prepored for that ; it 's natural ; it's of a piece with the rest. Wlien you 
taunt me, as you do to my face, how can I wonder that you taunt her 
behind her back ? " And here, the incoherence Coming on very streng, 
Mrs. Vaiden wept, and laughed, and sobbed, and shivered, and hiccoughed, 
and choked ; and said she knew it was very foolish, but she comdn't 
help it ; and that when she was dead and gone, perhaps they would be 
sorry for it — which reallv under the circnmstances did not appear qnite 
80 probable as she seemed to think — with a great deal more to the same 
effect In a word, she passed with great decency through all the cere- 
monies incidental to such occasions ; and, being supported upstairs, was 
deposited in a highly spasmodic State on her own bea, where Miss Miggs 
shortly afterwards flung herseif upon the body. 

The philosophy of Sil this was, that Mrs. Varden wanted to gp lo 
ChigweÜ ; that she did not want to make any concession or explanation; 
that she would only go on being implored and entreated so to do ; and 
that she would accept no other terms. Accordingly, after a vast amount 
of moaning and crving upstairs, after much damping of foreheads, and 
vinegaring of temples and hartshoming of noses, and so forth ; and after 
most pathetic adjurations from Mi^s, assisted by warm brandy-and- 
water not over weak, and divers otEer cordials, also of a stimulating 
quality, administered at first in teaspoonfuls and afterwards in increasing 
cioses, and of which Miss Miggs herseif partook as a preventive measure 
(for fainting is infectious) ; after all these remedies, and many more too 
numerous to mention, but not to take, had been applied ; and many 
verbal consolations, moral, religious, and miscellaneous, had been super- 
added thereto ; the locksmith humbled himself, and the end was gained. 

" If it 's only for the sake of peace and quietness, father," said Dolly, 
urginff him to go unstairs. 

" On, Doli, Doli, said her good-natured father. " If you ever have a 
husband of your own ^" 

Dolly glanced at the glass. 

" — Well, when you have," said the locksmith, " never faint, my darling. 
More domestie unhappiness has come of easy fainting. Doli, than from 
all the greater passions put together. Reraember that, my dear, if you 
would be reaUy happy, which you can never be, if your nusband isn't. 
And a word in your ear, my precious. Never have a Miggs about you!" 

With this advice he kissed his blooming daughter on the cheek, and 
slowly repaired to Mrs. Varden's room ; where that lady,lying all pale and 
languid on her couch, was refreshing herseif \vith a sight of ner last new 
bonnet, which Miggs, as a means of calming her scattered spirits, dis- 
played to the best advantage at her bedside. 

" Here 's master, mim," said Miggs. " Oh, what a happiness it is when 
man and wife come round again ! Oh gracious, to thiuK that him and 
her should ever have a word together ! " In the energy of these senti- 
ments, which were uttered as an apostrophe to the heavens in general, 
Miss Miggs perched the bonnet on the top of her own head, and folding 
her hands, tumed on her tears. 

** I can't help it," cried Miggs. « I couldn't, if I was to be drownded 
m em. Sh«^ has such a forgiving spirit ! She '11 forget all that haa 
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passed, and go along with you, sir— Oh, if it was to the world's end, 
ßlie 'd go along with yon." 

Mrs. Varden with a faint smile gently reproved her attendant for this 
enthnsiasm, and reminded her at the same tiine that she was far too 
unwell to venture out that day. 

" Oh no, you're not, mim, indeed you're not," said Miggs. " I appeal 
to master ; master knows you 're not, mim. The hair, and motion of the 
shay, will do you good, mim, and you must not give way, you must not 
raly. She must keep up, mustn't she, sir, for all our eakes ? I was a tell- 
ing her that, just now. She must remember us, even if she forgets her- 
seif. Master will persuade you, mim, I 'm sure. There 's Miss Dolly 
a-»oing, you know, and master, and you, and all so happy and so comfort- 
able. Oh ! " cried Miggs, tuming on the tears again, previous to quitting 
the room in great emotion, ** I never see such a bleased one as she is for 
the forgiveness of her spirit, 1 never, never, never did. Nor more did 
master neither ; no, nor no one — never ! " 

For fi ve minutes or thereabouts, Mrs. Varden remained mildly opposed 
to all her husband's prayers that she wotüd oblige him by taking a day*s 
pleasure ; but relentmg at length, she suffered herseif to be jpersuaded, 
and granting him her free forgiveness (the merit whereof, she meekly 
Said, rested with the Manual and not with her), desired that Miggs might 
come and help her dress. The handmaid attended promptly, and it is but 
justice to their Joint exertions to record that, when the good lady came 
downstairs in course of time, completely decked out for the journey, she 
really looked as if nothing had happened, and appeared in the very best 
health imaginable. 

As to Dolly, there she was again, the very pink and pattem of good 
looks, in a smart little cherry-coloured mantle, with a hood of the same 
drawn over her head, and upon the top of that hood, a little straw hat 
trimmed with cherry-coloured ribbons, and wom the merest trifle on one 
side—iust enough in short to make it the wickedest and most provoking 
head-dress that ever malicious milliner devised. And not to speak of the 
manner in which these cherry-coloured decorations brightened her eyes, 
or vied with her lips, or shed a new bloom on her face, she wore such a 
cruel little muff, and such a heartrendering pair of shoes, and was so sur- 
rounded and hemmed in, as it were, by aggravations of all kinds, that 
when Mr. Tappertit, holding the horse's head, saw her come out of the 
house alone, such Impulses came over him to decoy her into the chaise 
and drive off like mad, that he wöuld unquestionaoly have done it, but 
for certain uneasy doubts besetting him as to the shortest way to Gretna 
Green ; whether it was up the street or down, or up the righthand tum- 
ing or the left ; and whether, supposing all the tumpikes to be carried 
bystorm, the blacksmith in the end would marry them on credit ; which 
by reason of his clerical office appeared, even to his excited Imagination, 
so nnlikely, that he hesitated. Ajid while he stood hesitating, and look- 
ing post-chaises-and-six at Dolly, out came his master and mistress, and 
the constant Miggs, and the opportunity was gone for ever. For now the 
chaise creaked upon its Springs, and Mrs. Varden was inside ; and now it 
creaked again, and more than ever, and the locksmith was inside ; and 
now it bounded once, as if its heart beat lightly, and Dolly was inside ; 
and now it was gone and its place was empty, and he and that dreary 
Migg8 were standing in the street together. 
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The liearty locksmitli was in as good a hnmour as if notliing had 
occurred for the last twelve months to put him out of bis way. Dolly 
was all smiles and graces, and Mrs. Yarden was agieeable beyond aU 
precedent. As they jogged through the streets talking of this thing and 
of that, who should be descried upon the pavement but that very coach- 
maker, looking so genteel that nobody would have believed he had ever 
had anything to do with a coach but liding in it, and bowing like any 
nobleman. To be sure, Dolly was confused when she bowed again, and 
to be sure the cherrv-coloured ribbons trembled a little when she met 
his moumful eye, which seemed to say, " I have kept my word, I have 
begun, the business is going to the devil, and you re the cause of it." 
There he stood, rooted to the ground, as Dolly said, like a statue ; and as 
Mrs. Varden said, like a pump ; tili they tumed the comer : and when 
her father thought it was like his impudence, and her mother wondered 
what he meant by it, Dolly blushed again tili her very hood was pale. 

But on they went, not the less merrily for this ; and there was tue lock- 
smith in the incautious fulness of his heart " pulling-up ** at all manner 
of places, and evincing a most intimate acquaintance with all the tayems 
on the road,and all the landlordsand all the landladies, with whom, indeed, 
the little horse was on equally friendly terms, for he kept on stopping of 
his own accord. Never were people so glad to see other people as these 
landlords and landladies were tobehold Mr. Varden and Mrs. Varden and 
Miss Varden ; and wouldn't they get out? said one ; and they really must 
walk upstairs, said another ; and she would take it ill and be quite cer- 
tain they were proud if they wouldn't have a little taste of sometbing, 
said a third ; and so on, that it was really quite a Pro^ress rather than a 
ride, and one continued scene of hospitality from beginning to end. It 
was pleasant enoiigh to be held in such esteem, not to mention the 
refreshments ; so Mrs. Varden said nothing at the time, and was all affa- 
bility and delight-^but such a body of evidence as she coUected against 
the unfortimate locksmith that day, to be used thereafter as occasion 
might require, never was got together for matrimonial purposes. 

In course of time — and in course of a pretty long time too, for these 
agreeable interruptions delayed them not a little, — they arrived upon 
the skirts of the Forest, and riding pleasantly on among the trees, came 
at last to the Maypole, where the locKsmith's cheerful " Yoho! " speedily 
brought to the porch old John, and after him young Joe, both of whom 
were so transfixed at sight of the ladies, that for a moment they were 
perfectly unable to give them any welcome, and could do nothing but 
Stare. 

It was only for a moment, however, that Joe forgot himself, for speedily 
reviving, he thrnst his drowsy father aside — to Mr. Willet's mighty and 
inexpressible indignation— and darting out, stood ready to help them to 
alight. It was necessary for Dolly to get out first. Joe had her in his 
arms ;— -yes, though for a space of time no longer than you could count 
one in, Joe had her in his arms. Here was a glimpse of happiness ! 
• It would be difficult to describe what a flat and common-place affair 
the helping Mrs. Varden out afterwards was, but Joe did it, and did it 
too with the best grace in the world. Then old John, who, entertaininj? 
a dull and foggy sort of idea that Mrs. Varden wasn't fond of him, had 
been in some doubt whether she might not have come for purposes of 
essault and battery, took courage, hoped she was well, and ofl^red to 
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conduct her into the house. Thiß tender being amicably received, they 
inarched in together ; Joe and Dolly followed, ann-in-arm (happiness 
again !) and Varden broughi up the rear. 

Old John would have it that they must sit in the bar, and nobody 
objecting, into the bar they went. All bars are snng places but the 
Maypole's was the very snuggest, cosiest, and completest bar, that ever 
the wit of man devised. Such amazing bottles in old oaken pigeon- 
holes; such gleaming tankards dangling from pegs at about the samo 
inclination as thirsty men would hold them to their lips ; such sturdy 
little Dutch kegs ranged in rows on shelves ; so many lemons hanging in 
separate nets, and forming the fragrant grove already mentioned in this 
chronicle, suggestive, witn goodly loaves of snowy sugar stowed away 
liard by, of punch, idealised beyond all mortal knowledge ; such closets, 
ßuch presses, such drawers füll of pipes, such places for putting things 
away in hollow window-seats, all crammed to the throat with eatables, 
drinkables, or savoury condiments ; lastly, and to crown all, as typical 
of the immense resources of the establisnment, and its defiances to all 
visitors to ctit and come again, such a stupendous cheese ! 

It is a poor heart that never rejoices — it must have been the poorest, 
weakest, and most water3'^ heart that ever beat, which would not have 
warmed towards the Maypole bar. Mrs. Varden's did directly. She 
could no more have reproached John Willet among those household 
gods, the kega and bottles, lemons, pipes, and cheese, than she could have 
stabbed him with his own bright carving-knife. The order for dinner 
too— it might have soothed a savage. " A bit of fish," said John to the 
Cook, "and some lamb chops (breaded, with plenty of ketchup), and a 
good salad, and a roast spring chicken, with a dish of sausages and mashed 
potatoes, or something of that sort." Something of that sort! The 
resources of these inns ! To talk carelessly about dishes, which in them- 
selves were a first-rate holiday kind of dinner, suitable to one's wedding- 
day, as something of that sort ; meaning, if you can't get a spring chicken, ' 
any other trifle in the way of poultry will do — such as a peacock, perhaps ! 
The kitchen, too, with its great broad cavemous chimney ; the kitchen, 
where nothing in the way of cookery seemed impossible ; where you could 
believe in anything to eat, they chose to teil you of. Mrs. Varden retumed 
from the contemplation of these wonders to the bar a^ain, with a head 
quite dizzy and oewildered. Her housekeeping capacity was not large 
enough to comprehend them. She was obliged to go to sleep. Waking 
was pain, in the midst of such immensity. 

Dolly in the meanwhile, whose gay heart and head ran upon other 
niatters, passed out at the garden door, and glancing back now and then 
(but of course not wondering whether Joe saw her), tripped away by a 
path across the fields with which she was well acquaintea, to discharge 
ner mission at The Warren; and this deponent hath been* informed and 
verily believes, that you might have seen many less pleasant objects than 
the cherry-coloured mantle and ribbons as they went fluttering along the 
green meadows in the bright light of the day, like giddy things as they 
were. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

The proud conscioiifiness of her trust, and the great importance sbe 
derived £rom it, might have advertised it to all the house if she had had 
to run the gaunüet of its inhabitants ; but as Dolly had played in eveiy 
dull room and passage many and many a time, when a child, and had 
eyer since been the humble friend of Mies Haredale, whose foster-sister 
she was, she was as free of the building as the young lady herseif. So, 
nsing no greater preeaution than holding her breath and Walking on tip- 
toe as she passed the library door, she went straight to Emma's room as 
a privil^ed visitor. 

It was the liveliest room in the building. The Chamber was sombre 
like the rest for the matter of that, but the presence of youth and beauty 
teould make a prison cheerful (saving, alas ! that confinement withers 
them), and lend some charms of their own to the gloomiest scene. Birds, 
flowers, books, drawing, music, and a hundred such graceful tokens of 
feminine loves and cares, filled it with more of life and human sympathy 
than the whole house besides seemed made to hold. There was heart in 
the room ; and who that has a heart, ever falls to recognise the silent 
presence of another ! 

Dolly had one undoubtedly, and it was not a tough one either, though 
there was a little mist of coquettishness about it, such as sometimes sur- 
rounds that sun of life in its momin^, and slightly dims its lustre. Thus, 
when Emma rose to greet her, and kissing her affectionately on the cheek, 
told her, in her quiet way, that she haa been very unhappy, the tears 
stood in Dolly 's eyes,and she feit more sorry than she coiud teil: but 
next moment she happened to raise them to the glass, and really there 
was something there so agreeable, that as she sighed, she smiled,and feit 
surprisingly consoled. 

" I have heard about it, Miss," said Dolly, *Sand it's very sad indeed, 
but when things are at the worst they are sure to mend." 

" But are von sure they are at the worst ?" asked Emma, withasmile. 

" Why, 1 aon't see how they can very well be more unpromising than 
they are ; 1 really don't," said Dolly. "And I bring something to begin 
with." 

" Not from Edward ? " 

Dolly nodded and smiled, and feeling in her pockets (there were pockets 
in those days) with an affectation of not being able to find what she 
wanted, which greatly enhanced her importance, at length produced the 
letter. As Emma hastily broke the seal and became absorbed in its Con- 
tents, Dolly's eyes, by one of those stränge accidents for which there is 
no accounting, wandered to the glass ^ain. She could not help wonder- 
ing whether the coachmaker suffered very much, and quite pitied the 
poor man. 

It was a long letter — a very long letter, written close on all four sides 
of the sheet of paper, and crossed afterwards ; but it was not a consolatory 
letter, for as Emma read it she stopped from time to time to put her 
liandkerchief to her eyes. To be sure Dolly marvelled greatly to see her 
in so much distress, for to her thinking a love affair ought to be one of 
the best jokes, and the slyest, merriest kind of thing in life. But she 
set it down in her own mind that all this came from Miss Haredale's 
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being so constaut, and tbat if she would only take on with some other 
young gentleman — just in the most innocent way possible, to keep her 
first lover up to the mark — ehe would find herseif inexpressibly com- 

forted. 

^ 1 am sure thaf s what I should do if it was me,'* thought Dolly. " To 
make one's sweetheart miserable is well enough and quite right. but to 
be made miserable one's seif is a little too much ! " 

However, it wouldn*t do to say so, and therefore she sat looking on in 
silence. She needed a pretty considerable stretch of patience, for when 
the long letter had been read once all through it was read ^ain, and 
when it had been read twice all through it was read again. During this 
tedious process, Dolly beguiled the time in the most improving manner 
that occurred to her, by curling her hair on her fingers, with the aid of 
the lookin^-glass before mentioned, and giving it some killing twists. 

EveiTthmg has an end. Even young ladies in love cannot read their 
letters for ever. In course of time the packet was folded up, and it only 
remained to write the answer. 

But as this promiaed to be a work of time likewise, Emma said she 
would put it off until after dinner, and that Dolly must dine with her. 
As Dolly had made up her mind to do so beforehand, she required veiy 
little pressing ; and when they had settled this point, they went to w«dk 
in the garden. 

They stroUed up and down the terrace walks, talking xncessantly — at 
least, Dolly never left off once — and makine that quarter of the sad and 
mournful house quite gay. Not that they talked loudly or laughed much, 
but they were both so very handsome, and it was such a breezy day, and 
their light dresseö and dark curls appeared so free and joyous in their 
abandonment, and Emma was so fair, and Dolly so rosy, and Emma so 
delicately shaped, and Dolly so plump, and — ^in short, there are no flowers 
for any garden like such flowers, let horticulturists say what they may, 
and both house and garden seemed to know it, and to brighten up sensibly. 

After this came the dinner and the letter writing, and some more talk- 
ing, in the course of which Miss Haredale took occasion to charge upon 
Dolly certain flirtish and inconstant propensities, which accusations Dolly 
seemed to think very complimentarv indeed, and to be mightily amused 
with. Finding her quite mcorrigible in this respect,.Emma suffered her 
to depart ; but not before she had confided to ner that important and 
never-sufficiently-to-be-taken-care-of answer, and endowed her moreover 
with a pretty little bracelet as a keepsake. Having clasped it on her arm, 
and acain advised her half in jest and half in eamest to amend her 
roguish ways, for she knew she was fond of Joe at heart (which Dolly 
stoutly denied, with a great many haughty protestations that she hoped 
she could do better than that indeed ! and so forth), she bade her fare- 
well ; and after calling her back to give her more supplementary messages 
for Edward than anybody with tenfold the gravity of Dolly Varden 
could be reasonably expected to remember, at length dismissed her. 

Dolly bade her good bye, and tripping lightly down the stairs arrived 
at the dreaded library door, and was about to pass it again on tiptoe, 
when it opened, and behold ! there stood Mr. Haredale. Now, Dolly 
had from her childhood associated with this gentleman the idea of some- 
thing grim and ghostly, and being at the moment conscious-stricken 
besides, the sight of him threw her into such a flurry that she could 
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neither acknowledge his presence nor run away, so Bbe gave a great start, 
aiid then with downcast eyes stood still and trembled. 

" Come here, girl," said Mr. Haredale^ taking her by the hand. ^'I 
want to speak to you." 

" If you please, sir, I'ra in a hurry," laltered Dolly, " and — you have 
frightened me by coming so suddenly upon nie, sir— I woiild ratber go, 
sir, if you'U be so good as to let me." 

" Immediately," said Mr. Haredale, wbo bad by tbis time led ber into 
tbe room and closed tbe door. ** You sball go directly. You bave just 
left Emma?" 

" Yes, sir, just tbis minute. — Fatber^s waiting for me, sir, if youTl 
please to bave tbe goodness " 

" I know, I know," said Mr. Haredale. " Answer me a question. 
Wliat did vou bring bere to-day ? " 

" Bring here, sir i " faltered Dolly. 

" You will teil me tbe trutb, I am sure. Yes." 

Dolly besitated for a little wbile, and somewbat emboldened by bis 
manner, said at last, ** Well then, sir. It was a letter." 

" From Mr. Edward Cbester, of course. And you are tbe bearerof the 
answer?" 

Dolly besitated again, and not being able to decide upon any other 
course of action, burst into tears. 

" You alarm yourself witbout cause,** said Mr. Haredale. " Why are 
you so foolisb ? Surely you can answer me. You know tbat I bave but 
to put tbe question to Emma and leam tbe trutb directly. Have you the 
answer wit n you ? " 

Dolly bad wbat is popularly called a spirit ot ber own, and being now 
fairly at bay, made tbe best of it. 

" Yes, sir," sbe rejoined, trembling and frightened as she was. "Yes, 
sir, I bave. You may kill me if you please, sir, but I won't give it up. 
I'ni very sorry, — but 1 won't There, sir." 

" I conimend your firmness and your plain-speaking," said Mr. Hare- 
dale. " Rest assured tbat I bave as little desire to take your letter as 
your life. You are a veijr discreet messenger and a good girL" 

Not feeling quite certam, as sbe afterwards said, wnetber be might not 
be " Coming over her " with these compliments, Dolly kept as far from 
bim as sbe could, cried again, and resolved to defend her pocket (for the 
letter was there) to the last extremity. 

" I have some design," said Mr. Haredale after a short silence, during 
which a smile, as be regarded her, bad struggled througb the gloom aiia 
melancholy tbat was natural to bis face, "of providing a companion formy 
niece : for her life is a very lonely one. Would you like tbe office? You 
are the oldest friend she has, ana the best entitled to it." 

" I don't know, sir," answered Dolly, not sure but he was banterin^ 
her; "I can*t say. I don't know wbat they might wish at home. 1 
couldn't give an opinion, sir." 

"If your frienas bad no objection, would you have any?" said Mr. 
Haredale. " Come. Tbere's a piain question; and easy to answer." 

" None at all tbat I know of, sir," replied Dolly. " 1 sbould be very 
glad to be near Miss Emma of course, and always" am." 

" Tbat's weU," said Mr. Haredale. " Tbat is all I bad to say. You are 
anxious to go. Don't let me detain you." 
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Dolly didn't let liim, nor did ehe wait for him to try, for the words had 
HO sooner passed his Ups than she was out of the room, out of the house, 
and in the fields again. 

The first thing to be done, of course, when she came to herseif, and 
considered what a flurry she had been in, was to cry afresh; and the next 
thing, when she reflected how well she had got over it, was to laugh 
heartily. The tears once banished gave place to the smües, and at last 
DoUy kughed so much that she was fain to lean against a tree, and give 
vent to her exultation. When she could laugh no longer, and was quite 
tired, she put her head-dress to rights, dried her eyes, looked back very 
merrily and triumphantly at The Wairen chimneys, which were just 
visible, and resumed her walk. 

The twilight had come on, and it was quickly growing dusk, but the 
path was so familiär to her from frequent traversing tnat she hardly 
thought of this, and certainly feit no uneasiness at being left alone. 
Moreover, there was the bracelet to admire; and when she had given it 
a good rub, and held it out at arm's length, it sparkled and glittered so 
beautifully on her wrist, that to look at it in every point oi view and 
with every possible tum of the arm, was quite an aosorbing business. 
There was tne letter too, and it looked so mysterious and knowing when 
she took it out of her pocket, and it held, as she knew, so much inside, 
that to tum it over and over, and think about it, and wonder how it began, 
and how it ended, and what it said all throush, was another matter of 
constant occupation. Between the bracelet and the letter, there was quite 
enough to do without thinking of any thing eise; and admiring eacn by 
tums, Dolly went on gaily. 

As she passed through a wicket-gate to where the path was narrow, 
and lay between two hedges gamished here and there with trees, she 
heard a rustling close at hand, which brought her to a sudden stop. She 
listened. All was very quiet, and she went on again — not absolutely 
frightened, but a little quicKer than before perhaps, and possibly not quite 
80 much at her ease, for a check of that kind is startling. 

She had no sooner moved on again, than she was conscious of the same 
sound, which was like that of aperson tramping stealthily among bushes 
and bnishwood. Looking towards the spot whence it appeared to come, 
she almost fancied she could make out a crouching figure. She stopped 
s^ain. All was quiet as before. On she went once more — decidedly faster 
now— and tried to sing softly to herseif. It must be the wind. 

But how came the wind to blow only when she walked, and cease when 
she stood still ? She stopped involuntarily as she made the reflection, 
and the rustling noise stopped likewise. She was really frightened now, 
and was yet hesitating what to do, when the bushes crackled and snapped, 
and a man came plunging through them, close before her. 




CHAPTER XXI. 



It was for a moment an inexpressible relief to Dolly, to recognise in 
the pereon who forced liimself into the path so abruptly, and now stood 
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directly in her way, Hugli of the Mavpole, whose name she uttered in a 
tone of delighted surprise that came frooi her heart 

" Was it you ?" she said, " how glad I am to see you ! and how could 
you terrify me so !" 

In answer to which,he said nothing at all, bat stood quite stillJocking 
at her. 

" Did you come to meet me ?' asked Dolly. 

Hugh nodded, and muttered something to the effect that he had been 
vaitins for her, and had expected her sooner. 

** I thought it likely they would send/' said Dolly, greatly reassnied by 
this. 

" Nobody sent me," was his sullen answer ** 1 came of my own accord." 

The roiigh bearing of this fellow, and his wild, unconth appearance, 
had often fiUed the girl with a vague api>rehension even when otner people 
were by, and had occasioned her to shrink from him involuntarily. The 
having him for an nnbidden companion in so solitary a place, with the 
darkness fast gathering about theni, renewed and even increased the aknn 
ehe had feit at first 

If his manner had been merely dogged and passively fierce, as nsnal, 
she would have had no greater dislike to his Company than she always 
feit— perhaps, indeed, would have been rather glad to have had him at 
hand. But there was something of coarse bold admiration in his look, 
which terrified her w^ij much. She glanced timidly towards him, un- 
certain whether to go forward or retreat, and he stood gazing at her like 
a handsome satyr ; and so they remained for some short time without 
ßtirring or breaking silence. At length Dolly took courage, shot past hiu)) 
and hurried off. 

" Why do you spend so much breath in avoiding me ?* said Hugh, 
accommodating his pace to hers, and keeping close at her side. 

^ I wish to get back as quickly as I can, and you walk too near me,^ 
answered Dolly. 

"Too near!" said Hugh, stooping over her so that she could feel his 
breath upon her foreheaa. " Wny too near ? You're always proud to 
me, mistress." 

" I am proud to no one. You mistake me," answered Dolly, "Fall 
back, if you please, or go on." 

" Nay, mistress," he rejoined, endeavouring to draw her arm throngh 
his, " ril walk with you." 

She released herseif, and clenching her little hand, Struck him with 
right good wül. At this, Maypole Hugh burst into a roar of laugbter, 
and passing his arm about her waist, held her in his strong grasp as easily 
as if she had been a bird« v 

" Ha ha ha ! Well done, mistress! Strike again. You shall beat my 
face, and tear my hair, and pluck my beard up by the roots, and welcome, 
for the sake of vour bright eyes. Strike again, mistress. Do. Ha ha ha ! 
I Hke it.'- 

" Let me go," she cried, endeavouring with both her hands to pushhim 
off. " Let me go this moment." 

" You had as good be kinder to me, Sweetlips," said Hugh. ** You had, 
indeed. Come. Teil me now. Why are vou always so proud ? I don't 
quarrel with you for it. I love you when you're proud. Ha ha ha! You 
can't hide your beauty from a poor fellow ; thaf s a comfort ! " 
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She gave him no answer, but as he had not yet checked her progress, 
contmued to press forward as rapidly as she could. At length, oetween 
the hurry she had made, her terror, and the tightness of his embrace, her 
Btrength failed her, and she could go no farther. 

" Hugh," cried the panting girl, " good Hugh ; if you will leave me I 
will give you anything — everything I have — and never teil one word of 
tbis to any living creature." 

" You had best not," he answered. " Harkye, Httle dove, ye had best 
not. All about here know me and what I dare do if I have a mind. If 
ever you are ^oin^ to teil, stop when the wprds are on your lips, and 
think of the mischief you'll bring, if you do, upon some innocent heads 
that you wouldn't wish to hurt a hair of. Bring trouble on me, and 111 
bring trouble and something more on them in retum. I care no more 
for them than for so many dogs ; not so much — why should I ? " I'd 
sooner kill a man than a dog any day. I've never been sorry for a man's 
death in all my life, and I have for a dog's." 

There was something so thoroughly savage in the manner of these 
ezpressions, and the Iooks and gestures by which they were accompanied, 
that her great fear of him gave her new strength, and enabled her by a 
Budden effort to extricate herseif and run fleeüy from him. But Hugh 
was as nimble, strong, and swift of foot, as any man in broad England, 
and it was but a fruitless expenditure of energy, for he had her m his 
encirding arms again before she had gone a hundred yards. 

"Softly, darling — ^gently — would you fly from rough Hugh, that loves 
you as well as any drawing-room gallant ? '* 

" I would,"she answered , struggluiff to free herseif again, " I will. Help l" 

*' A fine for crying out," said Hugh. " Ha, ha, ha ! A fine, pretty one, 
from your ups.' I pay myself ! Ha, ha, ha ! " 

" Help I help ! help ! " As she shrieked with the utmost violence she 
could exert, a shout was heard in answer, and another. 

" Thank Heaven ! " cried the girl in an ecstasy. " Joe, dear Joe, this 
way. Help ! " 

Her assmlant paused, and stood irresolute for a moment, but the shouts 
drawing nearer and Coming (juick upon them, forced him to a speedy 
decision. He released her, whispering with a menacing look, " Teil Äim : 
and See what follows ! " and leaping the hedge, was gone in an instant. 
Dolly darted off, and fairly ran mto Joe Willef s oj5en arms. 

"What is the matter? Are you hurt? What was it ? Who was it? 
Where is he ? What was he like ? " with a great many encouraging ex- 
pressions and assurances of safety, were the nrst words Joe poured forth. 
But poor little Dolly was so br^athless and terrified that for some time 
ßhe was quite unable to answer him, and himg upon his Shoulder, sobbing 
and crying as if her heart would break. 

Joe had not the smallest objection to have her hanging on his Shoulder; 
no, not the least, though it crushed the cherry-coloured ribbons sadly, and 
put the smart little hat out of all shape. But he could n't bear to see her 
cry ; it went to his very heart. He tried to console her, bent över her, 
whispered to her — some say kissed her, but that's a fable. At any rate, 
he Said all the kind and tender things he could think of, and Dolly let 
him go on and didn't interrupt him once, and it was a good ten minutes 
before she was able to raise her head and thank him. 

" What was it that frightened you ? " said Joe. 
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A man whoee person was unknown to her liad foUowed her, slie an- 
awered ; he began by begging, and went on to threats of robbery, which 
he was on the point of carrying into execation, and would have executed, 
but for Joe*8 timely aid. The hesitation and confusion with which shc 
Said this, Joe attributed to the fright she had sustained, and no suspicion 
of the truth occurred to him for a moment. 

■ " Stop when the words are on your lips." A hundred times that night, 
and very often afterwards when the disclosure was rising to her tongue, 
Dolly tnought of that, and repressed it. A deeply rooted dread of the 
man ; the conviction that l^is ferocions nature, once roused, would stop 
at nothing ; and the strong assurance that if ehe impeached him, the 
füll measure of his wrath and vengeance would be wreaked on Joe, who 
had preserved her ; these were conaiderations she had not the courage to 
overcome, and inducements to secresy too powerful for her to surmount 

Joe, for his part, was a great deal too happy to inquire very curiously 
into the matter; and Dolly being yet too tremulous to walk without 
assistance, they went forward very slowly, and in his mind very pleasantly, 
until the Maypole lights were near at band, twinkling tlieir cheerful 
welcome, when Dolly stopped suddenly and with a half scream exclaimed, 

« The letter ! " 

« What letter ?" cried Joe. 

" That I was carrying — I had it in my band. My bracelet, too," she 
Said, clasping her wrist. " I have lost them both." 

" Do you mean just now ?" said Joe. 

" Eittier I dropped them then, or they were taken from me," answered 
Dolly, vainly searching her pocket and rustling her dress. " They are 
gone, both gone. What an unhappy girl I am!" With these words 
poor Dolly, who to do her justice was quite as sorry for the loss of the 
letter as for her bracelet, feil a crying again, and bemoaned her fate most 
movingly. 

Joe tried to comfort her with the assurance that directly he had housed 
her in the Maypole, he would retum to the spot with a lantem (for it 
was now quite dark^ and make strict search for the missing articles, which 
there was great probability of his finding, as it was not likely that any- 
body had paßsed that way since, and she was not conscious that they had 
been forcibly taken from her. Dolly thanked him very heartily for his 
ofFer, though with no great hope of his quest being successful ; and so with 
many lamentations on her side, and many hopeful words on bis, aiid 
much weakness on the part of Dolly,and much tender supportingonthe 
part of Joe, thev reached the Maypole bar at last, where the locksmith 
and his wife ana old John were yet keeping^high festival. 

Mr. Willet received the intelligence of Dolß'^'s trouble with that sur- 
prising presence of mind and readiness of speech for which he was so 
eminently distinguished above all other men. Mrs. Varden expressed 
her sympathy for her daughter's distress by scolding her roundly for 
being so late; and the honest locksmith divided himself between con- 
doling with and kissins Dolly, and shaking hands heartily with Joe, whom 
he could not sufficienfly praise or thank. 

In reference to this latter point, old John was far from agreeing with 
his friend ; for besides that he by no means approved of an adventurous 
spirit in the abstract, it occurred to him that if his son and heir had been 
seriously damaged in the scuffle, the conseauences would assuredly have 
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been expensive and inconvenient, and inight perhaps have proved detri- 
mental to tbe Maypole business. Wherefore, and because be looked witb 
no favoiirable eye upon young girls, but rather considered that tbey and 
the whole female sex were a kind of nonsensical mistake on the part of 
Natura, he took occasion to retire and shake bis bead in private at tbe 
boiler ; inspired by wbicb silent oracle, be was moved to give Joe various 
stealthy niidges witb bis elbow, as a parental reproof and gentle admoni- 
tion to niind bis own business and not to make a fool of himself. 

Joe, bowever, took down tbe lantem and ligbted it ; and arming bim- 
self witb a stout stick, asked wbetber Hugb was in tbe stable. 

" He's lying asleep before tbe kiteben fire, sir," said Mr. Willet. " Wbat 
do you want bim for ! " 

" I want bim to come witb me to look after tbis bracelet and letter," 
answered Joe. " Halloa tbere ! Hugb ! " 

Dolly tumed pale as deatb, and feit as if sbe must faint fortbwitb. 
After a few moments, Hugb came staggering in, stretcbing bimself and 
Tawning according to custom, and presenting every appearance of baving 
been roused from a sound nap. 

" flere, sleepy-bead," said Joe, giving bim tbe lantem. " Carry tbis, 
and bring tbe dog, and that small ciidgel of yours. And woe betide tbe 
fellow if we come upon bim." 

"Wbat fellow ?''growled Hugb, rubbing bis eyes and sbaking bimselt 

"Wbat fellow ?" retumed Joe, wbo was in a state of great valour and 
bustle ; " a fellow you ougbt to know of, and be more allve about. It 's 
well for tbe like of you, lazy giant that you are, to be snoring your time 
away in cbimney-comers, wben honest men's daugliters can't cross even 
oiir quiet meadows at nigbtfall witbout being set upon by footpads, and 
frightened out of tbeir precious lives." 

"Tbey never rob me," cried Hugb witb a laugb. " I have got notbing 
to lose. But I 'd as lief knock tbem at bead as any otber men. How 
many are tbere ? " 

" Only one," said Dolly faintly, for everybody looked at her. 

"And wliat was be like, mistress ? " saia Hugb, witb a glance at young 
Willet so sligbt and momentaiy, tbat tbe scowl it conveyed was lost on 
all but her. " About my beigbt ? " 

" Not — not so tall," Dolly replied, scarce knowing wbat sbe said. 

" His dress," said Hugb, looking at her keenly, " like — like any of ours 
now ? I know all tbe people bereabouts, and maybe could give a guess 
at tbe man, if I bad anytbms to guide me." 

Dolly faltered and tumed paler yet; tben answered tbat be was 
wrapped in a loose coat, and bad bis face bidden by a bandkercbief, and 
that she could give no otber description of bim. 

"You wouldn't know bim if you saw bim tben, belike ?" said Hugb 
witb a malicious grin. 

" I should not," answered Dolly, bursting into tears again. " I don't 
wisb to see bim. I can't bear totbink of bim. I can't talk about bim 
any more. Don't go to look for tbese tbings, Mr. Joe, pray don't. I 
entreat you not to go witb that man." 

" Not to go witb me ! " cried Hugb. " I 'm too rougb for tbem all. 
Tbey 're all afraid of me. Wby, bless you, mistress, 1 Ve tbe tenderest 
beart alive. I love all tbe ladies, ma'am." said Hugb, turning to tbe 
Iccksmitb's wife. 

8 
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Mrs. Vaiden opined that if he did, he ought to be asbamed of himself : 
such sentiments Deinj; more consistent (so she argued) with a benighted 
Mussulman or wild Islander tban with a staunca Protestant. Arguing 
from tbis imperfect state of bis morals, Mrs. Varden furtber opined that 
be bad never stiidied tbe Manual. Hugb admitting tbat be never had, 
and moreover tbat be couldn't read, Mrs. Varden declared witb much 
severity, tbat be ougbt to be even more asbamed of bimself tban before, 
and strongly recommended bim to save up bis pocket-money for the 
purcbase of one, and furtber to teacb bimself tbe Contents witb all con- 
venient diligence. Sbe was still pursuing tbis train of discourse, when 
Hugb, somewbat unceremoniously and irreverently, followed bis young 
master out, and left ber to edify tbe rest of tbe Company. Tbis sbe pro- 
ceeded to do, and finding tbat Mr. Willet's eyes were üxed upon Jierwitli 
an appearance of deep attention, gradually addressed tbe wbole of her 
discourse to bim, wbom sbe entertained witb a moral and tbeological 
lecture of considerable lengtb,in tbe conviction tbat great workingswere 
taking place in bis spirit. ITie simple trutb was, liowever, tbat Mr. 
Willet, altbougb bis eyes were wide open, and be saw a woman before 
bim wbose bead by long and steady looking at seemed to grow bigger 
and bigger, imtil it filled tbe wbole bar, was to all otber intents and 
purposes fast asleep ; and so sat leaning back in bis cbairwitb bis hands 
in bis pockets, until bis son's retum caused bim to wake up witb a deep 
sigb, and a faint impression tbat be bad been dreaming about pickled 
pork and greens — a vision of bis slumbers wbicb was no doubt referable 
to tbe circumstance of Mrs. Varden's baving frequently pronounced tbe 
Word " Grace " witb mucb empbasis ; wbicb word, entering tbe portals 
of Mr. Willet's brain as tbey stood ajar, and coupling itself witb tbe words 
" before meat," wbicb were tbere ranging about, did in time suggest a 
particular kind of meat togetber witb tbat description of vegetable wbich 
is usually its companion. 

Tbe searcb was wbolly unsuccessful. Joe bad groped along tbe patb 
a dozen times, and among tbe grass, and in tbe dry ditcb, and in the 
bedge, but all in vain. JDolly, wbo was quite inconsolable for ber loss, 
wrote a note to Miss Haredale, giving ber tbe same account of it tbat she 
bad given at tbe Maypole, wbicb Joe undertook to deliver as soon as the 
family were stirring next day. That done, tbey sat down to tea in the 
bar, wbere tbere was an uncommon display of buttered toast, and--in 
Order tbat tbey migbt not grow faint for want of sustenance, and might 
baveadecent balting-place or balf-way bouse between dinner and supper 
— a few savoury trifles in tbe sbape of great rasbers of broiled bam, whicb 
being well cured, done to a tum, and smoking bot, sent fortb a tempting 
and delicious fragrance. 

Mrs. Varden was seldom very Protestant at meals, unless it bappened 
tbat tbey were imderdone, or overdone, or indeed tbat anytbing occurred 
to put ber out of bumour. Her spirits rose considerably on bebolding 
tbese goodlv preparations, and from tbe notbingness of good works, sbe 

?assed to tne sometbingness of bam and toast witb great cbeerfulneßs. 
Tay, under tbe influence of tbese wholesome stimulants, sbe sbarply re- 
proved ber daugbter for being low and despondent (wbicb sbe considered 
an unacceptable frame of mind), and remarked, as sbe beld ber own plate 
for a fresb supply, tbat it would be well for DoUy, wbo pined over the 
loss of a toy and a sbeet of paper, if she would reflect upon tbe volun- 
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tapy sacrifices of the missionaries in foreign parts who lived cliiefly on 
salads. 

The proceedings of such a day occasion various fluctuations in the 
human thermometer, and especially in instruments so sensitively and 
delicately constructed as Mrs. Varden. Thus, at dinner Mrs. V. stood at 
Summer heat : genial, smiling, and delightful. After dinner, in the sun- 
shine of the wine, she went up at least half a dozen degrees, and was 
perfectly enchanting. As its eflfect suMded, she feil rapidly, went to 
fileep for an hour or so at temperate, and woke at something below freez- 
ing. Kow she was at summer heat again, in the shade ; and when tea 
was over, and old- John, producing a bottle of cordial from one of the 
oaken cases, insisted on her sipping two glasses thereof in slow succession, 
ehe stood steadily at ninety for one hour and a quarter. Profiting by 
experience, the locksmith took advantage of this genial weather to smoke 
his pipe in the porch, and in consequence of this prudent management, 
he was fully prepared, when the glass went down again, to start home- 
wards directly. 

The horse was accordingly put in, and the chaise brought round to the 
door. Joe, who would on no account be dissuaded from escorting them 
mitil they had passed the most dreary and solitary part of the road, led 
out the grey mare at the same time ; and having helped Dolly into her 
seat (more happiness !) sprang gaily into the saddle. Then, after many 
good nights, and admomtions to wrap up, and glancing of lights, and 
nanding in of cloaks and shawls, the chaise roUed away, and Joe trotted 
beside it — on DoUy'a aide, no doubt, and pretty close to the wheel too. 




CHAPTER XXII. 

It was a fine bright night, and for all her lowness of spirits Dolly kept 
looking up at the stars in a manner so.bewitching (and she knew it !) that 
Joe was clean out of his senses, and plainly showed that if ever a man 
were — ^not to say over head and ears, but over the Monument and the 
top of St. PauFs in love, that man was himself. The road was a very 
good one — not at all a jolting road, or an uneven one ; and yet Dolly 
neld the side of the chaise with one little band all the way. If there 
had been an executioner behind him with an uplifted axe ready to chop 
off his head if he touched that band, Joe couldn't have helped doing it. 
From putting his own hand upon it as if by chance, and tating it away 
again after a minute or so, he got to riding along without taking it off at 
all ; as if he, the escort, were bound to do that as an important part of 
his duty, and had come out for the purpose. The most curious circum- 
stance about this little incident was, that Dolly didn't seem to know of 
it. She looked so innocent and unconscious when she turned her eyes 
on Joe, that it was quite provoking. 

She talked, thougli ; talked about her fright and about Joe's coming 
up to rescue her, and about her gratitude, and about her fear that she 

8—2 
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might not have thanked him enough, and about tlieir always beiM 
friends from that time forth — and ^out all tbat sort of thing. And 
when Joe said, not friends he hoped, Dolly was quite surprised, and 
Said not enemies she hoped ; and when Joe said couldn't they be some- 
thing much better than either, Dolly all of a sudden found out a star 
whicn was brighter than all the other stars, and begged to call his atten- 
tion to the same, and was ten thousand times more innocent and uncon- 
scious than ever. 

In this manner they travelled along, talking very little above a whisper, 
and wishing the road could be stretched out to some dozen times its natu- 
ral length — at leaat that was Joe's desire — ^when, as- they were getting 
clear of the forest and emerging on the more frequented road, they heard 
behind them the sound of a horse's feet at a round trot, which, growinc 
rapidly louder as it drew nearer,elicited a scream from Mrs. Varaen,anQ 
the cry " A friend ! " from the rider, who now came panting up and 
checked his horse beside them. 

" This man again ! " cried Dolly, shuddering. 

" Hugh ! '' said Joe ; " what errand are you upon ? " 

" 1 come to ride back with you," he answered, glancing coverÜy at the 
locksmith's daughter. "He sent me." 

" My father ! " said poop Joe, adding under his breath, with a very un- 
fllial apostrophe, " will he never think me man enough to take care of 
myself ! " 

" Aye ! ^ retumed Hugh to the first part of the inquiry. " The roads 
are not safe just now," he says, " and you 'd better have a companion." 

" Ride on, then," said Joe. " I 'm not going to tum yet." 

Hugh complied, and they went on again. It was his whim or humour 
to ride immediately before the chaise, and from this Position he constantly 
tumed his head and looked back. Dolly feit that he looked at her, but 
she averted her eyes and feared to raise them once, so great was the dread 
with which he had inspired her. 

This interruption, and the consequent wakefulness of Mrs. Varden, 
who had been nodding in her sleep up to this point, except for a minute 
er two at a time, when she roused herseif to scold the locksmith for au- 
daciously taking hold of her to prevent her nodding herseif out of the 
chaise, put a restraint upon the whispered conversation, and made it dif- 
ficult Ol resumption. Indeed, before they had gone another mile, Gabriel 
stopped at his wife's desire, and that good lady protested she woiüd not 
hear of Joe's going a Step further on any account whatever. It was in 
vain for Joe to protest on the other hand that he was by no means tired, 
and would tum back presently, and would see them safely past such a 
point, and so forth. Mrs. Varden was obdurate, and being so was not to 
be overcome by mortal agency. 

" Good night — if I must say it," said Joe, sorrowfully. 

** Good night," said Dolly. She would have added, " Take care of that 
man, and pray don't trust him," but he had tumed his horse's head, and 
was Standing close to them. She had therefore nothing for it but to 
ßuffer Joe to give her hand a gentle squeeze, and when the chaise had 
gone on for some distance, to look back and wave it, as he still lingered 
on the Spot where they had parted, with the tall dark figure of Hugh 
beside him. 

What she thought about going home, and whether the coachmaker 
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held as favourable a place in her meditations as he had occupied in the 
moming, is nnknown. They reached home at last — at last, for it was a 
long way, made none the shorter by Mrs. Varden's grumbling. Miggs 
hearing the sound of wheels was at the door immediately. 

"Here they are, Simmun ! — here they are ! " cried Miggs, clapping her 
hands, and issuing forth to help her mistress to alight. " Bring a chair, 
Simmun. Now, an't you the better for it, mim ? Don't you feel more 
yourself than you would have done if you 'd have stopped at home ? Oh, 
gracious ! how cold you are ! Goodness me, sir, she 's a perfect heap of 



ice." 



" I can't help it, my good girl. You had better take her in to the fire," 
Said the locksmith. 

" Master sounds unfeeling, mim," said Miggs, in a tone of commisera- 
tioD, "but such is not his intentions, I 'm sure. After what he has seen 
of you this day, I never will believe but that he has a deal more affection 
in his heart than to speak unkind. Come in and sit yourself down by 
the fire ; there 's a good dear — do." 

Mrs. Varden complied. The locksmith foUowed with his hands in his 
pockets, and Mr. Tappertit trundled off with the chaise to a neighbour- 
ing Stahle. 

" Martha, my dear," said the locksmith, when they reached the parlour, 
"if you'll look to Dolly yourself, or let somebody eise do it, perhaps it 
will be only kind and reasonable. She has been irightened, you know, 
and is not at all well to-night." 

In fact, Dolly had thrown herseif upon the sofa, q^uite regardless of all 
the little finery of which she had been so proud m the moming, and 
with her face buried in her hands was crying very much. 

At first sight of this phenomenon (for Dolly was by no means accus- 
tomed to displays of this sort, ratlier learning from her mother's example 
to avoid them as much as possible) Mrs. Varden expressed her belief that 
never was any woman so beset as she, that her life was a continued scene 
of trial ; that whenever she was disposed to be well and cheerful, so sure 
were the people around her to throw, by some means or other, a damp 
upon her spirits ; and that, as she had enjoyed herseif that day, anä 
Heaven knew it was very seldom she did enjoy herseif, so she was now 
to pay the penalty. To all such propositions Miggs assented freely. 
Poor Dolly, however, grew none the better for these restoratives, but 
rather worse, indeed ; and seeing that she was really ill, both Mrs. 
Varden and Miggs were moved to compassion, and tended her in 
eamest. 

But even then, their very kindness shaped itself into their usual course 
of poUcy, and though Dolly was in a swoon, it was rendered cle^r to the 
meanest capacity, that Mrs. Varden was the sufferer. Thus when Dolly 
hegan to get a little better, and passed into that stage in which matrons 
hold that remonstrance and argument may be successfuUy applied, her 
mother represented to her, with tears in her eyes, that if she nad been 
flurried and worried that day, she miist remember it was the common 
lot of humanity, and in especial of womankind, who through the whole 
of their existence must expect no less, and were bound to make up their 
minds to meek endurance and patient resignation. Mrs. Varden entreated 
her to remember that one of these days she would, in all probability, 
have to do violence to her feelings so far as to be married ; and that mar- 
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riage, as slie might see every day of her life (and truly she did) was a State 
requirin^ great fortitude and forbearance. She represented to her in 
lively colours, that if she (Mrs. V.) had not, in eteering her course througli 
this vale of tears, been supported by a strong principle of duty which 
alone upheld and prevented her from drooping, she must have been in 
her grave many years ago ; in which case she desired to know what 
woiild have become of that errant spirit (meaning the locksmith), of 
whose eye she was the very apple, and in whoee path she was, as it were, 
a shining light and guiding star ? 

Miss Miggs also put in her word to the same effect. She said that in- 
deed and indeed Miss Dolly might take pattem by her blessed mother, 
who, she always had said, and «dways would say, though she were to be 
hanged, drawn, and quartered for it next minute, was the mildest, ami- 
ablest, forgivingest-spirited, longest sufferingest female as ever she conld 
have believed ; the narration of whose excellences had worked such a 
wholesome change in the mind of her own sister- in-law, that, whereas, 
before, she and her husband lived like cat and dog, and were in the Labit 
of exchanging brass candlesticks, pot-lids, flat-irons, and other such strong 
resentments, thev were now the nappiest and affectionatest couple lipon 
earth ; as could be proved any day on application at Golden Lion Court, 
number twenty-sivin, second bell-handle on the right-hand door-post 
After glancing at herseif as a comparatively worthless vessel, but stül as 
one of some desert, she besought her to bear in mind that her aforesaid 
dear and only mother was of a weakly Constitution and excitable tem- 
perament, who had constantly to sustam afflictions in domestic life, com- 
pared with which thieves and robbers were as nothing, and yet never 
sunk down or gave way to despair or wrath, but, in prize fightins 
phraseology, always came up to time with a cheerful countenance, and 
went in to win as if nothing had happened. When Miggs finished her 
solo, her mistress Struck in again, ana the two together performed aduet 
to the same purpose ; the bürden being, that Mrs. Varden was persecuted 
perfection, and Mr. Varden, as a representative of mankind in that apart- 
nient, a creature of vicious and brutal habits, utterly insensible to the 
blessings he enjoyed. Of so refined a character, indeed, was their talent 
of assault under the mask of sympathy, that when Dolly, recovering, em- 
braced her father tenderly, as in vindication of his goodness, Mrs. Varden 
expressed her solemn hope that this would be a lesson to him for the 
remainder of his life, and that he would do some little justice to a woman's 
nature ever afterwards — in which aspiration Miss Miggs, by divers sniffs 
and coughs, more significant than the longest oration, expressed her entiie 
concurrence. 

But the great loy of Miggs's heart was, that she not only picked up a 
füll acconnt of wnat had happened, but had the exquisite aelieht of con- 
veying it to Mr. Tappertit for his jealousy and torture. For tnat gentle- 
man, on account of DoUy's indisposition, had been requested to täe his 
Slipper in the Workshop, and it was conveyed thither by Miss Miggs's 
own fair hands. 

" Oh Simmun ! " said the young lady, ^* such goings on to-day ! Ob, 
gracicus me, Simmun ! " 

Mr. Tappertit, who was not in the best of humours, and who disliked 
Miss Miggs more when she laid her band on her heart and panted for 
breath than at any other time, as her deficiency of outline was most up- 
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parent under such circumstances, eyed her over in his loftiest style, and 
deigned to express no curiosity whatever. 

" I never heard the like, nor nobody eise," pursned Miggs. " The idea 
of interfering with her, What people can see in her to make it worth 
their while to do so, that 's the joke— he, he, he ! " 

Finding there was a lady in the case, Mr. Tappertit haiightily reqnested 
his fair friend to be more explicit, and demanded to know what she 
meant by "her." 

" Why, that Dolly," said Äliggs, with an extremely sharp emphasis on 
tue name. " But, oh, upon my word and honour, yoiing J ose]^ Willet 
is a brave one ; and he do deserve her, that he do." 

" Woman !" said Mr. Tappertit, jumping off the counter on which he 
was seated ; " beware ! " 

"My Stars, Simmun ?" cried Miggs, in affected astonishment. " You 
mghten me to death ! What 's the matter ? " 

"There are strings," said Mr. Tappertit, flourishing his bread-and- 
cheese knife in the air, " in the human heart that had better not be 
wibrated. That 's what 's the matter." 

" Oh, very well— if you 're in a huff," cried Miggs, tuming away. 

"Huff or no huff," said Mr. Tappertit, detaining her by the wrist. 

What do you mean, Jezebel ? What were you going to say ? Answer 
me !" 

Notwrithstanding this uncivil exhortation, Miggs gladly did as she was 
reqiüred ; and told him how that their young mistress, being alone in 
the ineadows after dark, had been attacked by three or four tall men, who 
woiüd have certainly bome her away and perhaps murdered her, but for 
the timely arrival of Joseph Willet, who with his own single band put 
them all to flight, and rescued her ; to the lasting admiration of his 
tellow creatures generally, and to the eternal love and gratitude of Dolly 
Varden. 

" Venr good," said Mr. Tappertit, fetching a long breath when the tale 
was told, and rubbing his hair up tili it stood stiff and straight on end 
aU over his head. « His days are numbered." 

II Oh, Simmun!" 

"I teil you," Said the 'prentice, "his days are numbered. Leave me. 
Cjet along with you." 

Miggs departed at his bidding, but less because of his bidding' than 
because she desired to chuckle in secret. When she had given vent to 
Her satwfaction, she returned to the parlour ; where the locksmith, stim- 
ulated by quietness and Toby, had become talkative, and was disposed 
to take a cheerful review of the occurrences of the day. But Mrs. Varden, 
wüose practical religion (as is not uncommon) was usually of the retro- 
spective Order, cut him short by declaiming on the sinfulness of such 
j^^tmgs, and holding that it was high time to go to bed. To bed 
tüerefore she withdrew, with an aspect as grim and gloomy as that of the 
Maypole's own state couch ; and to bed the rest of the establishment 
soon afterwards repaired. 
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CHAPTER XXUL 



TwiLiOHT had given place to night some hours, and it was high noon 
in those qiiartere of the town in which " the world " consented to dwell 
— the World being then, as now, of very limited dimensions and easily 
lodged — when Mr. Chester reclined upon a sofa in his dressing-room in 
the Temple, entertaining himself with a book. 

He was dressing, as it seemed, by easy ßtages, and having performed 
half the joumey was taking a long rest Completely attirea as to his 
legs and feet in the trimmest fashion of the day, he had yet the remainder 
of his toilet to perform. The coat was stretched, like a refined scarecrow, 
on its separate norse ; the waistcoat was displayed to the best advantage ; 
the various omamental articles of dress were severally set out in most 
alluring order; and yet he lay dangling his legs between the sofa and 
the ground, as intent upon his book as if there were nothing but bed 
before him. 

" Uüon my honour," he said, at length raising his eyes to the ceiling 
with tne air of a man who was reflecting seriously on what he had read ; 
"upon my honour, the most masterly composition, the most delicate 
thoughts, the finest code of morality, and the most gentlemanly senti- 
ments in the universe! Ah, Ned, Ned, if you would but form yoiir mind 
by such precepts, we should have but one common feeling on every 
subject that could possibly arise between us ! " 

This apostrophe was addressed, like the rest of his remarks, to empty 
air : for Edward was not present, and the father was quite alone. 

" My Lord Chesterfield," he said, pressing his band tenderly upon the 
book as he laid it down, " if I could but have profited by your genius 
soon enough to have formed my son on the model you have left to all 
wise fathers, both he and I would have been rieh men. Shakespeare was 
undoubtedly very fine in his way; Milton good, though prosy; Lord 
Bacon deep, and decidedly knowing ; but the writer who should be his 
country's pride, is my Lord Chesteraeld." 

He became thoughtful again, and the toothpick was in requisition. 

" I thought I was tolerablv accomplisbed as a man of the world," he 
continued ; " 1 flattered myself that I was prettv well versed in all those 
little arts and graces which distinguish men of the world from boors and 
peasants, and separate their character from those intensely vulgär senti- 
ments which are called the national character. Apart from any natural 
prepossession in my own favour, I believed I was. Still, in every page 
of this enlightened writer, I find some captivating hypocrisy which has 
never occurred to me before, or some Superlative piece of selfishness to 
which I was utterly a stranger. 1 should quite blush for myself before 
this stupendous creature, if, remembering bis precepts, one miglit blush 
at any thing. An amazing man ! a nobleraän indeed ! any King or Queen 
may make a Lord, but only the Devil himself — and the Graces — can make 
a Cfhesterfield." 

Men who are thoroughly false and hollow seldom try to hide those 
vices from themselves ; and yet in the very act of avowing them, they 
lay Claim to the virtues they feign most to despise. " For," say they, 
« this is honesty, this is truth. All maukind are like us, but they have 
not the candour to avow it." The more they affect to deny the existence 
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of any sincerity in the world, the more they would be thought to possess 
it in its boldest shape ; and this is an unconscioiis compliment to Truth 
on the part of these philosophers, which will tum the laugh against 
them to the Day of Judgment. 

Mr. ehester, having extoUed his favourite author, as above recited, 
took up the book again in the excess of his admiration and was com- 
posing himself for a further penisal of its sublime morality, when he 
was disturbed by a noise at the outer door ; occasioned as it seemed bv 
the endeavours of his servant to obstruct the entrance of some unwel- 
come visitor. 

" A late hour for an importunate creditor," he said, raising his eye- 
brows with as indolent an expression of wonder as if the noise were in 
the Street, and one with which he had not the smallest possible concern. 
"Much after their accustomed time. The usual pretence, I suppose. 
No doubt a heavy payment to make up to-morrow. Pcor fellow, he 
loses time, and time is money as the good proverb says — I never found 
it out, though. Well. What now 1 You know I am not at home." 

" A man, sir," replied the servant, who was to the füll as cool and 
negligent in his way as his master, " has brought home the riding-whip 
you lost the other day. I told him you were out, but he said he was to 
wait while I brought it in, and wouldn't go tili I did." 

"He was quite right," returned his master, "and you're a blockhead, 
possessing no judgment or discretion whatever. Teil him to come in, 
and See that he rubs his shoes for exactly five minutes first." 

The man laid the whip on a chair, and withdrew. The master, who 
had only heard his foot upon the ground and had not taken the trouble 
to turn round and look at him, shut his book, and pursued the train of 
ideas his entrance had disturbed. 

" If time were money," he said, handling his snuff-box, " I would 
Compound with my creditors, and give them — let me see — how much a 
day? There's my nap after dinner— an hour — they're extremely wel- 
come to that, and to make the most of it. In the moming, between my 
breakfast and the paper, I could spare them another hour ; in the evening 
before dinner sajr another. Three hours a day. They might pay them- 
selves in calls, with interest, in twelve months. I think I shail propose 
it to them. Ah, my centaur, are you there V* 

** Here I am," replied Hugh, striding in, followed by a dog as rough 
and sullen as himself ; " and trouble enough 1 've had to get here. What 
do you ask me to come for, and keep me out when 1 do come ? " 

" My ^ood fellow," returned the other, raising his head a little from 
the cushion and carelessly surveying him from top to toe," I am delighted 
to see you, and to have, m your being here, the very best proof that you 
are not kept out. How are you ? " 

" 1 'm well enough," said Hugh impatiently. 

" You look a perfect marvel of health. Sit down." 

" 1 'd rather stand," said Hugh. 

" Please yourself, my good fellow," returned Mr. Chester rising, slowly 
pulling off the loose robe he wore, and sitting down before the dressing- 
glaas. " Please yourself by all means." 

Having said this in the politest and blandest tone possible, he went on 
dressing, and took no further notice of his guest, who stood in the same 
spot as uncertain what to do next, eyeing him sulkily from time to time. 



122 BARN ABT RVDQE, 

"Are you going to speak to me, master ?" he said, after a long silence. 

" My worthy creature," retumed Mr. Chester, " you are a little ruflBed 
and out of humour. 1 11 wait tili you *re quite yourself again. I am 
in no liurry." 

Thifl behaviour had ita intended effect. It humbled and abashed the 
man, and made him still more irresolute and uncertain. Hard words he 
could have retumed, violence he would häve repaid with interest ; but 
tbis cool, complacent, contemptuous, self-possessed reception, caused him 
to feel bis inferiority more completely tban tbe most elaborate arguments. 
Everything contributed to tbis effect. His own rougb speech, contrasted 
with tbe soft persuasive accents of the other ; his rüde bearing, and Mr. 
ehesteres polished manner ; the disorder and negligence of nis ragged 
dress, and the elegant attire he saw before him ; with all the unaccus- 
tomed luxuries and comforts of the room, and the silence that gave him 
leisure to observe these things, and feel how ill at ease they made him; 
all these influences, which have too often some effect on tutored minds 
and become of almost resistless power when brought to bear on such a 
mind as his, quelled Hugh completely. He moved by little and Httle 
nearer to Mr. Chester's chair, and glancing over his Shoulder at the 
refiection of his face in the glass, as if seeking for some encouragement 
in its expression, said at length, with a rough attempt at conciliation, 

" Are you going to speak to me, master, or am I to go away ?" 

"Speak you," said Mr. ehester, "speak you, good feUow. I have 
spoken, have 1 not ? I am waiting for you." 

"Why, look'ee, sir," returned Hugh with increased embarrassment, 
" am I the man that you privately left your whip with before you rode 
away from the May^ole, and told to bring it back whenevet he might 
want to see you on a certain subject ?" 

" No doubt the same, or you have a twin brotber," said Mr. Chester, 
glancing at the refiection of his anxious face ; " which is not probable, I 
should say." 

" Then I have come, sir," said Hugh, " and I have brought it back, 
and something eise along with it. A letter, sir, it is, that I took from 
the person who had charge of it." As he spoke, he laid upon the dressing- 
table Dolly's lost epistle — the very letter that had cost her so much 
trouble. 

" Did you obtain tbis by force, my good fellow ? " said Mr. Chester, 
Casting his eye upon it without the least perceptible surprise or pleasure. 

" Not quite," said Hugh. « Partlv." 

" Who was the messenger from whom you took it ? " 

" A woman. One Varden's daughter." 

"Oh, indeed!" said Mr. Chester gaily. "What eise did you take 
from her 1 " 

"Whatelse?" 

" Yes," Said the other, in a drawling manner, for he was fixing a very 
small patch of sticking plaster on a very small pimple near the comer of 
his mouth. " What eise ? " 

" Well — a kiss," replied Hugh, after some hesitation. 

"And whatelse?" 

"Nothing." 

" I think," said Mr. Chester, in the same easy tone, and smiling twice 
or thrice to try if the patch adhered—"! think there was something 
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eise. I have heard a trifle of jewellery spoken of— a mere trifle — a thing 
of such little value, indeed, that you may have forgotten it. Do you 
remember anything of the kind — such as a bracelet now, for instance ?" 

Hugh with a muttei'ed oath thrust his band into hia breast, and draw- 
ing the bracelet forth, wrapped in a scrap of hay, was about to lay it on 
the table likewise, when hiß patron stopped his band and bade him put 
it up again. 

" You took that for yourself, my excellent friend," he eaid, " and may 
keep it I am neither a thief, nor a receiver. Don't show it to me. 
You had better hide it again, and lose no time. Don't let me see where 
you put it either," he added, tuming away his head. 

"You're not a receiver!" said Hugh bluntly, despite the increasing 
awe in which he held him. " What do you call that, masteü?" striking 
the letter with his heavy band. 

" I call that q uite another thing," said Mr. Chester cooUy. " I shall 
prove it presently, as you will see. You are thirsty, I suppose ?" 

Hugh drew his sleeve across his lips, and gruffly answered yes. 

" Step to that closet and bring me a bottle you will see there, and a 
glass." 

He obeyed. His patron foUowed him with his eyes, and when his 
back waa tumed, smüed as he had never done when he stood beside the 
minor. On bis retum he filled the glass, and bade him drink. That 
dram despatched, he poured him out another, and another. 

" How many can you bear ? " he said, filling the glass again. 

" As many as you like to give me. Pour on. Fill high. A bumper 
with a bead in the middle ! Give me enough of this," he added, as he 
tossed it down his hairy throat, "and I '11 do murder if you ask me ! " 

" As I don't mean to ask you, and you might possibly do it without 
being invited if you went on much further," said Mr. Chester with great 
composure, " we will stop, if agreeable to you, my good friend, at the 
next glass. You were drinking before you came here." 

" I alwaya am when I can get it," cried Hugh boisterously, waving the 
empty glass above his head, and throwing himself into a rüde dancing 
attitude. "I always am. Whynot? Ha ha ha! What's so good to 
me as this ? What ever has been ? What eise has kept away the cold 
on bitter nights, and driven hunger oflP in starving times ? What eise 
has given me the strength and courage of a man, when men would have 
left me to die, a puny child ? I should never have had a man's heart 
but for this. I should have died in a ditch. Where 's he who when I 
was a weak and sickly wretch, with trembling legs and fading sight, 
bade me cheer up, as this did ? I never knew him ; not I. I drink to 
the drink, master. Ha ha ha ! " 

"You are an exceedingly cheerful young man," said Mr. Chester, 
putting on his cravat with great deliberation, and slightly moving his 
nead ftom side to side to settle his chin in its proper place. " Quite a 
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"Do you see this band, master," said Hugh, "and this arm ?" barin^ 
the brawny limb to the elbow. " It was once mere skin and bone, and 
would have been dust in some poor churchyard by this time, but for the 
drink." 

" You may cover it," said Mr. Chester, " it 's sufficiently real in your 
ßleeve," 
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" I should never have been spirited up to take a kiss from the proud 
little beauty, master, but for the drink," cried Hngh. "Ha ha ha! It 
was a good one. As sweet as honeysuckle, 1 Warrant you. I thank the 
drink for it. I '11 drink to the drink again, master. Till me one more. 
Come. One more ! " 

" You are such a promising fellow," said his patron, putting on his 
waistcoat with great nicetv, and taking no heed of his request, " that I 
must caution you against naving too many impulses from tue drink, and 
getting hung before your time. What 's your age ?" 

" I don't know.» 

" At any rate," said Mr. Chester, " you are young enough to escape 
what I may call a natural death for some years to come. How can you 
trust yourself in my hands on so'short an acquaintance, with a halter 
round your neck ? What a confiding nature yours must be ! " 

Hugh feil back a pace or two and surveyed him with alook of mingled 
terror, indignation, and surprise. Regarding himself in the glass with 
the same complacency as before, and speaking as smoothly as if he were 
discussing some pleasant chit-chat of the town, his patron went on : 

" Robbery on tue king's highway, my young friend, is a very dangerous 
and ticklish occupation. It is pleasant, I have no doubt, while it lasts ; 
but like many other pleasures in this transitory world, it seldom lasts 
long. And really if, in the ingenuousness of youth, you open your heart 
so readily on the subject, I am afraid your career will be an extremely 
Short one." 

"How 's this?" said Hugh. «What do you talk of, master? Who 
was it sent me on ? " 

" Who ?" said Mr. Chester, wheeling sharply round, and looking füll 
at him for the first time. " I didn't hear you. Who was it ?" 

Hugh faltered, and muttered something which was not audible. 

" Who was it ? I am curious to know," said Mr. Chester, with sut- 
passing aflfabüity. " Some rustic beauty, perhaps ? But be cautious, my 
good friend. They are not always to be trusted. Do take my advice 
now, and be careful of yourself." With these words he tumed to the 
glass affain, and went on with his toilet. 

Hugh would have answered him that he, the questioner himself, had 
set him on, but the words stiick in his throat. The consummate art 
with which his patron had led him to this point, and managed the whole 
conversation, perfectly baffled him. He did not doubt that if he had 
made the retort which was on his lips when Mr. Chester tumed round 
and questioned him so keenly, he would straightway have given him 
into custody, and had him dragged before a justice with the stolen pro- 
perty upon him ; in which case it was as certain he would have been 
nung as it was that he had been bom. The ascendancy which it was the 
purpose of the man of the world to establish over this savage Instrument, 
was gained from that time. Hugh's Submission was complete. He 
dreaded him beyond description, and feit that accident and artifice had 
spun a web about him, which, at a touch from such a master-hand as his, 
would bind him to the gallows. 

With these thoughts passing through his mind, and yet wondering at 
the very same time how ne who came there rioting in the confidence of 
gis man (as he thought), should be so soon and so thoroughly subdued, 
Hugh stood cowering before him, regarding him imeasily from time to 
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time, while he finished dressing. When he had done so, he took up the 
letter, broke the seal, and throwing himself back in his chair, i'ead it 
leisurely through. 

" Very neatlv worded, upon my life ! Quite a woman's letter, füll of 
what people call tendemess, and oiBinterestedness, and heart, and all that 
sort Ol thmg ! " 

As he spoke, he twisted it up, and glancing lazily round at Hugh, as 
though he would say, " You see this ?" held it in the flame of the candle. 
"When it was in a füll blaze, he tossed it into the grate, and there it 
smouldered away. 

" It was directed to my son," he said, tuming to Hugh, " and you did 
quite right to bring it here. I opened it on my own responsibihty, and 
you see what I have done with it. Take this, for your trouble." 

Hugh stepped forward to receive the piece of money he held out to 
him. As he put it in his band he added : 

"If you should happen to find anything eise of this sort, or to pick up 
any kind of Information you may tnink 1 would like to have, bring it 
here, will you, my good fellow ?** 

This was said witn a smile which implied — or Hugh thought it did — 
" fail to do so at your peril ! " He answered that he would. 

"And don't," said his patron, with an air of the very kindest patronage, 
"don't he at all downcast or uneasy respecting that little rashness we 
have been speaking of. Your neck is as safe in my hands, my good 
fellow, as though a baby's fingers clasped it, I assure you. Take another 
glass. You are quieter now." 

Bush acceptea it from his band, and looking stealthily at his smiling 
face, drank the contents in silence. 

" Don't you — ha, ha ! — don't you drink to the drink any more ? " said 
Mr. ehester, in his most winning manner. 

" To you, sir," was the sullen answer, with something approaching to 
a bow. " I drink to you." 

" Thank you. God bless you. By the bye, what is your name, my 
good soul? You are called Hugh, I know, of course — your other name ?" 

" 1 have no other name." 

" A very stränge fellow ! Do you mean that you never knew one, or 
that you don't choose to teil it ? Which ? " 

" I 'd teil it if I could," said Hugh, quickly. " I can't. I have been 
always called Hugh ; nothing more. I never knew, nor saw, nor thought 
about a father ; and I was a boy of six — that 's not very old — when they 
hung my mother up at Tybum for a couple of thousand men to stare at. 
The£nught have let her live. She was poor enough." 

" How very sad ! " exclaimed hia patron, with a condescending smile. 
" I have no doubt she was an exceedmgly fine woman." 

" You see that dog of mine ?" said Hugh, abruptly. 

"Faithful, I dare say ?" rejoined his patron, looking at him through 
his glass; "and immensely clever? Virtuousand gifted animals, whether 
man or beast, always are so very hideous." 

" Such a dog as that, and one of the same breed, was the only living 
thing except me that howled that day," said Hugh. " Out of the two 
thousand odd — there was a laiger crowd for its being a woman — the dog 
and I alone had any pity. If he 'd have been a man, he 'd have been 
glad to be qu^*^ of her, for she had been forced to keep him lean and 
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half-etarved ; bat being a dog, and not having a man's sense, he was 
sorry." ^ 

" It was dull of tlie brüte, certainly," said Mr. Cbester, "and verylike 
a brüte." 

Hugh made no rejoinder, but wbistling to bis dog, who sprang up at 
the sound, and came jumpuig and sporting about bim, bade bis sympa- 
thising friend good night. 

" Good night," he retumed. " Remember ; yon 're safe with me— quite 
safe. So long as you deserve it, my good fellow, as I hope you always 
will, you have a friend in me, on whose silence you may rely. Now do 
be careful of yourself, pray do, and consider what jeopardy you might 
have stood in. Good night ! bless you." 

Hugh tnickled before the hidden meaning of these words as much as 
such a being could, and crept out of the door so submissively and sub- 
serviently — with an air, in short, so difFerent from that with which lie 
had entered — that bis patron, on being left alone, smiled more than ever. 

"And yet," he said, as he took a pinch of snuff, " I do not like their 
having hanged bis motber. The fellow haa a fine eye, and I am sure she 
was handsome. But very probably she was coarae — red-nosed perhaps, 
and had clumsy feet. Ay, it was all for the best, no doubt." 

With this comforting reflection, he put on bis coat, took a feupewell 
glance at the slass, and summoned bis man, who promptly attended, 
followed by a cnair and its two bearers. 

" Foh ! " said Mr. Cbester. " The very atmosphere that centaur has 
breathed, seems tainted with the cart and ladder. Here, Peak. Bring 
some scent and sprinkle the floor ; and take away the chair he sat upon, 
and air it ; and aash a little of that mixture upon me. 1 am stifled !" 

The man obeyed ; and the room and its master being both purified, 
nothing remained for Mr. Cbester but to demand bis hat, to fold it jauntily 
under his arm, to take his seat in the chair and be carried ofP hummiBg 
a fashionable tune. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

How the accomplished gentleman spent the evening in the midst of a 
dazzling and brilliant circle ; how he enchanted all those with whom he 
mingled by the grace ol his deportment, the politeness of hiß manner, the 
vivacity of his conversation, and the sweetness of his voice ; how it was 
observed in every comer, that Cbester was a man of that happy disposition 
that nothing rumed bim, that he was one on whom the woriä's cares and 
errors sat lightly as his dress, and in whose smiling face a calm and tran- 
quil mind was constantly reflected ; how honest men, who by instinct knew 
him better, bowed down before bim nevertheless, deferred to his every 
Word, and courted his favourable notice ; how people who really had good 
in them, went with the stream, and fawned and flattered, and approved, 
and despised themselves while they did so, and yet had not the courage 
to resist ; how, in short, hewas one of those who are received and cherished 
in Society (as the phrase is) by scores who individually would shrink from 
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and be repelled by tlie object of their lavish regard ; are things of couisc, 
which \vill ßuggest themselves. Matters so commonplace need but a 
passing glance, and there an end. 

The despisers of mankind — apart from tlie mere fools and niimics, of 
that creed — are of two sorts. They who believe their merit neglected 
and unappreciated, make up one class ; they who receive adnlation and 
flattery, Knowing their own worthlessness, compose the other. ße eure 
that the coldest-hearted misanthropes are ever of this last order. 

Mr. ehester sat up in bed next raoming, sipping his cofFee, and remem- 
beiing with a kind of contemptuous satisfaction how he had shone last 
night, and how he had been caressed and courted, when his servant brought 
in a very small scrap of dirty paper, tightly sealed in two places, on the 
inäde whereof was inscribed in pretty Jarge text these words. " A friend. ^ 
Desiring of a Conference. Immediate. Private. Bum it when you 've ' 
read it'^ 

" Where in the name of the Gunpowder Plot did you pick up this ?" 
Said his master. 

It was given him by a person then waiting at the door, the man replied. 

" With a cloak and dagger ? " said Mr. ehester. 

With nothing more threatenin^ about him, it appeared, than a leather 
apron and a dirty face. " Let him come in." In he came — Mr. Tap- 
pertit; with his hair still on end, anda ereat lock in his hand, which he 
put down on the floor in the middle of tne Chamber as if he were about 
to go through some Performances in which it was a necessary agent. 

"Sir," Said Mr. Tappertit with a low bow, "I thank you for this con- 
descension, and am glad to see you. Pardon the menial office in which 
I am engaged, sir, and extend your sympathies to one, who, humble as 
hiß appearance is, has inn'ard workings far above his Station." 

Mr. ehester held the bed-curtain farther back, and looked at him with 
a vague impression that he was some maniac, who had not only broken 
open the door of his place of confinement, but had brought away the lock. 
Mr. Tappertit bowea again, and displayed his legs to the best advan- 
tage. 

"You have heard, sir," said Mr. Tappertit, laying his hand upon his 
breast, "df Q. Varden, locksmith and bell-hanger, and repairs neatly 
executed in town and country, Clerkenwell, London ? " 

"What then ?" asked Mr. Chester. 

" I 'm his 'prentice, sir." 

"What«Ä«n?" 

"Ahem!" said Mr. Tappertit. "Would you permit me to shut the 
door, sir, and will joxx further, sir, give me your honour bright, that what 
passes between us is in the strictest confidence ?" 

Mr. Chester laid himself calmly down in bed again, and tuming a 
perfectly undisturbed face towards the stränge apparition, which had by 
this time closed the door, begsed him to speak out, and to be as rational 
as he could, without putting himself to any very great personal incou- 
venience. 

" In the first place, sir," said Mr. Tappertit, producing a small pocket- 
handkerchief, and shaking it out of the iolds, " as I have not a card about 
me (for the envy of masters debases us below that level)allow me to ofFer 
the best Substitute that circumstances will admit of. If you will take 
that in your own hand, sir, and cast your eye on the right-hand corner," 
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Said Mr. Tappertit, oflfering it with a graceful air, " you will meet with 
my credentials." 

" Thank you," aiiswered Mr. Chester, politely accepting, and tuming 
to some blood-red characters at one eni " * Four. Simon Tappertit. 
One.' Isthat the '' 

" Without the numbers, sir, that is my name," replied the 'prentice. 
" They are merely intended as directions to the washerwoman, and haye 
no connection with myself or family. Your name, sir," said Mr. Tappertit, 
looking very hard at his nightcap, " is Chester, I suppose ! You needn't 
pull it off, sir, thank you. I observe E.C. from here. We will take the 
rest for granted." 

" Pray, Mr. Tappertit," said Mr. Chester, " has that complicated piece 
. of ironmongery which you have done me the favour to bring with you, 
any immediate connection wth the business we are to discuss." 

" It has not, sir," rejoined the 'prentice. " It 's going to be fitted on a 
ware'us-door in Thames Street." 

" Perhaps, as that is the case," said Mr. Chester, " and as it has a strenget 
flavour of oil than I usually refresh my bed-room with, you wiU obhge 
me so far as to put it outside the door ? " 

"By all means, sir," said Mr. Tappertit, suiting the action to the 
Word. 

" You '11 excuse my mentioning it, I hope ? " 

" Don't apologise, sir, I beg. And now, if you please, to business." 

During the whole of this dialogue, Mr. Chester had suffered nothing 
but his smile of unvarying serenity and politeness to appear upon his face. 
Sim Tappertit, who had far too good an opinion of iiimself to suspect 
that anybody could be playing upon him, thought within himself that 
this was something like the respect to which he was entitled, and drew 
a comparison from this courteous demeanour of a stranger, by no means 
favourable to the worthy locksmith. 

" From what passes in our house," said Mr. Tappertit, " I am aware, 
sir, that your son keeps Company with a young lady against your inclina- 
"tions. Sir, your son nas not used me well." 

" Mr. Tappertit," said the other, " you grieve nie beyond descriptiou." 

" Thank you, sir," replied the 'prentice. " I 'm glad to hear you say so. 
He 's very proud, sir, is your son ; very haughty." 

" I am afraid he is haughty," said Mr. Chester. " Do you know I was 
really afraid of that before ; and you confirm me." 

" To recount the menial offices I 've had to do for your son, sir," said 
Mr. Tappertit ; " the chairs I 've had to band him, the coaches I 've had 
to call for him, the numerous degrading duties, wholly unconnected 
with my indenters, that I 've had to do for him, would fill a family 
Bible. Besides which, sir, he is but a young man himself, and I do not 
consider * thank'ee Sim,' a proper form of address on those occasions." 

" Mr. Tappertit, your wisdom is beyond your years. Pray go on." 

** I thank you for your good opinion, sir," said Sim, much gratified, 
" and will endeavour so to do. Kow, sir, on this account (and perhaps 
for another reason or two which I needn't go into) I am on your side. 
And what I teil you is this— that as long as our peeple go backw^anls 
and forwards, to and fro, up and down, to that there jolly old Maypole, 
lettering, and messaging, and fetching and carrying, you couldn't help 
your son keeping Company with that young lady by deputy — ^not if he was 
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minded niglit and day by all the Horse Guaids, and every man of 'em 
in the very füllest uniform." 

Mr. Tappertit stopped to take breath after this, and then started fresh 
again. 

"Now, sir, I am a-coming to the point. You will inquire of me, 
* How is this to be prevented V I '11 teil you bow. If an nonest, civil, 
smiling ^ntleman like you " 

" Mr. Tappertit— really " 

** No, no, I 'm serious," rejoined the 'prentice, " I am, upon my souL 
If an honest, civil, smiling gentleman like you was to talk but teix 
minutes to our old woman — ^that 's Mrs. Varden — and jöatter her up e 
bit, you 'd gain her over for ever. Then there 's this point got — that her 
daughter Dolly " — ^here a flush came over Mr. Tappertit's face — " wouldn't 
be älowed to be a go-between from that time forward ; and tili that 
point 's cot, there 's nothing ever will prevent her. Mind that." 

"Mr. Tapijertit, your knowledee of human nature " 

" Wait a minute," said Sim, folding his arms with a dreadful calmness. 
"Now I come to the point. Sir, there is a villain at that Maypole, a 
monster in human shape, a vagabond of the deepest dye, that unless you 
get rid of, and have kianapped and carried off at the very least — nothing 
less wül do — ^will marry your son to that young woman, as certainly and 
as surely as if he was the Archbishop of Canterbury himself. He will, 
sir, for the hatred and malice that he bears toyou ; let alone the pleasure 
of doing a bad action, which to him is its own reward. If you knew 
how this chap, this Joseph Willet — that 's his name — comes backwarda 
and forwards to our house, libelling, and denouncing, and threatening 
yon, and how I shudder when 1 hear him, you 'd hate him worse than 
I do, — ^worse than I do, sir," said Mr. Tappertit, wildly, putting his hair 
np straighter, and making a crunching noise with his teeth ; << if such a 
thing is possible." 

" A little private vengeance in this, Mr. Tappertit ?" 

"Private vengeance, sir, or public sentiment, or both combined — destroy 
bim," said Mr. Tappertit. " Miggs says so too. Miggs and me both say 
80. We can't bear the plotting and undermininc that takes place. Our 
Söuls recoil from it. Bamaby Rudge and Mrs. Ruage are in it likewise ; but 
the villain, Joseph Willet, is the nngleader. Their plottings and schemes 
are known to me and Miggs. If you want information of 'em, apply to us. 
Put Joseph Willet down, sir. Destroy him. Crash him. And be happy." 

With these words, Mr. Tappertit, who seemed to expect no reply, and 
to hold it as a necessary consequence of his eloquence that his hearer 
should be utterly stunned, dumb-foundered, and overwhelmed, folded 
his arms so that the palm of each band rested on the opposite Shoulder, 
and disappeared after the manner of those mysterious warners of whom 
he had read in cheap story-books. 

" That fellow," said Mr. Chester, relaxing his face when he was fairly 
gone, " is good practice. I have some command of my features, beyond 
all doubt. He fully confirms what I suspected, though ; and blunt tools 
are sometimes found of use, where sharper Instruments would fail. I 
fear I may be obliged to make great havoc among these worthy people. 
A troublesome necessity ! I quite feel for them." 

With that he feil into a quiet slumber : subsided into such a gentle: 
pleasant sleep, that it was quite infantine. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 



Leaving the favoured, and well-received, and flattered of tlie world ; 
liim of the world most worldly, who never comprocaised himself by an 
iingentlemanly action, and never was guilty of a manly one ; to lie 
smilingly asleep — for even sleep, working but little change in bis dis- 
sembling face, became witli him a piece of cold, conventional hypocrisy 
— we foÜow in the steps of two slow travellers on foot, making towards 
ChigwelL 

I&rnaby and his mother. Grip in their Company, of course. 

The widow, to whom each painful mile seemed longer than the last, 
toiled wearily along ; while Bamaby, yielding to every inconstant Im- 
pulse, fluttered here and there, now leaving her far behind, now linger- 
ing far behind himself, now darting into some by-lane or path and leaving 
her to pursue her way alone,until he stealthily emerged j^ain and came 
upon her with a wild shout of merriment, as his wayward and capricious 
nature prompted. Now he would call to her from tlie topmost branch 
of some high tree by the roadside ; now using his tall statt ^ a leaping- 
pole, come flying over ditch or hedge or five-barred gate ; now rmi with 
surprising swiftness for a mile or more on the straight road, and halting, 
ffport upon a patch of grass with Grip tili she came up. These were hia 
delights ; and when his patient mother heard his merry voice, or looked 
into his flushed and healthy face, she would not have abated them by 
one sad word or murmur, though each had been to her a source of suffer- 
ing in the same degree as it was to him of pleasure. 

It is something to look upon enjoyment, so that it be free and wild 
and in the face of nature, though it is but the enjoyment of an idiot. It 
is something to know that Heaven has left the capacity of gladness in 
such a creature's breast ; it is something to be assured that, however 
lightly men may crush that faculty in their fellows, the Great Creator of 
mankind imparts it even to his despised and slighted work. Who would 
not rather see a poor idiot happy in the sunlight, than a wise man pining 
in a darkened jail ? 

Ye men of gloom and austerity, who paint the face of Infinite Benevo- 
lence with an etemal frown, read in the Everlasting Book, wide open to 
your view, the lesson it would teach ! Its pictures are not in blacK and 
sombre hues, but bright and glowing tints ; its music — save when ye 
drown it — is not in sighs and groans, but songs and cheerful sounds. 
Listen to the million voices in the summer air, and find one dismal aa 
your own. Remember, if ye can, the sense of hope and pleasure which 
every glad retum of day awakens in the breast of all your xind who have 
not changed their nature ; and leam some wisdom even from the witless, 
when their hearts are lifted up they know not why, by all the mirth and 
happiness it brings. 

The widow's breast was füll of care, was laden heavily with secret 
dread and sorrow ; but her boy's gaiety of heart gladdened her, and 
beguiled the long joumey. Sometimes he would bid her lean upon hiß 
arm, and would keep beside her steadily for a short distance ; but it was 
more his nature to be rambling to and fro, and she better Hked to see 
him free and happy, even than to have him near her, because she loved 
him better than herseif. 
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She had quitted the place to which they were travellinc, directly alter 
tlie event which had changed her whole existence ; ana for two-and- 
twenty years had never had courage to revisit it. It was her native 
village. How many recollections crowded on her mind when it appearej 
in sight ! 

Two-and-twenty years. Her boy's whole life and history. The last 
time she looked back upon those roofs among the trees, ehe carried him 
in her arms, an Infant. How often since that time had she sat beside 
him night and day, watching for the dawn of mind that never came ; 
how had she feared, and doubted, and yet hoped, long after conviction 
had forced itself upon her ! The little stratagems she nad deyised to try 
him, the little tokens he had given in his childish way — not of dulness 
bat of something infinitely worse, so ghastly and unchild-like in its 
cunning—came back as vividly as if but yesterday had intervened. The 
room in which they used to be ; the spot in which his cradle stood ; he, 
cid and elfin-like in face, but even dear to her, gazing at her with a wild 
and vacant eye, and crooning some uncouth song as she sat by and rocked 
him ; every circumstance of his infancy came thronging back, and the 
most trivial, perhaps, the most distinctly. 

His older childhood, too ; the stränge imagininge he had ; his terror 
of certain senseless things — familiär objects he endowed with life ; the 
slow and gradual breaking out of that one horror, in which, before his 
hirth, his darkened intellect began ; how, in the midst of all, she had 
found some hope and comfort in nis being unlike another child, and had 
gone on almost believing in the slow development of his mind until he 
grew a man, and then his childhood was complete and lasting ; one 
after another, all these old thoughts sprang up within her, streng after 
their long slumber and bitterer than ever. 

She took his arm and they hurried through the village street. It was 
the same as it was wont to be in old times, yet dififerent too, and wore 
another air. The change was in herseif, not it ; but she never thought of 
that, and wondered at its alteration, and where it lay, and what it was. 

The people all knew Bamaby, and the chüdren of the place came flock- 
ing round nim — as she remembered to have done with their fathers and 
mothers round some siUy beggarman, when a child herseif. None of 
them knew her ; they passed each well-remembered house, and yard, and 
homestead, and striking into the fields, were soon alone again. 

The Warren was the end of their joumey. Mr. Haredale was Walking 
in the garden, and seeing them as they passed the iron gate, unlocked it, 
and bade them enter that way. 

" At length you have mustered heart to visit the old place," he said to 
the widow. " I am glad you have." 

" For the first time, and the last, sir," she replied. 

"The first for many years, but not the last r' 

"The very last." 

" You mean," said Mr. Haredale, regarding her with some surprise, 
" that having made this effort, you are resolved not to persevere and are 
determined to relapse ? This is unworthy of you. I have often told you, 
you should retum here. You would be happier here than elsewhere, I 
know. As to Bamaby, it's quite his home." 

"And Grip's," said Bamabj, holding the basket open. The raven 
hopped graveiy out, and perching on his Shoulder and addresäinghimaelf 

9—2 
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to Mr. Haredale, cried — as a hint, perhaps, that some temperate refiesh- 
ment would be acceptable — ^** Polly put tne kettle on, we'll all have tea !" 

" Hear me, Mary," said Mr. Haiedale kindly, as he motioned her to 
walk with him towaids the house. " Your life has been an example of 
patience and f ortitude, except in this one particular which has often given 
me great pain. It is enough to know that you were cruelly involved in 
the calamity which deprived me of an onlv brother, and Emma of her 
fether, without being obliged to suppose {as I sometimes am) that you 
asBociate us with the author of our jomt misfortunes." 

'^ Associate y<m with him, sir ! " ehe cried. 

" Indeed," said Mr. Haredale, " I think you do. I almost believe that 
because your husband was bound by so many ties to our relation, and 
died in his Service and defence, you nave come in some sort to connect 
US with his murder." 

" Alas l " she answered. " You little know my heart, sir. You little 
know the truth l " 

" It is natural you should do so ; it is very probable you may, without 
being conscious of it," said Mr. Haredale, speaking more to himself than 
her. " We are a fallen house. Money, dispensea with the most lavish 
band, would be a poor recompense for suflferings like yours ; and thinly 
scattered by hands so pinched and tied as ours, it becomes a miserable 
mockery. I feel it so, God knows," he added, hastily. " Why should I 
wonder if she does ? * 

" You do me wrong, dear sir, indeed," she rejoined with great eamest- 
ness ; "and yet when you come to hear what I desire your leave to say ^" 

^' I shall find my doubts confirmed ? " he said, observing that she 
faltered and became confused. " Well ! " 

He ^uickened his pace for a few steps, but feil back again to her side, 
and said : 

"And have you come all this way at last, solely to speak to me ?" 

She answered, " Yes." 

" A curse," he muttered, " upon the wretched state of us proud beggars, 
from whom the poor and rieh are eaufdly at a distance ; the one being 
forced to treat us with a show of cola respect ; the other condescending 
to US in their every deed and word, and keeping more aloof, the nearer 
they approach us. — Why, if it were pain to you (as it must have been) 
to break for this slight purpoee the cnain of habit forged through two- 
and-twenty years, coula you not let me know your wish, and beg me to 
come to you?'* 

" There was not time, sir,** she rejoined. " I took my resolution but 
last night, and taking it, feit that I must not lose a day — a day ! an hour 
— ^in having speech with you." 

They had by this time reached the house. Mr. Haredale paused for a 
moment and looked at her as if surprised by the energy of her manner. 
Observing,however, thatshe took no lieed of him, but glanced up, shudder- 
ing, at the old walls with which such horrors were connected in her mind, 
he led her by a private stair into his library, where Emma was seated in 
a Window, reading. 

The young lady, seeing who approached, hastily rose and laid aside 
her book, and with many kind woras, and not without tears, gave her a 
^arm and eamest welcome. But the widow shrank from her embrace as 
though she feared her, and sank down trembling on a chair. 
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"It is tlie retum to tliis place after so long an abaence," said Emma 
gently. **Pray ring, dear unde — or stay — Samaby will run himself 
and ask for wine ^ 

"Not for the world," she cried. "It would have another taste— I 
could not touch it. I want but a minute's rest. Nothin^ but that." 

Miss Haredale stood beside her chair, regarding her witb silent pity. 
She remained for a little time quite still; then rose and tumed to 
Mr. Haredale, who had sat down in hia easy-cbair, and was contem- 
plating her with fixed attention. 

The tale connected with the mansion bome in mind, it seemed, as has 
been already said, the chosen theatre for such a deed as it had known. 
The room in which this group were now assembled — ^hard by the veiy 
Chamber where the act was done— dull, dark, and sombre ; heavy witn 
wonn-eaten books ; deadened and shut in by feuled hangings, muffling 
every soimd ; shadowed moumfully by trees whose rustling Doughs gave 
ever and anon a spectral knocking at the glass ; wore, beyond all others 
in the house, a ghostly, gloomy air. Nor were the group assembled there 
unfitting tenants of the spot. The widow, with her marked and startiing 
face and downcast eyes ; Mr. Haredale, stem and despondent ever ; his 
niece beside him, like, yet most unlike, the picture of her father, which 
gazed reproachf ully down upon them from the blackened wall ; Barnaby, 
with his vacant look and restless eye ; were all in keeping with the 
place, and actors in the legend. Nay, the very raven, who had hopped 
upon the table and with the air of some old necromancer appeared to be 
profoundly studying a great folio volume that lay open on a desk, was 
ßtrictly in unison with the rest, and looked like the embodied spirit of 
evil biding his time of mischief. 

" I scarcely know," said the widow, breaking silence, " how to begin. 
You will think my mind disordered." 

"The whole tenor of your quiet and reproachless life since you were 
last here," retumed Mr. Haredale, mildljr, "shall bear witness for you. 
TOy do you fear to awaken such a suspicion ? You do not speak to 
strangers. You have not to claim our interest or consideration for the 
first time. Be more yourself. Take heart Any advice or assistance 
that I can give you, you know is yours of right, and freely yours." 

" What if I came, sir," she rejoined, " I who have but one other friend 
on earth, to reject your aid from this moment, and to say that hence- 
forth I launch myseK upon the world, alone and unassisted, to sink or 
8wim as Heaven may decree ! " 

"You would have, if you came to me for such a purpose," said 
Mr. Haredale calmly, "some reason to assign for conduct so extra- 
ordinary, which — if one may entertain the possibüity of anything so 
wild and stränge — ^would have its weight, of course." 

"That, sir," she answered, "is the misery of my distress. I can give 
no reason whatever. My own bare word is all that I can offer. It is my 
duty, my imperative and bounden duty. If I did not discharge it, I 
should be a oase and guilty wretch. Having said that, my hps are 
sealed, and I can say no more." 

As though she feit relieved at having said so much, and had nerved 
herseif to the remainder of her task, she spoke from this time with a 
firmer voice and heightened courage. 

" Heaven is my witness, as my own heart is — and yours, dear young 
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kdy, will speak for me, I know— that I have lived, since that time we 
all nave bitter reason to remember, in unchanginff devotion and cratitude 
to this family. Heaven is my witnese that go wnere I may, I snall nre- 
serve those feelings unimpaired. And it is mv witness, too, that tney 
alone impel me to the course I must take, and from whidi nothing now 
shall tum me, as I hope for mercy." 

" These are Strange riddles," said Mr. Haredale. 

" In this World, sir," she replied, " they may, pnerhaps, never he ex- 
plained. In another, the Truth will be discovered in its own good time. 
And may that time," she added in a low voice, " be fax distant l " 

" Let me be sure,** said Mr. Haredale, " that I understand you, for I 
am doubtful of my own senses. Do you mean that you are resolved 
voluntarily to deprive yourself of those means of sujjport you have 
received firom us so long — that you are determined to resign the annuity 
we settled on you twenty years agö— to leave house, and home, and 
goods, and begin life anew — and this, for some secret reason or monstrous 
fancy which is inca^ble of explanation, which only now exists, and has 
been dormant all this time ? In the name of God, under what delusion 
are you labouring ?" 

"As I am deeply thankful,** she made answer, " for the kindness of 
those, alive and dead, who have owned thi« house ; and as I would not 
have its roof fall down and crush me, or ils very walls drip blood, my 
name being spoken in their hearing ; I never will again subsist upon 
their bounty, or let it help me to subsistence. You do not know,'' she 
added, suddenly, " to what uses it may be applied ; into what hands it 
may pass. I do, and I renounce it." 

"Surely," said Mr. Haredale, "its uses rest with you." 

" They did. They rest with me no loujger. It may be — it is — devoted 
to nurposes that mock the dead in their graves. It never can prosper 
witn me. It will bring some other heavy judgment on the head of my 
dear son, whose innocence will suffer for his mother's guilt." 

" What words are these ? " cried Mr. Haredale, regarding her with 
wonder. " Among what associates have you fallen ? Into what guilt 
have you ever been betrayed ? " 

" I am guilty, and yet innocent ; wrong, yet right ; good in intention, 
though constrained to shield and aid the bad. Ask me no more ques- 
tions, sir; but believe that I am rather to be pitied than condemned. I 
must leave my house to-morrow, for while I stay there, it is haunted. 
My future dwelling, if I am to live in peace, must be a secret. If my 
poor boy should ever stray this way, do not tempt him to disclose it or 
nave him watched when he retums ; for if we are hunted, we must fly 
again. And now this load is off mv mind, I beseech you — and you, dear 
Miss Haredale, too — to trust me if you can, and think of me kindly as 
you have been used to do. If I die and cannot teil my secret even then 
(for that may come to pass), it will sit the lighter on my breast in that hoiir 
lor this day's work ; and on that day, and every day until it comes, I 
will pray for and thank you both, and trouble you no more." 

With that, she would have left them, but they detained her, and with 
many soothing words and kind entreaties, besought her to consider what 
she did, and above all to repose more freely upon them, and say what 
weiglgd so sorely on her mind. Finding her deaf to their persuasions, 
Mr. Haredale suggested, as a last resource, that she should confide in 
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Emma, of whom, as a yoiing person and one of her own sex, she might 
stand in less dread than of mmself. From this proposal, however, she 
recoiled with the same indescribable repugnance sne bad manifested 
when they met. Tlie utmost that could be wrung from her was, a pro- 
mise that she wonld receive Mr. Haredale at her own house next evening, 
and in the meantime reconsider her determination and their dissuasions 
— though any change on her part, as she told them, was quite hopeless. 
This condition made at last, they reluctantly suflfered her to depart, since 
sbe would neither eat nor drink within the house ; and she, and Bamaby, 
and Grip, accordinglv went out as they had come, by the private stair 
and garden-gate ; seemg and being seen of no one by the way. 

It was remarkable in the raven that during the whole interview he 
had kept bis eye on his book with exactly the air of a very sly human 
rascal, who, under the mask of pretending to read hard, was listening to 
everything. He still appeared to have the conversation very strongly in 
his mind, for although, when they were alone again, he issued orders for 
the instant preparation of innumerable kettles for purposes of tea, he was 
thoughtful, and rather seemed to do so from an abstract sense of duty, 
than with any regard to making himself agreeable, or being what is com- 
monly called good Company. 

They were to retum by the coach; As there was an interval of füll 
two hours before it started, and they needed rest and some refreshment, 
Bamaby begged hard for a visit to the Maypole. But his mother, who 
had no wish to be recognised by any of those who had known her long 
agü, and who feared besides that Mr. Haredale might, on second thoughts, 
despatch some messenger to that place of entertainment in quest of her, 
proposed to wait in the churchyard instead. As it was easy for Bamaby 
to buy and carry hither such humble viands as they required, he cheer- 
fiilly assented, and in the churchyard they sat down to take their frugal 
dinner. 

Here again, the raven was in a hi^ly reflective state ; Walking un and 
down when he had dined, with an air of elderly complacency wnich was 
strongly suggestive of his having his hands under his coat-tails ; and 
appearing to read the tombstones with a very critical taste. Sometimes, 
aiter a long inspection of an epitaph, he would strop his beak upon the 
grave to which it referred, and cry in bis hoarse tones, " I 'm a devil, I 'm 
a devil, I 'm a devü ! " but whether he addressed his observations to any 
supposed person below, or meiely threw them off as a general remark, is 
matter of uncertainty. 

It was a quiet pretty spot, but a sad one for Barnaby's mother ; for Mr. 
Reuben Haredale ky there, and near the vault in which his ashes rested, 
was a stone to the memoiy of her own husband, with a brief inscription 
recording how and when he had lost his life. She sat here, thoughtful 
and apart, until their time was out, and the distant hom told that the 
coach was comine. 

Barnaby, who had been sleeping on the grass, sprang up quickly at the 
soimd ; and Grip, who appeared to imderstand it equally well, walked 
into his basket straightway, entreating society in general (as though he 
intended a kind of satire upon them m connection with churchyards) 
never to say die on any terms. They were soon on the coach-top and 
rolling along the road. 

It went round by the Maypole, and stopped at the door. Joe was from 
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home, and Hush came sluggislily out to hand ^the parcel that it called for. 
There was no fear of old John Coming out. They could see Wm from the 
coach-TOof fast asleep in his cosy bar. It was a part of John's character. 
He made a point of going to sleep at the coacVs time. He despised 
gadding about ; he looked upon coaches as things that ought to be in- 
dicted ; as disturbers of the peace of mankind ; as restless, bustling, busy, 
hom-blowing contrivances, (juite beneath the dignity of men, and only 
ßuited to giddy girls that did nothing but chatter and go a-shopping. 
" We know nothing about coadbes here, sir," John would say, ii any 
unlucky stranger made inquiry touching the offensive vehicles ; ** we 
don't book for em ; we 'd rather not ; they *re more trouble than they 're 
worth, with their noise and rattle. If you like tb wait for 'em you can ; 
but we don't know anything about 'em ; they may call and they may 
not— there 's a carrier — ^he was looked upon as quite good enough for us, 
when I was a boy." 

She dropped her veil as Hugh climbed up, and while he hung behind, 
and talked to Bamaby in whispers. But neither he nor any other persoa 
spoke to her, or noticed her, or had any curiosity about her ; and so, an 
alien, she visited and left the village where she nad been bom, and had 
lived a merry child, a comely girl, a happy wife — where she had known 
all her enjoyment of life, and nad entered on its hardest sorrows. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

" And you 're not surprised to hear this, Varden?" said Mr. Haredale. 
" Well ! Von and she have always been the best friends, and you should 
understand her if anybody does." 

*' I ask your pardon, sir," rejoined the locksmith. " I didn't say I 
understood her. I wouldn't have the presumption to say that of any 
woman. It 's not so easily done. But I am not so much surprised, sir, 
as you expected me to be,*certainly." 

" May I ask why not, my good friend ? " 

" I have Seen, sir," retumed the locksmith with evident reluctance, 
" I have Seen in connection with her, something that has filled me with 
distrust and uneasiness. She has made bad friends, how or when, I don't 
know ; but that her house is a refuge for one robber and cut-throat at 
least, I am certain. There, sir ! Now it 's out." 

" Varden ! " 

" My own eyes, sir, are my witnesses, and for her sake I wotdd be 
willingly half-blind, if I could but have the pleasure of mistrusting 'em. 
I have tept the secret tili now, and it will go no further than yourself, 
I know ; but I teil you that with my own eyes — broad awake — I saw, 
in the passage of her house one evening after dark, the highwayman 
who robbed and wounded Mr. Edward ehester, and on the sarae nicht 
threatened me." 
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"And you made no efifbrt to detain him?'' said Mr. Haredale quickly. 

"Sir," retumed the locksmith, "slie lierself prevented me — ^held me, 
with all her strength, and hung about me untü he had got clear off." 
And having gone so üar, he related circiunstantially all that had passed 
upon the night in question. 

This dialogue was held in a low tone in the locksmith's little parlour, 
into which nonest Gabriel had shown his visitor on his arrival. Mr. 
Haredale had called upon him to entreat his Company to the widow's, 
that he might have the assistance of his persuasion and influence ; and 
out of this circumstance the conversation nad arisen. 

" I forbore," said Gabriel, " from repeating one word of this to anv- 
body, as it conld do her no sood and might do her great härm. I thought 
and hoped, to say the truth, that she would come to me, and talk to me 
about it, and teU me how it was ; but though I have purposely put myself 
in her way more than once or twice, she has never touched upon the 
subject — except by a look. And indeed," said the good-natured lock- 
smith, " there was a good deal in the look, more than could have been put 
iuto a great many words. It said, among other matters, * Don't ask me 
anything,' so imploringly, that I didn't ask her anything. You'll think 
me an old fool, 1 know, sir. If it 's any relief to call me one, pray do." 

" 1 am greatly disturbed by what you teil me," said Mr. Hareaale, after 
a silence. " Wnat meaning do you attach to it ? " 

The locksmith shook his head, and looked doubtfully out of window 
at the failing light 

" She cannot nave married again," said Mr. Haredale. 

" Not without our knowledge surely, sir." 

"She may have done so, in the fear that it would lead, if known, to 
Bome objection or estrangement. Suppose she married incautiously — it 
is not improbable, for her existence has been a lonely and monotonous 
one for many years— and the man tumed out a ruffian, she would be 
anxious to screen him, and yet would revolt from his crimes. This might 
be. It bears strongly on the whole drift of her discourse yesterday, and 
would quite explain her conduct. Do you suppose Bamaby is privy to 
these circumstances ? " 

" Quite impossible to say, sir," retumed the locksmith, shaking his 
head again : " and next to impossible to find out from him. If what you 
suppose is really the case, I tremble for the lad — a notable person, sir, to 
put to bad uses " 

" It is not possible, Varden," said Mr. Haredale, in a still lower tone 
of voice than he had spoken yet," that we have been blinded and deceived 
by this woman from the beginning ? It is not possible that this con- 
nection was formed in her husband's lifetime, and led to his and my 
brothei's- " 

"Good God, sir," cried Gabriel, interrupting him, "don't entertain 
such dark thoughts for a moment. Five-and-twenty years ago, where 
was there a gin like her? A gay, handsome, laughing, bright-eyed 
damsel I Think what she was, sir. It makes my heart ache now, eyen 
now, though I 'm an old man, with a woman for a daughter, to think 
what ehe was and what she is. We all change, but that 's with Time ; 
Time does his work honestly, and I don't mind him. A fig for Time, 
sir. Üse him well, and he 's a hearty fellow, and scoms to have you at a 
disadvantage. But care and suffering (and those have changed her) are 
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devils, sir — secret, stealthy, undermining devilß — who tread down the 
brightest flowers in Eden, and do more havoc in a month than Time does 
in a year. Picture to yourself for one minute what Mary was before 
they went to work with her fresh beart and face— do her that justice— 
and say wbether sucb a tbing is possible." 

" You 're a good fellow, Varden," said Mr. HaredaJe, " and are quite 
rigbt. I bave brooded on tbat subject so long, tbat every breatb of sus- 
picion carries me back to it. You are quite rigbt" 

" It isn% sir," cried the locksmith witb brigbtened eyes, and sturdy 
honest voice ; " it isn't because I courted her before Kudge, and failed, 
that I say she was too good for him. She would bave been as much too 
good for me. But she vhm too good for bim ; he wasn't free and frank 
enough for her. 1 don't reproach bis memory with it, poor fellow ! I 
only want to put her before you aa she reaUy was. For myself, I '11 keep 
her old picture in my mind ; and tbinking of tbat, and what has alterea 
her, I '11 stand her friend, and try to win her back to peace. And dämme, 
sir," cried Gabriel, " with your pardon for the word, I 'd do the same if 
she had married fifty highwaymen in a twelvemonth ; and tbink it in 
the Protestant Manual too, though Martha said it wasn't, tooth and nail, 
tilldoomsday!" 

If the dark little parlour had been fiUed witb a dense fog, which, 
Clearing away in an instant, left it all radiance and brightness, it could 
not bave been more suddeiüy cheered than by this outbreak on the part 
of the hearty locksmith. In a voice nearly as füll and round as bis own, 
Mr. Haredale cried "Well saidt" and bade bim come away without 
more parley. The locksmith complied rigbt wilUngly ; and both eetting 
into a nackney coach which was waiting at the door, drove oflf straigntway. 

They alighted at the street comer, and dismissing their conveyance, 
walked to the bouse. To their first knock at the door there was no 
response. A second met with the like result. But in answer to the 
tbird, which was of a more vigorous kind, the parlour window-sash was 
gently raised, and a musical voice cried : 

" Haredale, my dear fellow, I am extremely glad to see you. How 
very much you bave improved in your appearance since our last meeting ! 
I never saw you looking better. How do you do?" 

Mr. Haredale tumed bis eyes towards the casement whence the voice 
proceeded, though there was no need to do so, to recognise the Speaker, 
and Mr. ehester waved bis band, and smiled a courteous welcome. 

" The door will be opened immediately," he said. " There is nobody 
but a very dilapidated female to perform such offices. You will excuse 
her infirmities ? If she were in a more elevated Station of society, she 
would be gouty. Being but a hewer of wood and drawer of water, she 
is rheumatic. My dear Haredale, these are natural class distinctions, 
depend upon it." 

Mr. Haredale, whose face resumed its lowering and distrustful look 
the moment he heard the voice, inclined bis head stiffly, and tumed bis 
back upon the Speaker. 

"Not opened yet?" said Mr. Chester. "Dear me! I hope the aged 
soul has not caught her foot in some unlucky cobweb by the way. She 
is there at last ! Come in, I beg." 

Mr. Haredale entered, followed by the locksmith. Tuming witb a 
look of great astonishment to the old woman who had opened the door. 
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he inquired for Mre. Rudge — for Bamaby. They were both gone, ßbe 
replied, wagging her ancient head, for good. There was a gentleman in 
the parlour, who perhaps could teil them more. That was all she knew. 

"Pray, sir," said Mr. Haredale, presenting himself before thia new 
tenant, "where is the person whom I came here to see ?" 

"My dear friend," he retumed, "1 have not the least idea." 

" Your trifiing is ill-timed " retorted the other in a suppressed tone 
and voice, " and its subject ill-chosen. Reserve it for those who are your 
friends, and do not expend it on me. I lay no claim to the distinction, 
and have the self-denial to reject it." 

"My dear, good sir " said Mr. Chester, "you are heated with Walking. 
Sit down, I b^. Our friend is *' 

"Is but a piain honest man,*' retnmed Mr. Haredale, "and quite 
unworthy of your notice." 

"Gabriel Varden by name, sir," said the locksmith bluntly. 

"A worthy English yeomanl" said Mr. Chester. "A most worthy 
yeoman, of whom I have frequently heard my son Ned— darling fellow 
-Hsroeak, and have often wished to see. Varden, my good friend, I am 
ßlaa to know you. You wonder now," he said, tuming languidly to Mr. 
Haredale, " to see me here. Now, I am sure you do." 

Mr. Haredale glanced at him — not fondly or admiringly — smiled, and 
held his peace. 

" The mystery is solved in a moment," said Mr. Chester ; " in a mo- 
nrcnt. Wül you «tep aside with me one instant. You remember our 
little compact in reference to Ned, and your dear niece, Haredale? You 
remember the list of assistants in their innocent intrigue ? You re- 
member these two people being among them? My dear fellow, con- 
gratnlate yourself and me. I have bought them ou" 

" You have done what ?" said Mr. Haredale. 

" Bought them off," retumed his smiling friend. " I have found it 
necessary to take some active stepa towards setting this boy and girl attach- 
ment quite at rest, and have begun by removing these two agents. You 
are surprised ? Who can withstMid the influence of a little money ? They 
wanted it, and have been bought off. We have nothing more to fear from 
them. They are gone." 

" Gone !",echoed Mr. Haredale. " Where ?" 

"My dear fellow — and you niust permit me to say again that you never 
looked 80 young ; so positively boyisn as you do to-night — the Lord knows 
where; I believe Columbus himself wouldn't find them. Between you 
and me they have their hidden reasons, but upon that point I have pledged 
myself to secrecy. She appointed to see you here to-nißht, I know, but 
fonnd it inconvenient, and couldn't wait. Here is the Key of the door. 
I am afraid youll find it inconveniently large ; but as the tenement is 
youTB, your good-nature wiU excuse that, Haredale, I am certain !" 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

Mr. Haredale stood in the widow's parlour with the door-key in ms 
hand, gazing by tums at Mr. ehester and at Gabriel Varden, and occa- 
eion^y glancing downward at the key as in the hope that of its own 
accord it would unlock the mystery ; until Mr. Chester, putting on bis 
hat and gloves, and sweetly inquiring whether they were Walking in the 
same direction, recalled him to himseK 

" No," he Said. " Onr roads diverge — widely, as you know. For the 
present, I shall lemain here." 

" You will be hipped, Haredale ; you will be miserable, melancholy, 
utterly wretched," retumed the other. " It 's a place of the yery last 
description for a man of your temper. I know it will make you very 
miserable." 

"Let it," Said Mr. Haredale, sitting down; "and thrive upon the 
th ou^ht. Good night ! " 

Feigning to be wholly unconscious of the abrupt wave of the band 
which rendered this farewell tantamount to a dismissal, Mr. Chester 
retorted with a bland and heartfelt benediction, and inquired of Gabriel 
in what direction he was going. 

" Yours, sir, would be too much honour for the like of me," retumed 
the locksmith, hesitating. 

" I wish you to remain here a little while, Varden," said Mr. Haredale, 
without looking towards them. " I have a word or two to say to you." 
" I will not intrude upon your confidence another momenV' said Mr. 
Chester with inconceivable politeness. " May it be satisfactory to you 
both ! God bless you !" So saying, and bestowing upon the locksmith 
a most refulgent smile, he left them. 

" A deplorably constituted creature, that rugged person," he said, as 
he walked along the street ; " he is an atrocity that carries its own punish- 
ment along with it — a bear that gnaws himself. And here is one of the 
inestimable advantages of havins a perfect command over one's inclina- 
tions. I bare been tempted in these two short Interviews, to draw upon 
that fellow, fifty times. Five men in six would have yielded to the 
Impulse. By suppressing mine, I wound him deeper and more keenly 
than if I were the oest swordsman in all Europe, and he the worst. You 
are the wise man's very last resource," he said, tapping the hilt of bis 
weapon ; " we can but appeal to you when all eke is said and done. To 
come to you before, and thereby spare our adversaries so much, ig a ba^ 
barian mode of warfare, quite unworthy of any man with the remotest 
pretensions to delicacy otfeeling, or refinement." 

He smiled so very pleasantly as he communed with himself after this 
manner, that a beggar was emboldened to follow for alms, and to dog bis 
footsteps for some distance. He was gratified by the circumstance, feeling 
it complimentary to his power of feature, and as a reward suffered the 
man to follow him until ne called a chair, when he graciously dismissed 
him with a fervent blessing. 

" Which is as easy as cursing," he wisely added, as he took his seat, 
" and more becoming to the face.— To Clerkenwell, my good creatureSjif 
you please!" The -chairmen were rendered quite vivacious by having 
such a court«ou8 bürden, and to Clerkenwell they went at a fair round trot 
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Alighting at a certain point he had indicated to them upon the road, 
and puying them sometning less than the^ expected from a fare of such 
gentle speech, he tumed into the street in which the locksmith dwelt, 
and presently stood beneath the shadow of the Golden Key. Mr. Tappertit, 
who was hard at work by lamplight in a comer of the Workshop, remained 
iinconscious of his presence unnl a hand upon his Shoulder made him 
Start and tum his head. 

" Industry," said Mr. ehester, " is the soul of business, and the key- 
stone of prosperity. Mr. Tappertit, I shall expect you to invite me to 
dinner when you are Lord Mayor of London." 

"Sir," retumed the 'prentice, laying down his hammer, and rubbins 
his nose on the back of a veiy sooty hand, " I scom the Lord Mayor and 
everything that belongs to him. We must have another State of society, 
sir, before you catch me being Lord Mayor. How de do, sir V 

"The better, Mr. Tappertit, for looking into your ingenuous face once 
more. I hope you are well." 

" I am as well, sir," said Sim, standing up to get nearer to his ear, and 
whispering hoarsely, " as any man can be under the aggrawations to which 
I am exposed. My life 's a bürden to me. If it wasuT for wengeance, I 'd. 
play at pitch and toss with it on the losing hazard." 

" Is Mrs. Varden at home ?" said Mr. Chester. 

"Sir," retumed Sim, eyeing him over with a look of concentrated 
expression, — " she is. Did you wish to see her ?" 

Mr. Chester nodded. 

"Then come this way, sir," said Sim, wiping his face upon his apron. 
" Follow me, sir. — ^Womd you permit me to whisper in your ear, one half 
a second ?" 

" By all means." 

Mr. Tappertit raised himself on tiptoe, applied his lips to Mr. ehesteres 
ear, drew back his head without saying anything, looked hard at him, 
apjplied them to his ear again, again drew back, and finally whispered — 
"The name is Joseph Willet. Hush! I say no more." 

Having said that much, he beckoned the visitor with a mjrsterious 
aspect to follow him to the parlour door, where he announced him in the 
Toice of a gentleman usher. " Mr. Chester." 

" And not Mr. Ed'dard, mind," said Sim, looking into the door again, 
and adding this by way of postscript in his own person ; " it 's hi3 fatner." 

" But do not let his father," said Mr. Chester, advancing hat in hand, 
as he observed the effect of this last explanatorr announcement, " do not 
let his father be any check or restraint on your domestic occupations, Miss 
Varden," 

" Oh ! Now ! There ! An't I always a-saying it ! " exclaimed Miggs, 
clapping her hands. " If he an't been and took Missis for her own 
daughter. Well, she do look like it, that she do. Only think of that, 
mim ! " 

" Is it possible," said Mr. Chester in his softest tones, " that this is 
Mrs. Vardlen ? I am amazed. That is not your daughter, Mrs. Varden? 
Noj no. Your sister." 

"My daughter, indeed, sir," retumed Mrs. V., blushing with great 
juvenility. 

"Ah, Mrs. Varden !" cried the visitor. "Ah, ma'am — ^humanitv is 
indeed a happy lot, when we can repeat ourselves in others, and still be 
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young as they. You miist allow me to salute you— the custom of the 
country, my dear madam — ^your daughter too." 

Dolly fihowed some reluctance to perform this ceremony, but was 
sharply reproved by Mrs. Yarden, who insisted on ber undergoing it tbat 
minute. For pride, ebe said witb ^at severity, was one ef the Beven 
deadly sins, and humility and lowliness of heart were virtues. Where- 
fore sbe desired tbat Dolly would be kissed immediately, on pain of her 
just displeasure ; at tbe same time ^ving ber to undexstand tbat wbat- 
ever sbe saw ber motber do, sbe migbt safely do berself, witbout being 
at tbe trouble of any reasoning or reflection on tbe subject— wbich, 
indeed, was offensive and undutiful, and in direct contravention of tbe 
Cburcb Catecbism. 

Tbus admomsbed, Dolly complied, thougb by no means wilUngly, for 
tbere was a broad bold look of admiration in Mr. Cbester's face, ref[iied 
and polisbed tbougb it sougbt to be, wbicb distressed ber very mucL 
As sbe stood witb oowncast eyes, not liking to look up and meet bis, be 
gazed upon ber witb an approving air, and tben tumed to her motber. 

" My friend Gabriel (whose acquaintance I only made tbia very even- 
ing) sbould be a happy man, Mrs. Yarden." 

^ Ah ! '' sighed Mrs. Y., sbaking ber bead. 

" Ab I " echoed Miggs. 

" Is tbat tbe case ? " said Mr. ehester, compassionately . " Dear me ! " 

" Master has no intentions, sir," murmurea Miggs, as sbe sidled up to 
bim, " but to be grateful as bis natur will let bim, for everytbing he 
owns wbicb it is in bis powers to appreciate. But we never, sir," — said 
Miggs, looking sideways at Mrs. Yarden, and interlarding ber discourse 
witü a sigh — " we never know tbe füll value of some wines and fig-trees 
tili we lose 'em. So much the worse, sir, for them as has the sligbting 
of *em on their consciences when they 're -gone to be in füll blow else- 
wbere." And Miss Miggs cast up her eyes to signify where tbat migbt be. 

As Mrs. Yarden distmctly heard, and was intended to hear, aU tbat 
Miggs said, and as these words appeared to convey in metapborical terms 
a presage or foreboding tbat sbe would at some early period droop be- 
neath ber trials, and take an easy fligbt towards tbe stars, sbe immediately 
began to languish, and taking a volume of tbe Manual from a neighbour- 
ing table, leant her arm upon it as thougb sbe were Hope and tbat her 
Anchor. Mr. ehester perceiving this, and seeins how tbe volume was 
lettered on tbe back, took it gently from her hand, and tumed tbe flut- 
tering leaves. 

" My favourite book, dear madam. How often, how very often in bis 
early life — before be can remember" — (this clause was strictly true) 
'^ have I deduced little easy moral lessons from its pages for my dear son 
Ned! You know Ned?" 

Mrs. Yarden had tbat honour, and a fine affable young gentleman be 
was. 

" You 're a motber, Mrs. Yarden," said Mr. ehester, taking a pinch of 
snuff, " and you know what I, as a father, feel, when he is praised. He 
gives me some uneasiness — much imeasiness — ^he is of a roving nature, 
ma'am — from flower to flower — ^from sweet to sweet — ^but bis is tbe but- 
terfty time of life, and we must not be bard upon such trifling." 

He glanced at Dolly. She was attending evidently to what he said. 
Just what he desired ! 
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"The only thing I object to in this little trait of Ned's is," said Mr. 
ehester— "and the mention of bis name reminds me, by tbe way, that I 
am about to beg tbe favour of a minute*s talk with you alone — tbe only 
thing I object to in it is, tbat it does partake of insincerity. Now, bow- 
ever, I may attempt to disguise tbe fact from myself in my affection for 
Ned, still I always revert to this — tbat if we are not sincere, we are 
nothing, notbing upon eartb. Let us be sincere, my dear madam — " 

"—and Protestant," murmured Mrs. Varden. 

"—and Protestant above all things. Let us be sincere and Protestant, 
Rtrictly moral, strictly just (tbough always witb a leaning towards mercy), 
strictly honest, and strictly true, and we gain — it is a slight point, cer- 
tainly, but still it is sometbing tangible ; we tbrow up a groundwork 
and foundation, so to speak, of goodness, on wbicb we may aflerwards 
erect some wortby superstructure." 

New, to be sure, Mrs. Varden tbou^bt, bere is a perfect cbaracter. 
Here is a meek, righteous, tborougb-going Christian, wbo, baving maa- 
tered all tbese qualities, so difficult of attamment — wbo, baving dropped 
a pinch of salt on tbe tails of all the cardinal virtues, and caugbt tnem 
every one — makes ligbt of tbeir possession, and pants for mope morality. 
For the good woman never doubted (as many ^ood men and women 
neTer do), tbat this sligbting kind of profession, this setting so little störe 
by great matters, this seeming to say " I am not proud, I am what you 
hear, but I consider myself no better than other people ; let us change 
the Bubject, pray " — was perfectly genuine and true. He so contrived it, 
and Said it m that way, tbat it appeared to bave been forced from bim, 
and its effect was marvellous. 

Aware of the Impression he had made — few men were quicker than he 
at such discoveries — Mr. Chester foUowed up the blow by propounding 
certain virtuous maxims, somewhat yague and general in tbeir nature, 
doubtless, and occasionally partaking of the character of truisms, wom a 
Httle out at elbow, but delivered in so charming a voice, and with such 
nncommon serenity and peace of mind, that they answered as well as the 
best Nor is this to be wondered at, for as hollow vessels produce a far 
more musical eound in falling than tbose which are substantial, so it will 
oftentimes be found that sentiments which bave nothing in them make 
the loudest ringing in the world, and are the most relished. 

Mr. Chester, with the volume gently extended in one band, and witb 
the other planted lightly on bis breast, talked to them in tbe most deli- 
cious manner possible ; and quite encbanted all bis hearers, notwitb- 
standing their conflicting interests and thoughts. Even Dolly, wbo, 
between bis keen regards and her eyeing over by Mr. Tappertit. was put 
quite out of countenance, could not belp owning witbin nerseli that he 
was the sweetest-spoken gentleman she had ever seen. Even Miss Miggs, 
who was divided between admiration of Mr. Chester and a mortaljealousy 
of her young mistress, had sufl&cient leisure to be propitiated. Even Mr. 
Taüpertit, tbough occupied as we bave seen in gazing at bis heart^s de- 
lignt, .could not wholly divert his thoughts from the voice of the other 
charmer. Mrs. Varden, to her own private thinking, had never been so 
improved in all her life ; and when Mr. Chester, rising and craving per- 
mission to speak with her apart, took her by the hand and led her at 
arm's length upstairs to the best sitting-room, she almost deemed him 
sometbing more than human. 
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" Dear madam," he said, pressing her hand delicately to his lips, "be 
seated." Mrs Varden callea up quite a courtly air, and became seated. 

"You guess my object?" said Mr. ehester, drawing a chair towards 
her. " You divine my purpose ? I am an affectionate parent, my dear 
Mrs. Varden." 

" That I am sure you are, sir," said Mrs. V. 

"Thank you," retumed Mr. ehester, tapping his snuff-box lid. 
" Heavy moral responsibilities rest with parents, Mrs. Varden." 

Mrs. Varden slightly raised her hands, shook her head, and looked at 
the gröund as though she saw straight through the globe, out at the 
other end, and into tne immensity of epace beyond. 

** I may confide in you,* said Mr. Chester, " without reserve. I love 
my son, ma'am, dearly ; and loving him as I do, I would save him from 
working certain misery. You know of his attachment to Miss Haredale. 
You have abetted him in it, and very kind of you it was to do so. I am 
deeply obliged to you — most deeply obliged to you — for your interest in 
his Dehalf ; but, my dear ma'am, it is a mistaken one, I do assure you." 

Mrs. Varden stammered that she was sorry — 

** Sorry, my dear ma'am," he interposed. " Never be sorry for what is 
so very amiable, so very good in intention, so perfectly Uke yourself. 
But there are grave and weighty reasons, pressing family considerations, 
and apart even from these, points of religious di&rence, which interpose 
themselves, and render their union impossible ; utterly im-possible.. I 
should have mentioned these circumstances to your husoand ; but he has 
— you will excuse my saying this so freely— -he has not your (juickness 
of ajjprehension or depth of moral sense. What an extremely airy house 
this is, and how beautifully kept ! For one like myself (a wido wer so long) 
these tokens of female care and superintendence have inexpressible charms." 

Mrs. Varden began to think (she scarcely knew why) that the young 
Mr. Chester must be in the wrong, and the old Mr. Chester must be in 
the right 

" My son Ned," restimed her tempter with his utmost winning air, 
" has had, I am told, your lovely daughter's aid, and your open-hearted 
husband's." 

" — Much more than mine, sir," said Mrs. Varden ; " a great deal more. 
I have often had my doubts. It 's a — " 

"A bad example," suggested Mr. Chester. "It is. No doubt it is. 
Your daughter is at that age when to set before her an encouragement 
for young persons to rebel against their parents on this most important 
point, is particularly injudicious. You are quite right. I ought to have 
thought of that myself, but it escaped me, iconfess — so fax superior are 
your sex to ours, dear madam, in point of penetration and sagacity." 

Mrs. Varden looked as wise as if she had really said sometmng to 
deserye this compliment — firmly believed she had, in short — and her 
faith in her own shrewdness increased considerably. 

" My dear ma'am," said Mr. Chester, " you embolden me to be piain 

with you. My son and I are at variance on this point. The yoim» lady 

and her natural guardian differ upon it, also. Aiid the closing point is, 

that my son is bound by his duty to me, by his honour, by every solemn 

tie and Obligation, to marry some one eise." 

." Engaged to marry another lady ! " quoth Mrs. Varden, holding up 
her hands. 



BAUKABY nUDOB, 145 

"My dear madam, brought up, educated, and trained, expressiv for 
that purpose — expressly for that purpose. — Miss Haredale, 1 am told, is 
a very cnarming creature." 

" I am lier foster-mother, and should know — ^the best young lady in 
tlie World," said Mrs. Varden. 

" I have not the smallest doubt of it. I am sure slie is. And you, 
wlio have stood in that tender relation towards her, are bound to con- 
8ult her happiness. Now, can I — as I have said to Haredale, who quite 
agrees— can I possibly stand by, and sufFer her to throw herseif away 
(althoußh she m of a Catholic family), upon a young fellow who, as yet, 
has no heart at all ? It is no imputätion a|>on him to say he has not, 
because young men who have plunged deeply into the frivoüties and con- 
ventioniuities of society, very seldom have. Their hearts never ßrow, 
my dear ma'am, tili after thirty. I don't believe, no, I do not believe, 
tliat I had any heart myself when I was Ned's age. 

"Oh, sir," said Mrs. Varden, "I think you must have had. It's 
impossible that you, who have so much now, can ever have been 
without any." 

" I hope," he answered, shrugging his Shoulders meekly, " I have a 
little ; I hope, a verv little — Heaven knows ! But to retum to Ned ; I 
have no douot you thought, and therefore interfered benevolently in his 
beludf, that I objected to Miss Haredale. How very natural ! My dear 
madam, I object to him — to him—emphatically to iNed Mmself." 

Mrs. Varden was perfectly aghast at the disclosure. 

" He has, if he honourably fulfils this solemn Obligation of which. I 
have told you — ^and he must be honourable, dear Mrs. Varden, or he is 
no son of Wne — a fortune within his reach. He is of most expensive, 
ruinously expensive habits ; and if, in a moment of caprice and wilful- 
ness, he were to marry this young lady, and so deprive himself of the 
meauB of gratifying the tastes to which he had been so long accustomed, 
he woiüd — my dear madam, he would break the gentle creature's heart. 
Mrs. Varden, my good lady,my dear soul, I put it to you — is such a sacrifice 
to be endured ? Is the female heart a thing to be trifled with in this way l 
Ask your own, my dear madam. Ask your own, I beseech you." 

" Truly," thought Mrs. Varden, " this gentleman is a saint. But," she 
added aloud, and not unnaturally, ^ if you take Miss Emma's lover away, 
sir, what becomes of the poor thmg's heart then ? " 

"The very point," said Mr. Chester, not at all abaahed, "to which I 
wished to leaa you. A marriage with my son, whom I should be com- 
pelled to disown, would be foUowed by years of misery ; they would be 
seporated, my dear madam, in a twelvemonth. To break off this attach- 
ment, which is more fancied than real, as you and I know very well, will 
cost the dear girl but a few tears, and she is happy asain. Take the cose 
pf your own daughter, the young lady downstairs, who is your breathing 
image " — Mrs. Varden coughed and simpered — " there is a young man (I 
am sorrv to say, adissolute fellow, of very indifferent character), of whom 
I have heard Ned speak—BuUet was it — Pullet— MuUet — " 
^ " There is a young man of the name of Joseph Wület, sir," said Mrs., 
Varden, folding her hands loftily. 

"That 's he," cried Mr. Chester. "Suppose this Joseph Willet now,. 
were to aspire to the affections of your cnarming daughter, and were to 
engagethem?" 

10 



liß BARNA^Y RÜDQR 

" It would be like hia impudence," interposed Mrs. Vaiden, bridling, 
« to dare to think of such a tning ! ^ 

" My dear madam, tliat's the whole case. I know it would be like his 
impudence. It is Uke Ned's impudence to do as he has done ; but you 
would not on that account, or because of a few teara from your beautifiil 
daughter, refrain from checking tbeir inclinations in tneir birth. I 
meant to have reasoned thus witb your husband when I saw him at 
Mrs. Rudge's tbia eveninc ^ 

" My busband," eaid Mrs. Vaiden, interposing witb emotion, " would 
be a great deal better at home than going to Mrs. Hudge's so often. I 
don't know wliat he does there. I don't see what occasion he has to 
busy himself in her affairs at all, sir." 

" If I don't appear to express my concurrence in those last sentiments 
of yours/' retumed Mr. Chester, " quite so strongly as you might desire, 
it is because his being there, my dear madam, and not proving conversa- 
tional, led me hither, and procured me the happiness of this interview 
with one, in whom the whole management, conduct, and prosperity of 
her family are centred, I perceive." 

With that he took Mrs. Varden's band again, and having pressed it to 
his Ups with the high-flown gallantry of the day — a little burlesqued to 
render it the more striking in the good ladVs imaccustomed eyes — pro- 
ceeded in the same strain of mingled sophistry, cajolery, and flattery, to 
entreat that her utmost influence might be exerted to restrain her husband 
and daughter from any further promotion of Edward's suit to Miss Hare- 
dale, and from aiding or abetting either party in any way. Mrs. Varden 
was but a woman, and had her share of vanity, obstinacy, and love of 
power. She entered into a secret treaty of alliance, offensive and defen- 
sive, with her insinuating visitor ; and really did believe, as many others 
woiüd have done who saw and heard him, that in so doing she fiirthered 
the ends of truth, lustice, and morality, in a very uncommon degree. 

Overjojed by the success of bis neeotiation, and mightily amused 
within nimself, Mr. Chester conducted her downstairs in the same etate 
as before; and having repeated the previoua ceremony of salutation, 
which also as before comprehended Dolly, took his leave ; first complet- 
ing the conquest of Miss Miggs^s heart, by inquiring if " this young lady " 
would light him to the door. 

^* Oh, mim," said Miggs, retuming with the candle. " Oh, gracious me, 
mim, there 's a gentleman. Was there ever such an angel to talk as he 
is — and such a sweet-looking man ! So upright and noble, that he seems 
to despise the very ground he walks on ! and yet so mild and condescend- 
ing, that he seems to say, * but I will take notice on it too.' And to 
think of his taking you for Miss Dolly, and Miss Dolly for your sister — 
Oh, my goodness me, if I was master wouldn't I be jealous of him !" 
' Mrs. Varden reproved her handmaid for this vain-speaking; but very 
oently and mildly — quite smilingly indeed — ^remarking that she was a 
loolish, giddy, light-hearted girl, whose spirits carried her beyond all 
bounds, and who didn't mean half she said^ or she would be quite angry 
with her. 

" For my part," said Dolly, in a thoughtful manner, " I half believe 
Mr. Chester is something like Miggs in that respect. For all his polite- 
ness and pleasant speaking, I am pretty sure he was makins eame of us 
more than once." 
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^ If yon ventore to say sucli a thin^ again, and to epeak ill of people 
beliind their backs in my presence, Miss/' said Mi*s. Varden, *^ 1 Bhall 
insist upon your taking a candle and going to bed directly. How dare 
von, Dolly? I'm aatonished at you. The rudeness of your whole be- 
haviour mis evening has been disgraceful. Did anybddy ever hear," 
cried the enraged matron, bursting into tears, '' of a daughter telling her 
own mother she has been made game of ! " 

What a very uncertain temper ]VIrs. Varden's was ! 




CHAPTER XXVIII. 

Repairinq to a noted coffee-house in Convent Garden when he left 
the locksmith's, Mr. ehester sat long over a late dinner, entertaining 
himself exceedingly with the whimsical recollection of his recent pro- 
ceeclings, and congratulating himself very much on his great clevemess. 
Influenced by these thoughts, his face wore an expression so benign and 
tranquil, that the waiter in immediate attendance upon him feit he could 
ahnest have died in his defence, and settled in his own mind (until the 
receipt of the bill, and a very small fee for very great trouble disabused 
it of the idea) that such an apostolic customer was worth half-a-dozen of 
the ordinary run of visitors, at least. 

A Visit to the gaming-table — not as a heated, anxious venturer, biit 
one whom it was quite a treat to see staking his two or three pieces in • 
deference to the follies of society, and smiling with equal benevolence on 
winners and losers — made it late before he reached home. It was his 
custom to bid his servant go to bed at his o>vn time unless he had Orders 
to the contrary, and to leave a candle on the common stair. There was 
a lamp on the landing by which he could always light it when he canie 
home late, and having a key of the door about him he could enter and 
go to bed at his pleasure. 

He opened the glass of the dull lamp, whose wick, burnt up and 
swoUen like a drunkard's nose, came flying off in little carbuncles at 
the candle*8 touch, and scattering hot sparCs about, rendered it matter 
of some difficulty to kindle the lazy taper ; when a noise, as of a man 
snoring deeply some steps higher up, caused him to pause and listen. It 
was the heavy breathing of a sleeper, close at hand. Some fellow had 
lain down on the open staircase, and was slumbering soundly. Having 
lighted the candle at length and opened his own door, he softly ascended, 
holding the taper high above his head, and peering cautiously about ; 
curious to see what lund of man had chosen so comfortless a shelter for 
his lodging. 

"With his head upon the landing, and his great limbs flung over half-a- 
dozen chairs, as careless as though he were a dead man whom drunken 
bearers had thrown down by cnance, there lay Hugh, face uppermost, 
his long hair drooping like some wild weed upon his wooden pillow, 
and his huge ehest heaving with the sounds which so unwontedly dis- 
tuibed the place and hour. 

10 — 2 
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He wlio came upon him so unexpectedly was about to break liis rest 
by thrusting him with bis foot, when, glancing at bis uptumed face, be 
arrested bimself in tbe very action, ana stooping down and sbading tbe 
candle witb bis band, examined bis features closely. Close as bis first 
inspection was, it did not sufläce, for be passed tbe ligbt, still carefullv 
sbaded as before, across and across bis face, and yet observed bim wita 
a searcbing eye. 

Wbile be was tbus engaged, tbe sleeper, witbout any starting or 
iuming round, awoke. There was a kind of fascination in meeting bis 
steady gaze so suddenly, wbicb took from tbe otber tbe presence of mind 
to witbdraw bis eyes, and forced bim, as it were, to meet bis look. So 
tbey remained staring at eacb otber, iintil Mr. Cbester at last broke 
silence, and asked bim in a low voice wby be lay sleeping tbere. 

" I tbougbt," Said Hugb, stniggling into a sitting posture and gazing 
at bim intently still, " tbat you were a part of my dream. It was a 
Gurions one. I bope it may never come true, master." 

" Wbat makes you sbiver ? " 

" Tbe — tbe cold, I suppose," be growled, as be sbook bimself and rose. 
" I bardly know wbere 1 am yet." 

" Do you know me ?" said Mr. Cbester. 

" Ay, I know you," be answered. " I was dreaming of you— we 're 
not wbere I tbougbt we were. Tbat 's a comfort" 

He looked round bim as be spoke, and in particular looked above bis 
bead, as tbougb be balf expected to be Standing under some object whicb 
bad bad existence in bis dream. Tben be rubbed bis eyes and sbook 
bimself again, and foUowed bis conductor into bis own rooms. 

Mr. Cbester ligbted tbe candles wbicb stood upon bis dressing-table, 
and wbeeling an easy-cbair towards tbe fire, wbicb was yet buming, 
stirred up a cheerful blaze, sat down before it, and bade bia uncoutli 
visitor "Come bere, and draw bis boots off." 

" You bave been drinking again, my fine fellow," be said, as Hugb 
went down on one knee, and did as be was told. 

" As I 'm alive, niaster, 1 Ve walked tbe twelve long miles, and waited 
bore I don't know bow long, and bad no drink between my lips since 
dinner-time at noon." 

" And can you do notbing better, my pleasant friend, tban fall asleep, 
and sbake tbe very building witb your snores?" said Mr. Cbester. 
" Can't you dream in your straw at bome, dull dog as you are, tbat you 
need come bere to do it ? — Reacb me tbose slippers, and tread softly." 

Hugb obeyed in silence. 

" And barkee, my dear young gentleman," said Mr. Cbester, as be put 
tbem on, " tbe next time you dream, don't let it be of me, but of some 
dog or borse witb wbom you are better acquainted. Fill tbe glass once 
— you '11 find it and tbe bottle in tbe same place — and empty it to keep 
yourself awake." 

Hugb obeyed again — even more zealously — and baving done so, pre- 
sented bimself before bis patron. 

" Now," Said Mr. Cbester, " wbat do you want witb me 1 ** 

" Tbere was news to day," retumed Hugb. " Your son was at our 
bouse — came down on borseback. He tried to see tbe young woman, 
but couldn't get sigbt of ber. He left some letter or some message wbicb 
our Joe bad cbarge of, but be and tbe old one quarrelled about it wbep 
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your 8on had gone, and the old one wouldn't let it be delivered. He 
Siiys ^that's the old one does) that none of his people shall interfere and 
get him into trouble. He 's a landlord, he says, and lives on everybody's 
ciißtom." 

" He 's a jewel," smiled Mr. Chester, "and the better for being a dull 
one.— Well." 

" Varden's daughter — that 's the girl I kissed " 

"And stole the bracelet from upon the king's highway," said Mr 
Chester, composedly. " Yes ; what of her ? " 

" She wrote a note at our house to the young woman, saying she lost 
the letter I brought to you, and you bumt. Our Joe was to carry it, 
but the old one kept him at home all next day, on purpose that he 
shouldn't Next moming he gave it to me to take ; and here it is." 

"You didn't deliver it then, my good friend 1 " said Mr. Chester, twirl- 
ing DoUy's note between his finger and thumb, and feigning to be sur- 
prised. 

" 1 supposed you 'd want to have it," retorted Hugh. " Bum one, 
bum all, 1 thought." 

" My devil-may-care acquaintance," said Mr. Chester — " really if you 
do not draw some nicer distinctions, your career will be cut short with 
most surprising suddenness. Don't you know that the letter you brought 
to me was directed to my son, who resides in this very place ? And can 
you descry no difference between his letters and those aadressed to other 
people?" 

" If you don't want it," said Hugh, disconcerted by this reproof, for 
he had expected high praise, " give it me back, and 1 '11 deliver it. I 
don't know how to please you, matter." 

"I shall deliver it," returned his patron, putting it away after a 
moment's consideration, "myself. Does the young lady walk out ou 
fine momings ! " 

" Mostly — about noon is her usual time." 

"Alone?" 

" Yes, alone." 

"Where!" 

" In the grounds before the house. Them that the footpath crosses." 

" If the weather should be fine, I may throw myself in her way to- 
morrow, perhaps," said Mr. Chester, as coolly as if she were one of his 
ordinary acquaintance. " Mr. Hugh, if I should ride up to the Maypole 
door, you will do me the favour only to have seen me once. You must 
ßiippress your gratitude, and endeavour to forget my forbearance in the 
matter of the bracelet. It is natural it should break out, and it does you 
honour ; but when other folks are by, you must, for your own sake and 
safety, be as like your usual seif as though you owea me no Obligation 
whatever, and had never stood within these walls. You comprehend 
me?" 

Hugh understood him perfectly. After a pause he muttered that he 
hoped his patron would involve him in no trouble about this last letter ; 
for he had kept it back solely with the view of pleasing him. He was 
continuing in this strain, when Mr. Chester, with a most beneficent and 
patronising air, cut him short by saying : — 

"My good fellow, you have my promise, my word, my sealed bond 
(for a verbtd pledge with me is quite as good), that I will always pro- 



150 BAÜNABr RVDOE. 

tect yoii so long as von deserve it. Now, do set ^our mind at rest. Keep 
it at ease, I beg oi you. When a man puts himself in my power so 
tlioroiighly as you have done, I really feel as though he had a kind of 
Claim upon me. I am more disposed to mercy ana forbearance imder 
such circumstances than I can teil you, Hugn. Do look upon me as 
your protector, and rest assured, 1 entreat you, that on the subject of 
that indiscretion, you may preserve, as long as you and I are friends, 
the lightest heart that ever beat within a human breast. Fill that glass 
once more, to cheer you on your road homewards — I am really quite 
ashamed to think how far you have to go — and then Qod bless you for 
the night." 

" They think," said Hugh, when he had tossed the liquor down, " that 
1 am sleeping soundly in the stable. Ha, ha, ha ! The stable door is 
shut, but the steed 's gone, master." 

" You are a most convivial fellow,"* retumed his friend, " and I love 
your humour of all things. Good night ! Take the greatest possible 
care of yourself, for my säce." 

It was remarkable that during the whole interview, each had endea- 
voured to catch stolen glances of the other's face, and had never looked 
füll at it. They interchanged one brief and hasty glance as Hugh went 
out, averted their eyes directly, and so separated. Hugh closed the 
double doors behind him, carefully and without noise ; and Mr. Chester 
remained in his easy-chair, with his gaze intently fixed upon the fixe. 

" Well ! " he said, after meditating for a long time — and said with a 
deep sigh and an uneasy shifting of his attitude, as though he dismissed 
some other subject from his thoughts, and retumed to that which had 
held possession of them all the day — " the plot thickens ; I have thrown 
the Shell ; it will explode, I think, in eight-and-forty hours, and should 
scatter these good folks amazingly. We shall see ! " 

He went to bed and feil asleep, but had not slept long when he started 
up, and thought that Hugh was at the outer door, calling in a stränge 
voice, very different from his own, to be admitted. The delusion was 
so strong upon him, and was so füll of that vague terror of the night in 
which such visions have their being, that he rose, and taking his sheathed 
sword in his hand, opened the door, and looked out upon the staircase, 
and towards the spot where Hugh had lain asleep ; and even spoke to 
him by name. But all was dark and quiet, ana creeping bac£ to bed 
again, he feil, after an hour's uneasy watching, into a second sleep, and 
woke no more tili moming. 




CHAPTER XXIX. 



The thoughts of worldly men are for ever regulated by a moral law of 
gravitation, which, like the physical one, holds Siem down to earth. The 
bricht ^lory of day, and the silent wonders of a starlit nigh^ appeal to 
tneir minds m vain. There are no signs in the sun, or in the moon, or 
m ttie Stars, for their reading. They are Hke some wise men, who, 
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leariiing to know each planet by its Latin name. have quite forgotten such 
Bmall heavenly constellations as Charitv, Forbearance, Universal Love, 
and Mercy, althongh they shine by nignt and day so brightly that tbe 
blind may eee tbem ; and wbo, looking upwaid at tbe spangled sky, see 
nothing tnere but tbe reflection of tbeir own great wisdom and book- 
leaming. 

It is curious to imagine these people of tbe world, bnsy in tbought, 
tuming their eyes towards tbe countless spberes tbat sbine above us, and 
making tbem reflect tbe only images tbeir minds contain. Tbe man wbo 
lives but in tbe breatb of princes, nae notbing in bis sigbt but stars for 
courtiers' breasts. Tbe envious man bebolds bis neighbours' bonours even 
in tbe sky ; to tbe money-boarded, and tbe mass of worldly foUc, tbe 
whole great universe above glitters witb Sterling coin — fresn from tbe 
mint — stamped witb tbe sovereign's bead, Coming always between tbem 
and heaven, tum wbere tbey may. So do tbe sbadows of our own desirea 
stand between us and our better angels, and tbus tbeir brigbtness is 
ecHpsed. 

Everytbing was fresb and gay, as tbougb tbe world were but tbat 
moming maiae, wben Mr. ehester rode at a tranquil pace along tlie 
Forest road. Tbougb early in tbe season, it was warm and genial 
veatber ; tbe trees were budding into leaf^ the hedges and tbe grass were 
green, tbe air was musical witb songs of birds, and high above tbem all 
the lark poured out bis riebest melody. In shady spote, the moming 
dew spartled on each young leaf and blade of gnuas ; and wbere tbe sun 
was shining, some diamond drops yet glistened origbtly, as in unwilling- 
ness to leave so fair a world, and have such brief existence. Even the 
ligbt wind, wbose rustling was as gentle to the ear as softly-falling water, 
had its bope and promise ; and leaving a pleasant fragrance in its track 
as it went fluttering by, whispered of its mtercourse witb Summer, and 
of bis bappy coming. 

The solitary rider went glancing on among tbe trees, from sunli^bt 
into shade and back again, at the same even pace — ^looking about hmi, 
certainly, from time to time, but witb no greater tbought of the day or 
the scene tbrough which he moved, than tbat he was fortunate (being 
choicely dressecR tohave such favourable weatber. He smiled very com- 
placently at sucn times, but rather as if he were satisfied witb himself 
than witb anytbing eise : and so went riding on, upon bis chestnut cob, 
as pleasant to look upon as bis own horse, and probably far less sensitive 
to the many cbeerful influences by which he was surrounded. 

In tbe course of time, the Maypole's massive chimneys rose upon bis 
view : but he quickened not bis pace one Jot, and witb the same cool 
gravity rode up to the tavem porch. John Willet, wbo was toasting bis 
red fece before a great fire in tbe bar, and wbo, witb surpassins foresight 
and quickness of apprehension, had been thinking, as he looked at tbe 
blue sky, tbat if tbat State of things lasted much longer, it might ulti- 
mately become necessary to leave off fires and tbrow the Windows open, 
issued forth to hold bis stirrup ; called lustily for Hugb. 

"Oh,you'rehere, are you, sir?" said John, rather surprised bj; the 
Jiückness witb which he appeared. " Take this bere valuable animal 
into tbe stable, and have more than particular care of bim if you want 
to keep your place. A mortal lazy feUow, sir ; he needg e^ deal of looking 
after." 
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" But you have a son," retumed Mr. ehester, giving his bridle to Hugh 
as he dismounted, and acknowledging his salute by a careless motion of 
his band towaids his hat " Why don't you make %im useful ?" 

" Why, the truth is, sir," replied John with great importance, "tliat 
my son — ^what, you're a-listemng are you, villain?" 

"Who's listening?" retumed Hugh angrily. "A treat, indeed, to 
hearyou speak I Would you have me take him in tili he 's cool ?" 

"Walk nim up and down further off then, sir," cried old John, "and 
when you see me and a noble gentleman entertaining ourselves with 
talk, keep your distance. If you don't know your distance, sir," added 
Mr. WiUet, after an enormously long pause, during which he fixed his 
great dull eyes on Hugh, and waited with exemplary patience for any 
Ettle property in the way of ideas that might come to him, " well find 
a way to teacn you pretty soon." 

Hugh shrugged bis Shoulders scomfuUy, and in his reckless swagger- 
ing way, crossed to the other side of the little green, and there, with the 
bndle slung loosely over his Shoulder, led the üorse to and fro, glancing 
at his master every now and then from under his bushy eyebrows, with 
as simster an aspect as one would desire to see. 

Mr. ehester, who, without appearing to do so, had eyed him attentively 
during this brief dispute, stepped into the porch, and tuming abruptly 
to Mr. Willet, said, 

" You keep stränge servants, John." 

" Strange enough to look at, sir, certainly," answered the host ; " but 
out of doors ; for horses, dogs, and the likes of that ; there an 't a better 
man in Endand tban is that Maypole Hugh yonder. He an 't fit for 
indoors," added Mr. Willet, with the confidential air of a man who feit 
his own superior nature. " I do that ; but if that chap had only a little 
Imagination, sir — ^'* 

"He 's an active fellow now, I dare swear," said Mr. ehester, in a 
musing tone, which seemed to suggest that he would have said the same 
had there been nobody to hear him. 

" Active, sir ! " retorted John, with quite an expression in his face ; 
" that chap ? Hallo there, you, sir ! Bring that horse here, and go and 
hang my wig on the weathercock, to show this gentleman whether you 're 
one of the lively sort or not" 

Hngh made no answer, but throwing the bridle to his master, and 
shatching his wig from his head, in a manner so unceremonious and hasty 
that the action discomposed Mr. Willet not a little, though performed at 
his own special desire, climbed nimbly to the very summit of the may- 
pole before the house, and hanging the wig upon the weathercock, sent 
it twirling round like a roasting jack. Havmc achieved this Performance, 
he cast it on the ground, and Siding down the pole with inconceivable 
rapidity, alighted on his feet almost as soon as it had touched the earth. 

" There, sir," said John, relapsing into his usual stolid State, " you 
won't see that at many houses besides the Maypole, where there's goo<l 
accommodation for man and beast — ^not that neither, though that with 
him is nothing." 

This last remark bore reference to his vaulting on horseback, as upon 
Mr. ehesteres first visit, and quickly disappearing by the stable gate. 

"iJv?* ^^^^ ^"^ ^ nothing," repeated Mr. Willet, brushing his wig 
with bis wnst, and inwardly resolving to distribute a small Charge for 
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dust aud damage to that article of dress, tbrough the various iteme of his 
giiest's bin ; "hell get oiit of a'most any winder in the house. There 
never was such a chap for flinging himself about and never hurting his 
bones. It 's my opinion, sir, that it 's pretty nearly all owing to his not 
having any imagination ; and if that Imagination could be (which it 
can't) knocked into bim, he'd never be able to do it any more. But we 
was a-talking, sir, about my son." 

" True, Willet, true," said his visitor, tuming again towards the land- 
lord with that serenity of face. " My good friend, what about him ? " 

It has been reported that Mr. Willet, previously to making answer, 
winked. But as he was never known to be guilty of such lightness of 
conduct either before or afterwards, this may be looked upon a^ a malicious 
invention of his enemies — founded, perhaps, upon the undispated cir- 
cumstance of taking his guest hj the third breafit-button of his coat, 
counting downwams from the chin, and pouring his reply into his ear : 

"Sir," whispered John, with dignity, "I know my duty. We want 
HO love-m£Üting here, sir, unbeknown to parents. I respect a certain 
yoimg gentleman, taking him in the li^ht of a young gentleman ; I 
respect a certain young lady, taking her in the light of a young lady ; 
but of the two as a couple, I have no knowledge, sir, none whatever. 
My son, sir, is upon his patrole." 

" I thought I saw him looking tbrough the comer window but this 
moment," said Mr. Chester, who naturally thought that being on patrole 
implied Walking about somewhere. 

" No doubt you did, sir," returned John. " He is upon his patrole of 
honour, sir, not to leave the premises. Me and some friends of mine 
that use the Maypole of an evening, sir, considered what was best to be 
done with him, to prevent his domg anything unpleasant in opposing 
vom desirea ; and weVe put him on his patrole. And whafs more, sir, 
he won't be off his patrole for a pretty long time to come, I can teil you 
that." 

When he had communicated this bright idea, which had its origin in 
the perusal by the village cronies of a newspaper, containing among 
other matters, an account of how some ofl&cer pending the sentence oi 
some court-martial had been enlarged on parole, Mr. Willet drew back 
from his guest's ear, and without any visible alteration of feature, chuckled 
thrice auaibly. This nearest approach to a laugh in which he ever in- 
dulged (and that but seldom and only on extreme occasions), never even 
curled his lip or effected, the smallest change in — no, not so much as a 
slight wa^ging of — his great, fat, double chin, which at these times, as at 
all others, remained a perfect desert in the broad map of his face ; one 
changeless, dull, tremendous blank. ^ • 

Lest it should be matter of surprise to any, that Mr. Willet adopted 
this bold course in Opposition to one whom he had often entertained, 
and who had always paid his way at the Maypole gallantly, it may be 
remarked that it was his very penetration and sagacity in this respect, 
which occasioned him to indulge in those unusual demonstrations of 
jocularity, just now recorded. For Mr. Willet, after carefully balancing 
father and son in his mental scales, had arrived at the distinct conclusion 
that the old gentleman was a better sort of a customer than the young 
one. Throwing his landlord into the same scale, which was already 
tumed by this consideration, and heaping upon bim, again, his stron; 
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desires to run counter to the unfortunate Joe, and his Opposition as a 
general principle to all matters of love and matrimony, it went down to 
the very ground straightway, and sent the light cause of the yoimger 
gentleman flying upwards to the ceiling. Mr. Chester was not the kind 
of man to be by any means dim-s^hted to Mr. Willems motives, but he 
thanked him as graciously as if he had been one of the most disinterested 
martyrs that ever shone on earth ; and leaving him, with many compli- 
mentary reliances on his great taste and judgment, to prepare whatever 
dinner he might deem most fitting the occasion, bent nis steps towards 
The Warren. 

Dressed with more than his usual ele^ance ; assuming a gracefiüness 
of manner, which, though it was the resmt of long study, sat easily upon 
him and became him well ; composing his features into their raost serene 
and prepossessing expression ; and setting in short that cuard upon liim- 
self, at every point, which denoted that he attached no slight importance 
to the impression he was about to make ; he entered the bounds of Miss 
Haredale's usual walk. He had not gone far, or looked about him long, 
when he descried coming towards him a female figure. A glimDse of 
the form and dress as she crossed a little wooden bridge which lay 
between them, satisfied him that he had found her whom ne desired to 
see. He threw himself in her way, and a very few paces brought them 
close together. 

He raised his hat from his head, and yielding the path, suffered her 
to pass him. Then, as if the idea had but that moment occurred to him, 
he tunied hastily back and said in an agitated voice : 

" I beg pardon — do I address Miss Haredale V* 

She stopped in some confusion at being so unexpectedly accosted by a 
stranger ; and answered " Yes." 

" Something told me," he said, looking a compliment to her beauty, 
" that it could be no other. Miss Haredale, I bear a name which is not 
unknown to you — which it is a pride, and yet a pain to me to know, 
Sounds pleasantly in your ears. I am a man ad vanced in life, as you see. 
I am the father of him whom you honour and distinguish above all 
other men. May I, for weighty reasons which fiU me with distress, heg 
but a minute's conversation with you here ?" 

Who that was inexperienced in deceit, and had a frank and youthfiil 
heart, could doubt the speaker's truth — could döubt it too, when the 
voice that spoke was like the faint echo of one she knew so well, and so 
much loved to hear ? She inclined her head, and stopping, cast her eyes 
upon the ground. 

" A little more apart — among these trees. It is an old man's band, 
Miss Hared.ale ; an honest one, belle ve me." 

She put hers in it as he said these words, and suffered him to lead her 
to a neighbouring seat. 

" You alarm me, sir," she said in a low voice. " You are not the 
bearer of any ill news, I hope ?" 

" Of none that you anticipate," he answered, sitting down beside her 
" Edward is well — quite well. It is of him I 'vvish to speak, certainly ; 
but I have no misfortune to communicate." 

She bowed her head again, and made as though she would hare 
begged him to proceed ; but said nothing. 

"I am sensible that I speak to you at a disadvantage,dear Miss Haredale. 
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BelieTe me that I am not so forgetful of the feelings of m^ yonnger 
days as not to know that you are little disposed to view me with favour. 
You have heard me described as cold-hearted, calculating, selfish ^" 

" I have neyer, sir," — ^she mterposed with an altered manner and a 
firmer voice — ^^ I bave never heard you spoken of in harsh or disrespectful 
terms. Yon do a great wrong to Edward*s nature if you believe him 
capable of any mean or base proceeding.'' 

" Pardon me, my sweet yoimg ladv, but your iincle ^" 

" Nor is it my uncle's nature either," she replied, with a heightened 
colonr in her cheek. " It is not his nature to stab in the dark, nor is it 
mine to love such deeds/' 

She rose as she spoke, and would have left him ; but he detained her 
■with a gentle hand, and besought her in such pereuasive accents to hear 
him but another minute, that she was easüy prevailed upon to comply, 
and 80 sat down asain. 

"And it is/' saiä Mr. ehester, looking upward, and apostrophising the 
air, " it is this frank, ingenuous, noble nature, Ned, that you can wound 
so hghtly. Shame — shame ujon you, boy ! " 

She tumed towards him quickly, and with a scomful look and flashing 
eyes. There were tears in Mr. Cnester's eyes, but he dashed them hur- 
riedly away, as though unwilling that his weakness should be known, 
and regarded her with mingled tämiration and compassion. 

" I never until now," he said, " believed that the frivolous actions of a 
yotme man could njiove me like these of my own son. I never knew tili 
now the worth of a woman^s heart, which boys so lightly win, and lightly 
fling away. Trust me, dear young lady, that I never until now did 
know your worth ; and though an abhorrence of deceit and falsehood 
has impelled me to seek you out, and would have done so had you been 
the poorest and least gifted of your sex, I should have lacked the forti- 
tude to sustain this interview could I have pictured you to my Imagina- 
tion as you really are." 

Oh ! If Mrs. Varden could have seen the virtuous gentleman as he 
eaid these words, with indignation sparkling from his eyes — if she could 
have heard his broken, quavering voice — if she could have beheld him 
as he stood bareheaded in the sunlight, and with unwonted energy poured 
forth his eloquence ! 

With a haughty face, but pale and trembling too, Emma regarded him 
in silence. She neither spoke nor moved, but gazed upon him as though 
ßhe would look into his heart. 

" I throw off," said Mr. ehester, " the restraint which natural afFection 
would impose on some men, and reject all bonds but those of truth and 
duty. Miss Haredale, you are deceived—you are deceived by your un- 
worthy lover, and my unworthy son." 

Still she looked at him steadily, and stiU said not one word. 

" I have ever opposed his professions of love for you ; you will do me 
the justice, dear Miss Haredale, to remember that. Your uncle and 
myself were enemies in early life, and if I had sought retaliation, I might 
have found it here. But as we grow older, we grow wiser — better, I 
would fain hope — and from the first I have opposed him in this attempt, 
I foresaw the end, and would have spared you, if I could.'* 

" Speak plainly, sir," she faltered. " You deceive me, or are deceivtKl 
youiself. I do not believe you — I cannot — I should not." 
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"First," Said Mr. Chester, sootlüngly, " for there may be in your mind 
some latent angry feeling to which I would not appeal, pray take this 
letter. It reacned my hand by cbance, and by mistake, and snould have 
accounted to yoii (as I am told) for my son's not answering some other 
note of yours. God forbid, Miss Haredale," said tbe good eentleman, 
witb great emotion, "that there should be in your gentle breast one 
causeless groond of quarrel with bim. You shoiud know, and you will 
See, that he was in no fault here." 

There appeared something so very candid, so scrupulously honourable, 
so very truthfui and just in this course, something which rendered the 
upright person who resorted to it, so worthy of belief — that Emma's 
heart, for the first time, sank within her. She tumed away and burst 
into tears. 

" I would," said Mr. Chester, leaning over her, and speaking in mild 
and quite venerable accents, " I would, dear girl, it were my task to 
banish, not increase, those tokens of your grief. My son, my erring son 
— I will not call him deliberately criminal in this, for men so young, 
who have been inconstant twice dr thrice before, act without reflection, 
almost without a knowledge of the wrong they do — will break his 
plighted faith to you ; has broken it even now. Shall I stop here, and, 
naving given you this waming, leave it to be fulfilled,or shall I go on?" 

" You will go on, sir," she answered, " and speak more plainly yet, in 
justice both to him and me." 

" My dear giil," said Mr. Chester, bending over her more aflfectionately 
still, " whom I would call my daugbter, but the Fätes forbid, Edward 
seeks to break with you upon a false and most unwarrantable nretence. 
I have it on his own showmg, in his own hand. Forgive me, ii I have 
had a watch upon his conduct ; I am his father ; I hsä a regtrd for your 
peace and his nonour, and no better resource was left me. There lies on 
his desk at this present moment, ready for transmission to you, a letter, 
in which he teils you that our poverty — our poverty, his and mine, Miss 
Haredale — iorbids him to pursue his claim upon your hand ; in which 
he offers, involuntarily proposes to free you from your pledge ; and talks 
magnanimously (men do so, very commonly, in such cases) of being in 
time more worthy of your regard, and so forth ; a letter, to be piain, in 
which he not only jüts you — pardon the word, I would sumraon to your 
aid your pride and dignity — not only jüts you, I fear, in favour of the 
object whose slighting treatment first inspired his brief passion for your- 
self, and gave it oirth in wounded vanity, but affects to make a merit and 
a virtue of the act." 

She glanced proudly at him once more, as by an involuntary impnlse, 
and with a sweiling breast rejoined, " If what you say be true, he takes 
much needless trouble, sir, to compass his design. He is very tender of 
my peace of mind. I quite thank nim." 

" The truth of what I teil you, dear yoimg lady," he replied, " you will 
test by the receipt or non-receipt of the letter of which I speak. Hare- 
dale, my dear feliow, I am delighted to see you, although we meet under 
Singular circumstances, and upon a melancholy occasion. I hope you 
are very well." 

At these words the young lady raised her eyes, which were filled with 
tears, and seeing that her uncle indeed stood before them, and being 
quite unequal to the trial of hearing or of speaking one word more, 
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hurriedly withdrew, and left thein. They stootl looking at each other, 
and at her retreating figure, and for a long time neither of them spoke. 

"What does this mean? Explain it," said Mr. Haredale at length. 
" Why are you here, and why with her ?" 

" My dear friend," rejoined the other, resuming his accustomed nianner 
with infinite readiness, and throwing himself upon the beuch with a 
weary air, " you told me not very long ago, at that delightful old tavern 
of which you are the esteemed propnetor (and a most chamiing estab- 
lishment it is for persona of rural pursuits and in robust health, who are 
not liable to take cold), that I had the head and heart of an evil spirit in 
all matters of deception. I thought at the time— I really did think — 
you flattered me. But now I begin to wonder at your discernment, and, 
vanity apart, do honestly believe you spoke the ,truth. Did you ever 
counterfeit extreme ingenuousness and honest Indignation? My dear 
fellow, you have no conception, if you never did, how faint the eflfort 
niakes one." 

Mr. Haredale surveyed him with a look of cold contempt. " You may 
evade an explanation, I know," he said, folding his arms. " But I must 
liave it. I can wait." 

"Not at all. Not at all, my good fellow. You shall not wait a 
nioment," retumed his friend, as he lazily crossed his legs. "The 
siniplest thing in the world. It lies in a nutshelL Ned haa written her 
a letter — ^a boyish, honest, sentimental composition, which remains as 
yet in his desk, because he hasn't had the heart to send it. I have 
taken a liberty, for which my parental aflfection and anxiety are a 
sufficient excuse, and possessed myself of the contents. I have de- 
ßcribed them to your mece (a most enchanting person, Haredale ; quite 
an angeüc creature), with a little colouring and description adapted to 
ourpurpose. It'sdone. You may be quite easy. It'sallover. Deprived 
of their adherents and mediators ; her pride and jealousy roused to the 
utniost ; you will find that their intercourse will close with her answer. 
If ehe receives Ned's letter by to-raorrow noon, you may date their part- 
ing from to-morrow night. No thanks, I beg ; you owe me none. I 
have acted for myself; and if I have forwarded our compact with 
all the ardour even you could have desired, I have done so selfishly, 
indeed." 

" I curse the compact, as you call it, with my whole heart and soul," 
retumed the other. "It was made in an evil hour. I have bound my- 
self to a lie ; I have leagued myself with you ; and though I did so with 
a righteous motive, and though it cost me such an effort as haply few 
men know, I hate and despise myself for the deed." 

" You are very warm," said Mr. Chester with a languid smile. 

" I am warm. I am maddened by your coldness. 'Death, Chester, if 
your blood ran warmer in your veins, and there were no restraints upon 
me, such as those that hold and drag me back— well, it is done ; you 
teil me so, and on such a point I may believe you. When I am most 
remorseful for this treachery, I will think of you and your marriage, 
and try to iustify myself in such remembrances, for having tom asunder 
Emma and your son, at any cost. Our bond is cancelled now, and we 
may part." 

Mr. Chester kissed his band gracefuUy ; and with the same tranquil 
face he had preserved throughout— even wten he had seen his com- 
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ponion so tortured and traueported by hü passion tbat bis wbole &aine 
was sbaken — lay in bis lonnging postore on ibe seat and watcbed bim as 
be walked away. 

" My scapegoat and mv drudge at scbool," be said, raising bis bead to 
look after nim ; " my feiend of later days, wbo could not keep bis 
mistress wben be bad won ber, and tbrew me in ber way to carry ofif 
tbe prize ; I triumpb in tbe present and tbe past. Bark on, ill-favoured, 
ill-conditioned cur! Fortune bas everbeenwitb me— Ilike to bearyou." 

The spot wbere they bad met was in an avenue of trees. Mr. Hare- 
dale, not ^assins out on eitber band, bad walked straight on. He chanced 
to tum bis bead wben at some considerable distance, and seeing tbat bis 
late companion bad by tbat time nsen and was looking after bim, stood 
still as tnough he half .expected bim to follow and waited for bis coming 
up. 

" It nvay come to tbat one day, but not yet," said Mr. ehester, waving 
bis band, as though they were tbe best of friends, and tuming away. 
" Not yet, EEaredcQe. Life is pleasant enougb to me ; dull and fall of 
beaviness to you. No ! To cross swords with such a man — ^to indu^e 
bis bumour unless upon extremity — would be weak indeed." 

For aU tbat, be driew bis sword as he walked along, and in an absent 
bumour ran bis eye from bilt to point füll twenty times. But thought- 
fiüness begets wrinkles ; remembering tbis,he soon put it up, smootned 
bis contracted brow, hummed a gay tune with greater gaiety of manner, 
and was bis unruffled seif agaln. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

A HOMBLY proverb recognises tbe existence of a troublesome class of 
persons wbo, having an inch conceded them, will take an eil. Not to 
quote tbe illustrious examples of those beroic scourges of mankind, 
wbose amiable path in life bas been from birth to death through blood, 
and fire, and ruin, and wbo would seem to have existed for no better 
purpose than to teach mankind tbat as tbe absence of pain is pleasure, 
so tbe earth, purged of their presence, may be deemed a blessed place— 
not to quote such mighty instances, it will be sufficient to refer to old 
John Willet. 

Old John, having Ions encroached a good Standard lach, füll measure, 

on tbe liberty of Joe, and having snipped off a Flemisb eil in tbe matter 

of tbe parole, crew so despotic and so great, tbat bis thirst for conquest 

knew no bounds. Tbe more young Joe submitted, tbe more absolute 

old John became. The eil soon faded into nothing. Yards, furlongs, 

miles arose ; and on went old John in tbe pleasantest manner possible, 

trimming off an exuberance in tbis place, shearing away some liberty of 

speftch or action in that, and conducting himself in bis small way Avitli 

as miicb bi^b mightiness and majesty, as tbe most glorious tyrant that 

eyer bad bis statue reared in tbe piiblic ways, of ancient or of modern 
vimes. 
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Afi great men are orged on to tbe abuee of power (wHen they need 
tirging, whicli is not often) by their flattereis and dependants, so old 
Jonn was impelled to these exercises of authority by tne applause and 
admiration of bis Maypole cronies, wbo, in tbe intervals of tneir nigbtly 
pipes and pots, would sbake tbeir beads and say tbat Mr. Willet was a 
father of tbe good old Englisb sort ; tbat tbere were no new-fangled 
notions or modern ways in bim ; tbat be put tbem in mind of wbat tbeir 
fathers were wben tbey were boys ; tbat tbere was no mistake about 
him ; tbat it would be well for tbe country if tbere were more like bim, 
and more was thQ pity tbat tbere were not ; witb many otber original 
remarks of tbat nature. Tbey would condesoendinffly cive Joe to under- 
stand that it was all for bis good, and be would be thankful for it one 
day ; and in particular, Mr. Cobb would acquaint bim, tbat wben be 
was his age, bis fatber ibougbt no more of giving bim a parental kick, 
or a box on tbe ears, or a cuff on tbe bead, or some little admonition of 
that sort, tban be did of any otber ordinary duty of life ; and be would 
further reniark, witb looks of great significance, tbat but for tbis judiciouB 
brmging up, be migbt bave never been tbe man be was at tbat present 
ßpeaking \ wbicb was probable enougb, as be was, beyond aU question, 
tlie dullest dog of tbe party. In sbort, between old Jobn and old Jobn's 
friends. tbere never was an unfortunate young fellow so buUied, badgered, 
womea, fretted, and browbeaten ; so constantly beset, or made so tired 
of his life, as poor Joe Willet 

This bad come to be tbe recognised and establisbed state of tbings ; 
but as Jobn was very anxious to flourisb bis supremacy before tbe eyes 
of Mr. Cbester, be did tbat day exceed bimself, and did so goad and 
cbafe bis son and beir, tbat but for Joe's baving made a solemn vow to 
keep bis bands in bis pockets wben tbey were not otberwise engaged, it 
is ifflpossible to say wbat be migbt bave done witb tbem. 3ut tbe 
longest day bas an end, and at lengtb Mr. Cbester came downstairs to 
mount bis borse, wbicb was ready at tbe door. 

Ab old Jobn was not in tbe way at tbe moment, Joe, wbo was sitting 
in the bar ruminating on bis dismal fate and tbe manifold perfections 
of Dolly Varden^ ran out to bold tbe guest's stirrup and assist bim to 
mount. Mr. Cbester was scarcely in tbe saddle, and Joe was in tbe 
very act of making bim a giaceful bow, wben old Jobn came diving out 
of tue porcb, and collared nim. 

"None of tbat, sir," said Jobn, "none of tbat, sir. No breaking of 
patroles. How dare you come out of tbe door, sir, witbout leave ? 
" You're tryii^ to get away, sir, are you, and to make a traitor of your- 
self again ? Wnat do you mean, sir i " 

" Let me go, fatber," said Joe, imploringly, as be marked tbe smile 
lipon tbeir visitor's face, and observed tbe pleasure bis disgrace afforded 
bim. ** TMs is too bad. Wbo wauts to get away ? " 

"Wbo wants to get away?" cried Jobn, sbaking bim. " Wby, you 
do, sir, you do. You 're tbe boy, sir," added Jobn, collaring witb one 
band, and aiding tbe efiFect of a farewell bow to tbe visitor witb tbe 
otber, " that wants to sneak into bouses, and stir up difFerences between 
noble gentlemen and tbeir sons, are you, eb ? Hold your tongue, sir." 

Joe made no eflfort to reply. It was tbe crowning circumstance of bis 
degiadation. He extricated bimself from bis fatber's grasp, darted an 
angry look at tbe departing guest, and retunxed into tbe bouse. 
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" But for her," thoiight Joe, aa he threw his arms upon a table in the 
common room, and laid his head upon them, " but for Dolly, who I 
couldn*t bear should think me the rascal they would make me out to 
be if I ran away, tbis house and I should part to-night." 

It being evening by this time, Solomon Daisy, Tom Cobb, and Long 
Parkes, were all in the common room too, and had from the window 
been witnesses of what had just occurred. Mr. Willett, joining them 
soon afterwards, received the compliments of the Company witn great 
composure, and, lighting his pipe, sat down among them. 

" We'll see, gentlemen," said John, after a long pause, "who 's the 
master of this house, and who isn't. We '11 see whether boys are to 
govem men, or men are to govem boys." 

" And quite ri^ht, too," assented Solomon Daisy with some approving 
nods; "quite nght, Johnny. Very good, Johnny. Well said, Mr. 
AVillett. ßrayvo, sir." 

John slowly brought his eyes to bear upon him, looked at him for a 
long time, and finally made answer, to the unspeakable constemation of 
his hearer, " When I want encouragement from you, sir, 1 11 ask you 
for it. You let me alone, sir. I can get on without you, 1 hope. Don't 
you tackle me, sir, if you please." 

" Don't take it ill, Johnny ; I didn't mean any härm," pleaded the 
little man. 

" Very good, sir," said John, more than usually obstinate after his late 
success, " Never mind, sir. I can stand pretty firm of myself, sir, I 
believe, without being shored up by you." And having given utterance 
to this retort, Mr. Wület fixed his eyes upon the boiler, and feil into a 
kind of tobacco-trance, 

The spirits of the Company being somewhat damped by this embar- 
rassing line of conduct on the part of their host, nothing more was said 
for a long time ; but at length Mr. Cobb took upon himself to remark, 
as he rose to knock the ashes out of his pipe, that he hoped Joe would 
henceforth learn to obey his father in all things ; that ne had found, 
that day, he was not one of the sort of men who were to be trifled with ; 
and that he would recommend him, poetically speaking, to mind his 
eye for the future. 

" I 'd recommend you, in retum," said Joe, looking up with a flushed 
face, " not to talk to me." 

" Hold your tongue, sir," cried Mr. Willet, suddenly rousing himself, 
and tuming roimd. 

" I won't, father," cried Joe, smiting the table with his fist, so that 
the jugs and glasses rung again ; " these things are hard enough to bear 
from you ; from anybody eise I never will endure them any more. 
Therefore, I say, Mr. Cobb, don't talk to me." 

" Why, who are you," said Mr. Cobb, sneeringly, " that you are not to 
be talked to, eh, Joe ? " 

To which Joe retumed no answer, but with a verv ominous shake of 
the head, resumed his old position, which he would have peacefully 
preserved until the house shut up at night, but that Mr. Cobb, stimu- 
lated by the wonder of the Company at the young man's presumption, 
retorted with sundry taunts, which proved too much for flesh and olood 
to bear. Crowding into one moment the vexation and the wrath of 
years, Joe started up, overturned the table, feil upon his long enemy, 
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uminelied him Tfith all bis miglit and main, and fisished by driving 
im with surprising swiftness against a heap of epittoons in one comer ; 
plansing into whicn, head foremost, with a tremendous crasli, he lay at 
lull length among the ruins, stunned and moüonless. Then, without 
waiting to receive the compliments of the bystanders on the victory he 
had won, he retreated to bis own bed Chamber, and, considering himself 
in a State of siege, piled all the portable fumiture against the door by 
way of barricade. 

" I have done it now, said Joe, as he sat down upon bis bedstead and 
wiped bis heated face. " I knew it woidd come at last The Maypole 
and I must part Company. I 'm a roving vagabond — she hates me for 
evermore — ^it 8 all over ! " 






CHAPTER XXXI. 

PoNBERiNG on his nnhappy lot, Joe sat and listened for a long time, 
expecting every moment to near their creaking footsteps on the stairs, 
or to be greeted by his worthy father with a summons to capitulate 
nnconditionally, and deliver himself up straightway. But neither voice 
nor footstep came ; and tho ugh some aistant echoes, as of closing doors, 
and people hurrying in and out of rooms, resounding from time to time 
through the great passages, and,penetrating to his remote seclusion, gave 
note of unusual commotion downstairs, no nearer sound disturbed his 
place of retreat, which seemed the quieter for these far-off noises, and 
was as doli as füll of gloom and any nermit's cell. 

It came on darker and darker. The old-fashioned fumiture of the 
Chamber, which was a kind of ho spital for all the invalided movables 
in the house, ^w indistinct and shadowy in its many shapes ; chairs 
and tables, which by däy were as honest cripples as need be, assumed 
a doubttul and mysterious character ; and one old leprous screen of 
faded India leather and gold binding, which had kept out many a cold 
breath of air in days of yore, and shut in many a jolly face, frowjied on 
him with a spectral aspect, and stood at füll height in its alloted comer, 
like some gaunt ghost who waited to be questioned. A portrait opposite 
the Window — a queer, old grey-eyed general, in oval frame — seemed to 
wink and doze as the light decayed, and at length, when the last faint 
ßümmering speck of day went out, to shut its eyes in good eamest, and 
Edl sound asleep. There was such a hush and mystery about every- 
thing, that Joe could not help follo wing its example ; and so went off 
into a slumber likewi e, and dreamed of Dolly, tili tue clock of Chigwell 
Church Struck two. 

Still nobody came. The distant noises in the house had ceased, and 
out of doors all was quiet too ; save for the occasional barking of some 
deep-mouthed dog, and the shaking of the bran hes by the night wind. 
He gazed moumfullv out of window at each well-known object as it lay 
sleeping in the dim light of the moon ; and creeping back to his former 
Beat, thought about the late uproar, untü, with long tninking of, it seemed 
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to have occurred a month ago. Thufl, between dozing, and thinking, and 
Walking to the window and looking out, the night wore away ; the grim 
old Bcreen, and the kindred chairs and tables, began slowiy to reveal 
themBelves in their accustomed forms ; the grey-eyed general seemed to 
wink and yawn and rouse himself ; and at last he was broad awake again, 
and very uncomfortable and cold and haggard he looked, in the dull grey 
light of moming. 

The sun had begon to peep above the forest trees, and already flung 
across the cnrling mist bnght bais of sold, when Joe dropped äom his 
window on the groond below, a little Dundle and his trusty stick, and 
prepared to descend himself. 

It was not a very dificult task ; for there were so many projections 
and gable ends in the way, that they formed a series of clumsy steps, 
with no greater obstacle than a jump of some few feet at last. Joe, with 
his stick and bandle on his Shoulder, quicklr stood on the firm earth, 
and looked up at the old Maypole, it might De for the last time. 

He didn't apostrophise it, for he was no great scholar. He didn't curse 
it, for he had little lU-will to give to anything on earth. He feit more 
affectionate and kind to it thui ever he had aone in all his life befoie, 
so Said with all his heart, '^ God bless you !'' as a parting wish,-and tumed 
awiyr. 

He walked away at a brisk pace, big with great thoughts of going for 
a soldier and dying in some foieign country, where it was very hpt and 
Sandy, and leaving God knows miat imheiod-of wealth in prize-money 
to Dolly, who woiüd be very much affected when she came to know of 
it ; and füll of such youthful visions, which were sometimes sanguine 
and somewhat melancholy, but always had her för their main point and 
centre, pushed on vi^orously until the noise of London sound!ed in his 
ears, and the Black Lion hoye in sight 

It was only eight o'clock then, and very much astomshed the Black 
Lion was, to see him come Walking in with dust upon his feet at that 
early hour, with no grey mare to bear him Company. But as he ordered 
breakfast to be got reaay with all speed, and on its being set befare him 
gave indisputable tokens of a hearty appetite, the Lion received him, as 
usual, with a hospitable welcome ; and treated him with those marks of 
distinction, which, as a regulär customer,and one within the freemasonry 
of the trade, he had a risht to claim. 

This Lion or landlord, — ^for he was called both man and beast, by 
reason of his having instructed the artist who painted his sign, to convey 
into the features of the lordlj^ brüte whose effigy it bore, as near a coun- 
terpart of his own face as his skill could compass and deyise, — ^was a 
gentleman almost as quick of apprehension, and of almost as subtle a 
wit, as the mighty John himself. But the düference between them lay 
in this ; that whereas Mr. Willems extreme sagacity and acuteness wen 
the efforts of unassisted nature, the Lion stood indebted, in no small 
amount, to beer ; of which he swigged such copious draughts, that most 
of his faculties were utterly drowned and wasned away, except the one 
great faculty of sleep, which he retained in surprising perfection. The 
creaking Lion over the house-door was, therefore, to say the truth,rather 
a drowsy, tarne, and feeble lion ; and as these social representatives of a 
savage class are usually of a conventional character (being depicted, for 
the most part, in impossible attitudes and of unearthly coloura) he waa 
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frequently supposed by the more ignorant and uninformed among tlie 
neighbours, to oe theveritable portrait of the host as he appeared on the 
occasion of some great funeral ceremony or public mouming. 

" What noisy fälow js that in the next room ?" said Joe, when he had 
disposed of his breakfast, and had washed and brushed himself. 
" A recruiting serjeant," replied the Lion. 

Joe started involuntarily. Here was the very thing he had been 
dreaming of, all the way along. 

"And I wish," said the Lion, "he was ^nywhere eise but here. The 
Party made noise enough, but don't call for much. There 's great cry there, 
Mr. Willet, but very little wooL Your father wouldn't like 'em, I know." 
Perhaps not much, under any circumstances. Perhaps if he coiüd 
bave known what was passing at that moment in Joe's mind, he would 
haye Hked them still less. 

"Iß he recruiting for a — for a fine regiment ?" said, Joe, glancing at a 
littie round mirror that hung in the bar. 

"I believe he is," replied the host. "It's much the same thing, 
whatever regiment he^s recruiting for. I'm told there an't a deal of 
difference between a fine man and another one, when they 're shot through 
and through." 
" Thev 're not all shot," said Joe. 

"No," the Lion answered, "not all. Those that are — supposing it's 
done easy— are the best off in my opinion." 
"Ah ! " retorted Joe, " but you don't care for glory." 
" For what ? " said the Lion. 
«Glory.» 

"No," retumed the Lion, with supreme indifference, " I don*t. You 're 
right in that, Mr. Willet. When Glory comes here, and calls for any- 
thing to drink and changes a guinea to pay for it, 1 '11 give it him for 
nothmg. It 's my belief, sir, that the Giory's Arms wouldn't do a very 
ßtrong business." 

These remarks were not at all comfortimj. Joe walked out, stopped 
at the door of the next room, and listened. Tne Sergeant was describmg a 
military life. It was all drinking, he said, except that there were 
frequent intervals of eating and love-making. A battle was the finest 
thing in the world — ^when your side won it—and Englishmen always 
did mat *• Supposing you should be killed, sir ?" said a timid voice in ' 
one Corner. "Well, sir, supposing you should be," said the sergeant, 
"what then? Your conntry loves you, sir; His Majesty King George 
the Third loves you ; your memory is honoured, revered, respected ; 
everybody's fond of you, and gpateful to you ; your name's wrote down 
at fuU length in a book in the War Office. Damme, gentlemen, we must 
all die some time, or another, eh ?" 
The voice coughed, and said no more. 

Joe walked into the room. A group of half-a-dozen feUows had 
gathered together in tiie tap-room, and were listening with greedy ears. 
One of them, a Carter in a smockfrock, seemed wavering and disposed 
to enlist. The rest, who were by no means disposed, strongly urged him 
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inveigle you. The king *8 not come to that, I hope. Brisk young blood 
is what we want ; not milk and water. We won't take five men out of 
six, We want top-sawyers, we do. I 'm not a-going to teil tales out of 
school, but dämme, if every gentleman's son tnat carries arms in our 
Corps, through being imder a cloud and having little diflferences with 
his relations, was counted up '' — bere bis eye feil on Joe again, and so 
good-naturedly, tbat Joe beckoned bim out. He came directly, 

" You 're a gentleman, by G — ! " was bis first remark, as be slapped 
bim on tbe back. '^ You're agentleman in disguise. So am I. Let's 
swear a friendsbip." 

Joe didn't exactly do tbat-, but be sbook bands witb bim, and tbanked 
bim for bis good opinion. 

" You want to serve," said bis new friend. " You sball. You were 
made for it You *re one of us bv nature. Wbat '11 you take to drink?" 

*'Notbing just now," replied Joe, smiling faintly. "I baven't quite 
made up my mind." 

" A mettlesome fellow like you, and not made up bis mind ! " ciied the 
Sergeant. " Here, — let me give tbe bell a pull, and you '11 make up youi 
mind in balf a minute, I know." 

" You 're rigbt so far," answered Joe, " for if you pull tbe bell here, 
wbere I'm known, tbere'll be an end of my soldiering inclinations inno 
time. Look in my face. You see me, do you ?" 

" I do," replied tbe sergeant witb an oatb, " and a finer young fellow, 
or one better qualified to serve bis king and country, I never set my—" 
(be used an adjective in tbis place) — " eyes on." 

" Tbank you," said Joe, " 1 didn*t ask you for want of a compliment, 
but tbank you all tbe same. Do I look like a sneaking fellow or a liar?" 

Tbe seijgeant rejoined witb many cboice asseverations tbat be didn't ; 
and tbat u bis (tbe sergeant's) own fatber were to say be did, be would 
run tbe old gentleman tbrougb tbe body cbeerfuUy, and consider it a 
meritorious action. 

Joe expressed bis obligations, and continued, " You can trust me then, 
and credit wbat I say. I believe I sball enlist in your regiment to-night. 
Tbe reason I don't do so now is because I don't want until to-night to 
do wbat I can't recalL Wbere sball I find you tbis evening ?" 

His friend replied witb some unwiUineness, and after mucb ineffectual 
entreaty baving for its object tbe immediate settlement of tbe business, 
tbat bis quarters would be at tbe Crooked Billet in Tower Street ; where 
be would be found waking until midnigbt, and sleeping until breakfast 
time to-morrow. 

"And if I do come — ^wbicb it 's a million to one I sball — wben wiU 
you take me out of Londen ?" demanded Joe. 

" To-morrow moming, at balf after eigbt o'clock," replied tbe seigeant 
" You '11 go abroad — a country wbere it 's all sunsbine and plunder — ^the 
finest climate in tbe world." 

** To go abroad," said Joe, sbaking bands witb bim, " is tbe very thing 
1 want. You may expect me." 

" You 're tbe kmd of lad for us," cried tbe sergeant, bolding Joe's band 
in bis, in tbe excesss of bis admiration, " You 're the boy to push your 



bah^aby rvdoe. icö 

"Tush, man !** said Joe, "I'm not so young as that. Needs must 
when the devil drives ; and the devil tliat drives me is an empty pocket 
and an unhappy home. For the present, good-bye." 

"For king and country ! " criea the sergeant, nourishing his cap. 

" For bread and meat ! " cried Joe, snapping his fingers. And so they 
partecl. , 

He had very little money in his pocket ; so little, indeed, that after 
paying for hia breakfast (which he was too honest and perhaps too proud 
to score up to his father's chai^e) he had but a penny left. He had 
courage, notwithstandin^, to resist all the affectionate importunities of 
the Sergeant, who waylaid him at the door with many protestations of 
etemal friendship, and did in particular request that he would do him 
the favour to accept of onlv one shüling as a temporanr accommodation. 
Rejecting his oflfers both of cash and credit, Joe walked away with stick 
and bündle as before,bent upon getting through the day as he best could, 
and going down to the locKsmith's in the dusk of the evening ; for it 
should go hard, he had resolved, but he would have a parting word with 
charming Dolly Varden. 

He went out by Islington and so on to Highgate, and sat on many 
stones and gates, but there were no voices in the bells to bid him tum. 
Since the time of noble Whittington, fair flower of merchants, bells have 
come to have less sympathy with humankind. They only ring for 
money and on state occasions. Wanderers have increased in number ; 
ships leave the Thames for distant regions, carrying from stem to stem 
no other cargo ; the bells are silent ; they ring out no entreaties or 
reCTets ; they are used to it and have grown wordly. 

Joe bought a roll, and reduced his purse to the condition (with a dif- 
ference) of that celebrated purse of Fortunatus, which, whatever were its 
favonred owner's necessities, had one unvarying amount in it. In these 
real times, when all the Fairies are dead and buried, there are still a 
great many purses which possess that quality. The sum-total they con- 
tain is expressed in arithraetic by a circle, and whether it be added to or 
multiplied by its own amount, the result of the problem is more easily 
stated than any known in figures. 

Evening drew on at last. With the desolate and solitary feeling of 
one who had no home or shelter, and was alone utterly in the world for 
the first time, he beut his steps towards the locksmith's house. He had 
delayed tiU now, knowing that Mrs. Varden sometimes went out alone, 
or with Miggs for her sole attendant, to lectures in the evening ; and 
devoutly hoping that this might be one of her nights for moral culture. 

He had walked up and down before the house, on the opposite side of 
the way, two or three times, when as he retumed to it again, he caught 
a glimpse of a fluttering skirt at the door. It was Dolly's — to whom eise 
could it belong ? No dress but hers had such a flow as that. He plucked 
np his spirits, and followed it into the Workshop of the Golden Key. 

His darkening the door caused her to look round. Oh that face ! " If 
it hadn't been for that,*' thought Joe, " I should never have walked into 
poor Tom Cobb. She 's twenty times handsomer than ever. She might 
marry a lord l " 

He didn't say this. He only thought it — perhaps looked it also. 
Dolly was glad to see him, and was 8o sorry her father and mother were 
away from noma, Joe begged she wouldn't mention it on any account. 
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Dolly heflitated to lead the way into the parlour, for tbere it was nearly 
dark ; at the same time she hesitated to stand talking in tlie Workshop, 
which was yet light and open to the street. They had got by some 
means, too, before the little forge ; and Joe having her hand in his 
(which he had no right to have, for Dolly only gave it him to shake), it 
was 80 like standing before some homely altar being married, that it was 
the most embarrassing state of things in the world. 

"I have come/' said Joe, "to say good-bye — to say good-bye for I don't 
know how many years ; perhaps for ever. I am goin^ abroad." 

Now this was exactly what ne should not have said. Here he was, 
talking like a ^entleman at large, who was free to come and go and roam 
about the world at pleasure, when that gallant coachmaker had vowed 
but the night before that Miss Varden held him boond in adamantine 
chains ; and had positively stated in so many words that she was killing 
him by inches, and that in a fortnight more or thereabouts he expected 
to make a decent end and leave the bnsiness to his mother. 

Dolly released her hand and said, " Indeed 1 " She remarked in the 
same breath that it was a fine night, and, in short, betrayed no more 
emotion than the forge itself. 

" I couldn't go," said Joe, " without Coming to see you. I hadn't the 
heart to." 

Dolly was more sorry than she could teil that he should have taken 
so much trouble. It was such a long way, and he must have such a deal 
to do. And " How was Mr. Willet — that dear old gentleman ^ 

** Is this all you say ? '* cried Joe. 

All ! Good ^acious ! what did the man expect ? She was obliged to 
take her apron in her hand and run her eyes along the hem from comer 
to comer, to keep herseif from laughing in his face — not because his gaze 
confused her, not at all. 

Joe had small experience in love af&irs, and had no notion how 
different young ladies are at different times ; he had expected to take 
Dolly up again at the very point where he had left her after that deli- 
cious evening ride, and was no more prepared for such an alteration than 
to see the sun and moon change places. He had buoyed himself up all 
day with an indistinct idea that she would certainly say " Don't go," or 
" Don't leave us," or " Why do you go ? " or " Why do you leave us ? " or 
would give him some little encouragement of that sort ; he had even 
entertained the possibility of her bursting into tears, of her throwing 
herseif into his arms, of her falling down m a fainting fit without pre- 
vious Word or sign ; but any approach to such a line of conduct as this, 
had been so far from bis thoughts that he could only look at hei in 
süent wonder. 

Dolly in the meanwhile tumed to the comers of her apron, and 
raeasured the sidea, and smoothed out the wrinkles, and was silent as he. 
At last, after a long pause, Joe said good bye. *•' Good bye " — said Dolly 
— with as pleasant a smile as if he were going into the next- street, and 
were coming back to supper ; " good bye." 

" Come," said Joe, putting out both hands, " Dolly, dear Dolly, don't 
let US part like this. I love you dearly, with all my heart and soul; 
with as much truth and earnestness as ever man loved woman in this 
world, I do believe. I am a poor fellow, as you know — poorer now than 
ever, tor I have fled from home, not being able to bear it any longer, and 
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mnst fight my own way withont help. You are beautiful, admired, are 
loved by everybody, are well off and happy ; and may you ever be so ! 
Heaven forbid I ehould ever make you otherwise ! but give me a word 
of comfort. Say something kind to me. I have no right to expect it of 
you, I know, but I ask it because 1 love you, and äall treasure the 
ßlighteet word from you «dl througb my life. Dolly, dearest, have you 
nothing to say to me ? " 

No ; nothing. Dolly was a coquette by nature, and a spoilt child. 
She had no notion of oeing carried by storm in this way. The coach- 
maker would have been diäolved in tears, and would have knelt down, 
and called himself names, and clasped his hands, and beat his breast, and 
tug^ wildly at his cravat, and done all kinds of poetry. Joe had no 
bnsiness to be going abroad. He had no right to be able to do it. If he 
was in adamantine chains, he couldn't. 

"I have Said good-bye," said Dolly, **twice. Take your arm away 
directly, Mr. Joseph, or I *11 call Miggs.** 

"I'ü not reproach you," answered Joe, "it's my fault, no doubt. I 
have thought sometimes that you didn't quite despise me, but I was a 
fool to think so. Every one must, who has seen the life I have led — you 
most of all. Qod bless you ! " 

He was gone, actually gone. Dolly waited a little while, thinking he 
would retum, peeped out at the door, looked up the street and down, as 
well as the increasing darkness would allow, came in again, waited a 
little longer, went upstairs hummins a time, bolted herseif in, laid her 
head down on her beä, and cried as if her heart would break. And yet 
such natures are made up of so many contradictions, that if Joe WiUet 
had come back that night, next day, next week, next month, the odds 
are a hundred to one äie would have treated him in the very same 
manner, and have wept for it aftefwarda with the very same distress. 

She had no sooner left the Workshop than there cautiously peered out 
from behind the chimney of the foige, a face which had already emerged 
from the same concealment twice or thrice, unseen, and which, alter 
satisfying itself that it was now alone, was foUowed by a leg, a Shoulder, 
and so on by degrees, imtil the form of Mr. Tap^rtit stood confessed, 
with a brown-paper cap stuck negligently on one side of its head, and its 
aims very much a-kimoo. 

"Have my ears deceived me," said the 'prentice, ^*or do I dream? 
Am I to thank thee, Fortun*, or to cuss thee — ^which ?" 

He gravely descended from his elevation, took down his piece of 
looking-glass, planted it against the wall upon the usual bench, twisted 
his head round, and looked closely at his legs. 

" If they 're a dream," said Sim, " let sculptures have such wisions, and 
chisel *em out when they wake. This is reality. Sleep has no such 
limbe as them. Tremble, Willet, and despair. She 's mine I She 's 
mine!" 

With these triumphant expressions, he seized a hammer and dealt a 
heavy blow at a vice, which in his mind's eye represented the sconce or 
head of Joseph Willet. That done, he burst into a peal of laughter 
^hich startled Miss Miggs even in her distant kitchen, and dipping his 
head into a bowl of water, had recourse to a jack-towel inside the closet 
door, which served the double purposö of smothering his feelings and 
drying his face. 
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Joe, disoonsolate and down-hearted, bnt fcdl of conxage too, on leaving 
ihe locksmitli's house made the best of his way to the Crooked Billet, 
and there inquired for his friend the Sergeant, who, expecting no man 
less, received nim with open arms. In the course of five minutes after 
his arrival at that house of entertainment, he was enroUed among the 
gallant defenders of his native land, and within half an hour was regaled 
with a steaming supper of boiled tripe and onions, prepared, as his mend 
assured him more tnan once, at the express command of His Most Sacred 
Majesty the King. To tMs meal, which tasted veiy savoury after his 
long fasting, he did ample justice ; and when he had followed it up, or 
down, with a variety of loyal and patriotic toasts, he was conducted to a 
straw mattress in a loft over the stable, and locked in there for the 
night 

The next moming he foimd that the obliging care of his martial friend 
had decorated his hat with sundry parti-co£)ured streamers, which made 
a very lively appearance ; and in Company with that officer, and three 
other militfiy gentlemen newly enrolled, who were under a cloud so 
dense that it only left three snoes, a boot, and a coat and a half viedble . 
among them, repaired to the riverside. Here they were joined by a 
corporal and four more heroes, of whom two were drunk and daiing,and 
two sober and penitent, but each of whom, like Joe, had his dusty stick 
and bündle. Tne party embarked in a passage-boat bound for Gravesend, 
whence they were to proceed on foot to Chatham ; the wind was in their 
favouT, and they soon left London beldnd them, a mere dark mist— a 
giant phantom in the air. 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 

MiSFORTUNBS, saith the ada^e, never come singly. There is little 
doubt that troubles are exceedingly gregarious in their natura, and, 
flying in flocks, are apt to perch capriciously ; crowding on the heads of 
some poor wights untü there is not aninch of room left on their unlucky 
crowns, and taking no more notice of others who offer as good resting- 
places for the soles of their feet than if they had no existence. It may 
have happened that a flight of troubles brooding over London, and looki^ 
out for Joseph Willet, whom they couldn't find, darted down haphazaiu 
on the first young man that caught their fancy, and settled on him 
instead. However this may be, certain it is that.on the very day of 
Joe's departure they swarmed about the ears of Edward Chester, and 
did so buzz and Aap their wings, and persecute him, that he was most 
profoundly wretched. 

It was evening, and just eight o'clock, when he and his father, having 
wine and desert set before them, were left to themselves for the first 
time that day. They had dined together, but a third person had been 
present during the meal, and until they met at table they had not seen 
each other since the previous night. 

Edward was reserved and silent, Mr. Chester was more than usually 
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gay ; but not caring, as it seemed, to open aconversation with one wbose 
humour was so different, he vented the lightness of bis spirit in smiles 
and sparkling looks, and made no effort to awaken his attention. So 
they remained for some time : the father lying on a sofa with his accus- 
tomed air of graceful negligence ; the son seated opposite to him with 
downcast eyes, husied, it was piain, with painful ana uneasy thoughts. 

"My dear Edward," said Mr. ehester at length, with a most engaging 
laugh, " do not extend your drowsy influence to the decanter. Suffer 
ihai to circulate, let your spirits be never so stagnant." 

Edward begged his pardon, passed it, and relapsed into his former 
State. 

"You do wrong not to fillyour glass," said Mr. Chester, holding up 
his own before the light. " Wine in moderation — not in excess, for that 
makes men ugly — has a thousand pleasant influences. It brigntens the 
eye, improves the voice, imparts a new vivacity to one's thoughts and 
conversation ; you should try it, Ned." 

" Ah, father l " cried his son, if " 

"My good fellow," interposed the parent hastily, as he set down his 
glass, and raised his eyebrows with a startled and horrified expression, 
^^ for Heaven's sake don't call me by that obsolete and ancient name, 
Have some regard for delicacy. Am I grey or wrinkled, do 1 go on 
crutches, have 1 lost my teeth, that you oäopt such a mode of address ? 
Good God, how very coarse ! " 

" I was about to speak to you from my heart, sir," retumed Edward, 
" in the confidence which should subsist between us ; and you check me 
in the outset." 

" Now do, Ned, do not," said Mr. Chester, ndsing his delicate band 
imploringly, "talt in that monstrous manner. About to speak from 
your heart. Don't you know that the heart is an ingenious part of our 
formation — the centre of the blood-vesselß and all that sort of thing — 
which has no more to do with what you say or think, than your knees 
have ? How can you be so very vulgär and absurd ? These anatomical 
allusions should be left to gentlemen of the medical profession. They 
are reallv not agreeable in society. You quite surprise me, Ned," 

" Well ! there are no such thin^s to wound, or heal, or have regard 
for. 1 know your creed, sir, and will say no more," retumed bis son. 

" There again," said Mr. Chester, sippine his wine, " you are wrong. 
1 distinctly say there are such things. We know there are. The hearts 
of animals — of bullocks, sheep, and so forth — are cooked and devoured, 
aa I am told, bv the lower classes, with a vast deal of relish. Men are 
sometimes stabbed to the heart, shot to the heart ; but as to speaking 
from the heart, or to the heart, or being wann-hearted, or cold-hearted, 
or broken-hearted, or being all heart, or having no heart — pah ! these 
things are nonsense, Ned." 

" No doubt, sir," retipued his son, seeing that he paused for him to 
speak. No doubt." 

"There 's Haredale's niece, your late flame," said Mr. Chester, as a 
careless illustration of his meaning. " No doubt in your mind she was 
all heart once. Now she has none at all. Yet she is the same person, 
Ned, exactly." 

"She is a changed person, sir," cried Edward, reddening; "and 
changed bv vile means, 1 believe." 
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" You have had a cool dismiasal, have you ^" said hia fatlier. " Poor 
Ned ! I told you last night what would happen. May I ask you for the 
mit-crackers ? " 

" She haÄ been tampered with, and most treacherously deceived," cried 
Edward, rising from nis seat. " I never will believe tliat the knowledge 
of my real position, given her by myself, has worked this change. I 
know she is oeset and tortured. Bat though our contiact is at an end, and 
broken past ledemption ; though I charge upon her want of firmness 
and want of truth, I do not now and never will believe, that any sordid 
motive or her own unbiassed will, has led her to this course — never ! " 

" You make me blush," retumed his father, gaily, " for the folly of 
your nature, in which — but we never know ouiselves — I devoutly hope 
there is no reflection of my own. With regard to the young lady herself, 
ehe has done what is very natural andproper, my dear fellow ; what you 
yourself proposed, as I leam from Haredale ; and what I predicted— 
with no great exercise of sagacity — she would do. She supposed you to 
be rieh, or at least quite rieh enough, and found you poor. Marriage is 
a civil contraet ; people marry to better their worldly condition and 
improve appearances ; it is an affair of house and fumiture, of livenes, 
servants, ecjuipage, and so forth. The lady being poor and you poor 
also, there is an end of the matter. You cannot enter upon these con- 
eiderations, and have no manner of business with the ceremony. 1 drink 
her health iij this glass, and respect and honour her for her extreme good 
sense. It is a lesson to you. Fill yours, Ned." 

" It is a lesson," retumed his son, " by which I hope I may never 
profit, and if years and experience impress it on " 

" Don't say on the heart," interposed his father. 

"On men whom the world and its hj'pocrisy have spoiled," said 
Edward, warmly ; " Heaven keep me from its knowledge.'* 

" Come, sir," retumed his father, raising himself a uttle on the sofa, 
and looking straight towards him ; " we have had enough of this. 
Remember, if you please, your interest, your duty, your moral obliga- 
tions, your filial afFections, and aU that sort of thing which it is so veiy 
delightful and charming to refiect upon ; or you will repent it." 

" I shall never repent the preservation of my self-respect, sir," said 
Edward. " Forgive me if I say that I will not sacrifice it at your bid- 
ding, and that I will not pursue the track which you would have me 
take, and to which the secret share you have had in this lato Separation 
tends." 

His father rose a little higher still, and looking at him as thoush 
curioiis to know if he were quite* resolved and eamest, dropped gentiy 
down again, and said in the calmest voice — eating his nuts meanwnile. 

" Edward, my father had a son, who being a fool like you, and, like 
you, entertaining low and disobedient sentiments, he disinherited and 
eursed one moming after breakfast. The circumstance öccurs to me 
with a Singular cleamess of recoUection this evening. I remember 
eating muffins at the time, with marmalade. He led a miserable life 
(the son, I mean) and died early ; it wasahappy release on all accounts; 
he degraded the family very much. It is a säd circumstance, Edward, 
when a father finds it necessary to resort to such strong measures." 

" It is," replied Edward, " and it is sad when a son, proflfering him Ms 
love and duty in their best and truest sense, finds himself repelled at 
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every ttim, and forced to disobey. Dear fatlier," he added, more ear- 

nestly, though in a gentler tone, " I liave reflected many times on what 

occurred between us when we first discuesed this subject. Let there be 
a conädence between us ; not in terms, but truth. Hear what I have 
to say." 

" As I anticipate what it is, and cannot faü to do so, Edward," retumed 
his father coldly, " I decline. I couldn't possibly. I am eure it would 
put me out of temper, wbich is a State of mind I can't endure. If you 
mtend to mar my plans for your establishment in life, and the preser- 
vatdon of that gentility and becoming pride, which our family have so 
long sustained — if, in short, you are resolv^- to take your own course, 
you must take it, and my curse with it. I am very sorry, but there's 
really no alternative." 

"The curse may pass your lips," said Edward, "but it will be but 
empty breath. I do not believe that any man on earth has greater 
power to call one down upon bis fellow — least of all, upon bis own 
child — than he has to make one drop of rain or flake of snow fall 
from the clouds above us at bis impious bidding. Beware, sir, what 
youdo!" 

"You are so very irreligious, so exceedingly undutiful, so horribly 
profane," rejoined bis father, tuming bis face lazily towards him, and 
Cracking another nut, " that I positively must interrupt you here. It 
is quite impossible we can continue to go on, upon such terms as these. 
If you will do me the favour to ring the bell, the servant will show you 
to the door. Retum to this roof no more, I beg you. Go, sir, since you 
have no moral sense remaining ; and go to me Devil, at my express 
desire. Good day." 

Edward left the room without another word or look, and tumed bis 
back upon the house for ever. 

The fetthei^s face was slightly flushed and heated, but bis manner was 
quite unchanged, as he rang the bell again, and addressed the servant on 
his entrance. 

" Peak — if that gentleman who has just gone out — " 

" I beg your pamon, sir, Mr. Edward ? " 

" Were there more than one, dolt, that you ask the ^uestion ? — If that 
gentleman should send here for bis wardrobe, let him have it, do you 
hear ? If he should call himself at any time, I 'm not at home. You '11 
teil him so, and shut the door." 

So, it soon got whispered about, that Mr. ehester was very unfortun- 
ate in his son, who had occasioned him great grief and sorrow. And the 
good people who heard this and told it again, marvelled the more at his 
equanimity and even temper, and said what an amiable nature that man 
must have, who, having undergone so much, could be so placid and so 
calm. And when Edward's name was spoken, Society shook its head, 
and laid its finger on its lip, and sighed, and looked very ^ve ; and 
those who had sons about his age, waxed wrathful and indignant, and 
hoped, for Virtue's sake, that he was dead. And the world went on 
tuming round, as usual, for five years, conceming which this Narrative 
iasüent 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. 

One wintry evening, early in tlie year of our Lord one thousand seven 
hundred and eiehty, a keen north wind arose as it grew dark, and night 
came on with blacK and dismal looks. A bitter storm of sleet, sharp, 
dense, and icy cold, swept the wet streets, and rattled on the tremblii^ 
Windows. Signboards, shaken past endurance in their creaking frames, 
feU crashing on the pavement; old tottering chinineys reeled and 
staggered in the blast ; and many a steeple ro(äed again that night, as 
though the earth were troubled. 

It was not a time for those who could by any means get light and 
warmth, to brave the fury of the weather. In coflfee-houses of the befcter 
ßort, guests crowded round the fire, forcot to be political, and told each 
other with a secret gladness that the blast grew fiercer every minute. 
Each humble tavem by the waterside had its ^roup of uncouth figures 
round the hearth, who talked of yessels foundenng at sea, and all hands 
lost ; related many a dismal tale of shipwreck and drowned men, and 
huped that some they knew were safe, and shook their heads in doubi 
In private dwellings, children clustered near the blaze ; listening with 
timid pleasure to tales of ghosts and goblins, and tall figures dad in 
white Standing by bedsides, and people who had gone to sleep in old 
churches and bein^ overlooked hau found themselves alone there at the 
dead hour of the night : until they shuddered at the thought of the dark 
rooms upstairs, yet loved to hear the wind moan too, and hoped it would 
continue bravely. From time to time these happy indoor people stopped 
to listen, or one held up his finger and cried " Hark ! " and then above 
the rumblin^ in the chminey, and the fast pattering on the glass, was 
heard a wailing, rushing sound,which shook the walls as though a gianfs 
band were on mem ; then a hoarae roar as if the sea had risen ; then 
such a whirl and tumult that the air seemed mad ; and then, with a 
lengthened howl, the waves of wind swept on, and left a moment's 
interval of rest. 

Cheerily, though there were none abroad to see it, shone the Maypole 
light that evening. Blessings on the red — deep, ruby-glowing red — old 
curtain of the window ; bending into one rieh stream of brightness, fire 
and candle, meat, drink, and Company, and gleaming like a jovial eye 
upon the bleak waste out of doors ! Within, what carpet like its crunch- 
ing sand, what music merry as its crackling logs, what perfume like its 
kitchen's dainty breath, what weather genial as its hearty warmth ! 
Blessings on the old house, how sturdily it stood ! How did the vexed 
wind chafe and roar about its stalwart roof ; how did it pant and strive 
with its Wide chimneys, which stül poured forth from tneir hospitable 
throats, great clouds of smoke, and puffed defiance in its face ; how, 
above all, did it drive and rattle at the casement, emulous to extinguish 
that cheerful glow, which would not be put down, and seemed the 
brighter for the conflict. 

The profusion, too, the rieh and lavish bounty, of that goodly tavem ! 
It was not enough that one fire roared and sparkled on its spacious 
hearth ; in the tUes which paved and compassed it, five hundred flicker- 
ing fires bumt brightly also. It was not enough that one red curtain 
shut the wild night out, and shed its cheerful influence on the room. 
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In evety saucepan-lid, and candlestick, and vessel of copper, brass, or tin 
that hung upon tbe walls, were countless ruddy hangings, llashing and 
deaming with every motion of the blaze, aud offering, let the eye wan- 
der where it miglit, interminable vistas of tbe same rieh colour. The 
old oak wainscotmg, the beams, the chairs, the seats, reflected it in a 
deep dull slimmer. There were fires and red curtainB in the very eyea 
of the driiäeis, in their buttons, in their liquor, in the pipes thev smoked. 

Mr. Willet sat in what had been his accustomed place nve years 
before, with his eyes on the etemal boiler ; and had sat tiiere since the 
clock strack eight, giving no other signs of life than breathing with a 
loud and constant snore (though he was wide awake), and from time to 
time putting his glass to his lips, or knocking the ashes out of his pipe, 
and filling it anew. It was now half-past ten. Mr. Cobb and long Pnil 
Parkes were his companions, as of old, and for two mortal hours and a 
half, none of the Company had pronounced one word. 

Whether people, by dint of sitting together in the same place and the 
same relative positions, and doing ezactly the same things for a great 
many years, acquire a sixth sense, or some unknown power of influencing 
each ouier which serves them in its stead, is a auestion for a philosopher 
to settle. But certain it is that old John Wulet, Mr. Parkes, and Mr. 
Cobb, were one and all firmly of opinion that they were very jolly 
companions — rather choice spirits than otherwise ; that the^ looked at 
each other every now and then as if there were a perpetual interchan^e 
of ideas going on among them ; that no man considered himself or his 
neighbour by any means silent ; and that each of them nodded occasion- 
ally when he cau^ht the eye of another, as if he woiild say, " You have 
expressed yourselt extremely well, sir, in relation to that sentiment, and 
1 ^te agree witn you. 

The room was so very warm, the tobacco so very good, and the üre so 
very soothing, that Mr. Willet by degrees began to doze ; but as he had 
penectly acquired, by dint of long habit, the art of smoking in his sleep, 
and as his breathing was pretty much the same, awake or asleep, saving 
that in the latter case he sometimes experienced a slight dimculty in 
respiration (such as the carpenter meets with when he is planing and 
comes to a knot), neither of his companions was aware of the circum- 
Btance, until he met with one of these impediments, and was obliged_ to 
try again. 

" Johnny's dropped oflf," said Mr. Parkes in a whisper. 

" Fast as a top,^ said Mr. Cobb. 

Neither of them said any more until Mr. Willet came to another knot 
—one of surpassine obduracy — which bade fair to throw him into con- 
volsions, but whicn he got over at last without waking, by an effort 
quite superhuman. 

" He aleeps uncommon hard," said Mr. Cobb. 

Mr. Parkes, who was possibly a hard sleeper himself, replied with some 
disdain, " Not a bit on it ; " and directed njs eyes towards a handbill 
pasted over the chimney-piece, which was decorated at the top with a 
woodcut representing a youth of tender years running away very fast, 
with a bündle over his säioulder at the end of a stick, and — to carry out 
the idea — a finger-post and a milestone beside him. Mr. Cobb likewise 
tumed his eyes in the same direction, and surveyed the placard as if that 
were the fiist time he had ever beheld it. Now, this was a document 
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which Mr. Willet had himself indited on the disappearance of bis son 
Joseph, acquainting the nobility and gentry and the public in general 
with the circumstances of bis baving left bis bome ; describing bis dress 
and appearance ; and offering a reward of five ponnds to any person or 
persons wbo would pack bim up and retnm bim eafely to the Maypole 
at Cbigwell, or lodge bim in any of His Majesty's jails nntil such time 
as his father sbould come and daim bim. In tbis •advertisement Mr. 
Willet had obstinately persisted, despite tbe advice and entreaties ot his 
fnends, in describing bis son as a '* young boy ; " and f urthermore as 
being from eigbteen incbes to a couple of feet sborter tban bereally was; 
two circumstances wbicb perbaps accounted, in some degree, for its never 
baving been productive of any otber effect tban the transmission to 
Obigwell at various times and at a vast expense, of some five-and-forty 
runaways varyinc from six years old to twelve. 

Mr. Cobb and Mr. Parkes looked mysteriously at tbis comp^osition, at 
eacb otber, and at old John. Yrom. tbe time be bad pasted it up with 
bis own bands, Mr. Willet bad never by word or sign alluded to the 
subject, or encouraged any one eilte to do so. Nobody b^d the least 
notion wbat bis thoughts or opinions were, connected witb it ; whether 
be remembered it or forgot it ; whether he bad any idea tbat such an 
event had ever taken place. Therefore, even wbile be slept, no one ven- 
tured to refer to it in bis presence ; and for such sufficient reasons, these 
bis chosen friends were silent now. 

Mr. Willet bad got by tbis time into sucb a complication of knote^ 
tbat it was perfectfy clear be must wake or die. He cbose tbe foimer 
alternative, and opened bis eyes. 

" If he don't come in five minutes," said John, " I eball have supper 
witbout bim." 

Tbe antecedent of bis pronoun bad been mentioned for tbe last time 
at eight o'clock. Messrs. Parkes and Cobb being used to tbis style of 
conversation, replied witbout difficulty tbat to be sure Solomon was 
very late, and tbey wondered wbat bad ba})pened to detain bim. 

" He ain 't blown away, I suppose," said Parkes. " It's enough tö 
carry a man of bis figure off bis legs, and easy too. Do vou bear it i It 
blows great guns, indeed, Tberell be many a crash in the Forest 
to-nigh^ I reckon, and many a broken brancb upon tbe ground to- 
morrow." 

" It won't break anytbing in tbe Maypole, I take it, sir,*' retumed old 
John. " Let it try. I give it leave— whaf s tbat ?*' 

" Tbe wind,** cned Parkes. " It's bowling like a Christian, and has 
been all night long.* 

"Did you ever, sir," asked John, after a minute's contemplatioii) 
" bear the wind say " Maypole ?" 

"Why, wbat man ever did ?" said Parkes. 

" Nor *abov,' perbaps ?*' added John. 

" No, nor tbat either." 

" Very good, sir," said Mr. Willet, perfectly unmoved ; « then if that 
was the wind just now, and you 11 wait a little time witbout speaking, 
you*ll bear it say botb words very piain." 

Mr. Willet was rigbt. After Kstening for a few moments, tbey could 

AiZ f ®*r>,a^<^ve tbe roar and tumult out of doors, tbis shout repeated j 
ana tüat with a sbriUness and enei^ wbicb denoted that it came from 
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6ome person in gieat distress or terror. The^ looked at each other, 
tumea pale, and neld their breath. No man stirred. 

It was in this emergency that Mr. Willet displayed something of that 
stiength of mind and plenitude of mental resource, wliich rendered him 
the admiiation of all liis friends and neighbonrs. After looking at 
Messrs. Parkes and Cobb for some time in silence, he clapned Ms two 
hands to bis cheeks, and sent forth a roar wbicb made the glasses dance 
and rafters ring — a long-snstained, discordant bellow, that rolled onward 
with the wind, and startling every echo, made the night a hnndred times 
more boisterous — a deep, loud, dismal bray, that sounded like a human 
gong. Then, with every vein in his head and face swollen with the great 
ezertdoü, and his countenance snffused with a lively purple, he drew a 
little nearer to the fire, and tumins his back upon it, said with dignity : 
" If that 's any comfort to anybody, they 're welcome to it. If it ain't, 
I'm sorrv for *em. If either of yoa two gentlemen likes to go out and 
see what 's the matter, you can. I 'm not curious, myeelf." 

Whüe he snoke the cry grew nearer and nearer, lootsteps passed the 
Window, the latch of the door was raised, it opened, was violently shut 
a^, and Solomon Daisy, with a lighted lantem in his band, and the 
lain Btreaming from bis disordered dress, dashed into the room. 

A xnore complete pictnre of terror than the little man presented, it 
wonld be difficult to imagine. The Perspiration stood in beads upon his 
face, his knees knocked together, his everv limb trembled, the power of 
articulation was ^uite gone ; and there ne stood, panting for breath, 
gazing on them with such livid ashy looks, that they were infected with 
Bis fear, though ignorant of its occasion, and, reflecting his dismayed and 
horror-stricken visage, stared back again without venturing to question 
him ; until old John Willet, in a fit of temporary insanity, made a dive 
at his cravat, and, seizing him by that portion of his dress, shook him to 
and fro untü bis very teeth appeared to rattle in his head. 

" Teil US what 's the matter, sir," said John, " or I '11 kill you. Teil us 
what's the matter, sir^ or in another second I'U have your head under 
the biler. How dare you look like that ? Is anybody a-following of 
you ? What do you mean ? Say something, or I 'U be the death of you, 
IwüL" 

Mr. Willet, in his frenzy, was so near keeping his word to the very 
letter (Solomon Daisy's eyes already beginning to roll in an alarming 
manner, and certain guttural sounds, as of a choking man, to issue from 
his throat), that the two bystanders, recoverine in some degree, plucked 
him oflf bis victim by main force, and placed the little clerk of Chißwell 
in a chair. Directing a fearful gaze cdl round the room, he implored 
them in a faint voice to give him some drink ; and above all to lock the 
house-door and close and bar the shutters of the room without a moment's 
loss of time. The latter request did not tend to reassure his hearers, or 
to fiU them with the most comfortable sensations ; they complied with 
it, however, with the greatest expedition ; and having handed him a 
bumper of brandy-and- water, neariy boiling bot, waited to hear what he 
might have to teU them. 

" Oh, Johnnj !" said Solomon, shaking him by the band. "Oh, Parkes! 
Oh, Tommy Cobb 1. Why did I leave this house td- night? On the 
nineteenth of March — of all nights in the year, on the nineteenth of 
March!" 
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They all drew doser to the fire. Parkes, who was nearest to the door, 
started and looked overhis Shoulder. Mr. Willet, with great indiguation, 
inquired what the devil he meant by that — and then said, " God forgive 
me," and glanced over his own Shoulder, and came a litüe nearer. 

" When I left here to-night," said Solomon Daisy, " I little thouglit 
what day of the month it was. I have never gone alone into the churcli 
after dark on this day, for seven-and-twenty years. I have heard it said 
that as we keep our birthdays when we are alive, so the ghosts of dead 
people, who are not easy in their graves, keep the day they died upon. 
How the wind roars ! ** 

Nobody spoke. All eyes were fastened on Solomon. 

"I might have known," he said, "what night it was, by the foul 
weather. There's no such ni^ht in the whole ^ear round as tMs is, 
always. I never sleep quietlj in my bed on the nineteenth of March." 

" öo on," said Tom Cobb, in a low voice. " Nor I neither." 

Solomon Daisy raised his ^lass to his lips, put it down upon the floor 
with such a trembling hand tnat the spoon tinkled in it like a little bell, 
and continued thus : 

" Have I ever said that we are always brought back to this subiect in 
some Strange way, when the nineteenth of this month comes round ? Do 
you suppose it was by accident I forgot to wind up the church-clock ? 
1 never forgot it at any other time, though it 's such a clumsy thing that 
it has to be wound up every day. Why should it escape my memory 
on this day of all others ? 

" I made as much haste down there as I could when I went from here, 
but I had to go home first for the keys ; and the wind and rain being 
dead against me all the way, it was pretty well as much as I could do at 
times to keen my legs. I got there at last, opened the church-door, and 
went in. I nad not met a soul aU the way, and you may judge whether 
it was dull or not. Neither of you would bear me Company. If you 
could have known what was to come, you 'd have been in the right* 

" The wind was so strong, that it was as much as I could do to shut 
the church-door by putting my whole weight aeainst it ; and even as it 
was, it burst wide open twice, with such s&engtn that any of you would 
have swom, if you nad been leaning against it, as I was, that somebody 
was pushing on the other side. However, 1 got the key tumed, went 
into the belfry, and wound up the clock — which was very near run down, 
and would have stood stock-still in half an hour. 

" As I took up my lantem again to leave the church, it came upon me 
all at once that this was the nineteenth of March. It came upon me 
with a kind of shock, as if a hand had Struck the thought upon my foie- 
head ; at the very same moment, 1 heard a voice outside the tower— 
rising from among the graves." 

Here old John precipitately interrupted the Speaker, and begged tbat 
if Mr. Parkes (who was seated opposite to him, and was staring directly 
over his head) saw anything, he would have the goodness to mention it 
Mr. Parkes apologized, and remarked that he was only listening ; to 
which Mr. Wület angrily retorted, that his listening with that kind of 
expression in his face was not agreeable, and that if he couldn*t look like 
other people, he had better put his pocket-handkerchief over his head. 
Mr. Parkes with great Submission pledged himself to do so, if again 
required, and John Willet, tuming to Solomon, desired him to proceei 
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After waiting tmtil a violent gust of wind and rain, which seemed to 
shake even uiat sturdy house to its foundation, had passed away, the 
little man complied : 

" Never teil me that it was my fancy, or that it waa any other sound 
which I mistook for that I teil you of. I heard the wind wnistle through 
the arches of the chnrch. I heard the steeple strain and creak. I heard 
the rain as it came driving against the walls. I feit the bella shake. I 
8aw the ropes sway to and fro. And I heard that voice." 

« What did it say ? " asked Tom Cobb. 

" 1 don't know what ; I don't know that it spoke. It gave a kind of 
cTj, as any one of ns might do, if something dreadful foflowed us in a 
dream, and came upon us unawares ; and tnen it died off : seeming to 
pass quite round the church." 

" I don't see much in that," said John, drawing a long breath, and 
looking round him like a man who feit relieved. 

"Perhaps not," retumed his friend ; " but that 's not all." 

"What more do you mean to say, sir, is to come?" asked John, pausing 
in the act of wiping his face upon his apron. " What are you a-going to 
teil US of next V' 

"What Isaw." 

" Saw ! " echoed all three, bending forward. 

" When I opened the church-door to come out," said the little man, 
with an ex^ression of face which bore ample testimony to the sinceritv 
of his conviction, " when I opened the church-door to come out, which 
I did suddenly, for I wanted to get it shut again before another gust of 
wind came up, there crossed me — so close, that by stretching out my 
finger I could have touched it— something in the ükeness of a man. It 
was bareheaded to the storm. It tumed its face without stopping, and 
fixed its eyes on mine. It was a ghost — a spirit" 

"Whose?" they all three cried together. 

In the excess of his emotion (for ne feil back trembling in his chair, 
and waved his band as if entreating them to question him no further) 
his answer was lost on all but old John Willet, who happened to be 
seated close beside him. 

" Who ? " cried Parkes and Tom Cobb, looking eagerly by tums at 
Solomon Daisy and at Mr. Willet. " Who was it ?" 

" Gentlemen," said Mr. Willet, after a long pause, " you needn't ask. 
The likeness of a murdered man. This is the nineteenth of March." 

Aprofound silence ensued. 

" If you '11 take my advice," said John, ** we had better, one and aU, 
keep this a secret. Such tales would not be liked at The Warren. Let 
US keep it to ourselves for the present time, at all events, or we may get 
into trouble, and Solomon may lose his place. Whether it was really as» 
he says, or whether it wasn't, is no matter. Right or wrong, nobody 
would believe him. As to the probabilities, I don't myself think," said 
Älr. Willet, eyeing the comers of the room in a manner which showed 
that, like some other philosophers, he was not quite easy in his theory, 
" that a ghost as had been a man of sense in his lifetime, would be out 
a-walking in such weather — I only know that I wouldn't, if I was one." 

But this heretical doctrine was strongly opposed by the other three, 
who quoted a great many precedents to show that bad weather was the 
very time for such appearances ; and Mr. Parkes (who bad had a ghost 
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in his family, by the mother's side) amied the matter with so much 
ingenuity and force of illufitration, that «fohn was only saved from having 
to retract his opinion by the opportune appearance of supper, to which 
they applied tnemselves with a dreadful relish. Even Solomon Daisy 
himself, by dint of the elevating influences of fire, lights, brandy, and 
good Company, so far recovered as to handle his knife ^md fork in a highly 
creditable manner, and to display a capacity both of eating and driDking, 
such as banished all fear of his having sustained any lastmg injury from 
hisfright 

Supper done, they crowded round the fire again, and, as is common 
on such occasions, propounded all manner of lea£ng questions calculated 
to Surround the stoiy with new horrors and surprises. But Solomon 
Daisy, notwithstanding these temptations, adhei^ so steadily to his 
original account, and repeated it so often, with such slight variations, 
and with such solemn asseverations of its truth and reality, that his 
hearers were (with good reason) more astonished than at first As he 
took John Wület's view of the matter in regard to the proprietyof not 
bruiting the tale abroad, unless the spirit should appear to him again,in 
which case it would be necessary to take immediate counsel with the 
clergyman, it was solemnly resolved that it should be hushed up and 
kept quiet. And as most men like to have a secret to teil which may 
exalt their own importance, they arrived at this conclusion with perfect 
unanimity. 

As it was by this time growing late, and was long past their usnal 
hour of separatinc, the cronies p^ed for the night. Solomon Daisy, 
with a fresn candle in his lantem, repaired homewards under the escort 
of long Phil Parkes and Mr. Cobb, who were rather more nervoiis than 
himseff. Mr. Willet, after seeing them to the door, retumed to collect 
his thoughts with the assistance of the boiler, and to listen to the stoim 
of wind and rain, which had not yet abated one jot of its fury. 




CHAPTER XXXIV. 

Before old John had looked at the boiler quite twent}' minutes, he 
got his ideas into a focus, and brought them to bear upon Solomon Daisy's 
story. The more he thought of it the more impressed he became with 
a sense of his own wisdom, and a desire that Mr. Haredale should be 
•impressed with it likewise. At length, to the end that he might sustain 
a principal and important character in the affair, and might have the 
Start of Solomon and his two friends, through whose means he knew the 
adventure, with a variety of exaggerations, womld be known to at least a 
score of people, and most likelv to Mr. Haredale himself, by breakfast- 
time to-morrow, he determined to repair to The Warren before going 
to bed. 

"He 's my landlord,'' thought John, as he took a candle in his band, 
and setting it down in a comer out of the wind's way, opened a casement 
in the rear of the house, looking towards the stables. " We haven't met 
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of late yeais so often as we used to d(K--changes are taking place in the 
family— it 'b desirable that I should stand as well witb them, in point of 
dignity, as possible — ^the whispering about of tbis bere tale wiU anger 
him— -it's good to bave confidences witb a gentleman of bis natui' and 
set one's seif rigbt besides. Halloa tbere t Hugb — Hugb. Hal-loa ! " 

When be bad repeated tbis sbout a dozen times, and started every 
pigeon from its dnmbersy a door in one of tbe roinous old buildings 
opened, and a rougb voice demanded wbat was amiss now, tbat a man 
conldn't even bave bis sleep in quiet 

"Wbat ! Haven't you sieep enougb, growler, that you're not to be 
knocked up for once ?" said Jobn. 

"No," replied tbe voice, as tbe Speaker yawned and sbook bimself. 
" Not half enougb." 

**I don't know how you com deep, witb the wind a beUowsing and 
roarmg about you, making tbe tiles fly like a ^ack of cards," said tfohn ; 
"butno matter for that Wrap yourself up in somethin^ or another, 
and come bere, for you müßt go as far aa Tbe Warren witb me. And 
look Sharp about it." 

Hugb, witb mucb low growling and muttering, went back into bis 
lair ; and presenüy reappeared, carrying a lantem and a cudgel, and 
enveloped irom bead to loot in an old, frowsy, slouching borse-clotb. 
Mr. mllet received tbis iigure at tbe back door, and ushered bim into 
the bar, wbüe be wrapped nimself in sundry great-coats and capes, and 
so tied and knotted ms face in sbawls and bandkercbiefs, tbat how be 
breathed was a mystery. 

"You don't mean to take a man out of doors at near midnigbt in such 
weather, witbout putting some beart into bim, do you, master ?" said 
Hugb. 

" Yes, I do sir," retumed Mr. Willet " I put tbe beart (as you call 
it) into bim wben be has brougbt me safe bome again, and bis standing 
ßteady on bis legs ain't of so mucb consequence. So hold tbat Ught up, 
ii you please, and go on a step or two before, to sbow tbe way." 

Hugn obeyed witb a very^ mdiiferent grace, and a longing glance at 
the bottles. Old Jobn, laymg strict injunctions on bis cook to keep tbe 
doors locked in bis absence, and to open to nobody but bimself on pain 
of dismissal, followed bim into tbe blustering darkness out of doors. 

The way was wet and dismal, and tbe night so black, tbat if Mr. 
WiUet bad been bis own pilot, be would bave walked into a deep borse- 
pond within a few bundred yards of bis own bouse, and would certainly 
tave terminated bis career in that ienoble sphere of action. But Hugb, 
whobad a sigbt as keen as any bawk's, and, apart from tbat endowment, 
could bave found bis way blindfold to any place within a dozen miles, 
dragged old Jobn along, quite deaf to bis remonstrances, and took bis 
own couise witbout the sughtest reference to, or notice of, bis master. 
So tbey made bead against the wind as they best could ; Hugb crusbing 
the wet grass beneatb bis beavy tread, and stalking on after bis ordinary 
savace üasbion ; John Willet following at arm's lengtb, picking bis steps, 
and looküig about bim, now for bogs and ditches, and now for such stray 
gbosts as might be wandering abroad, witb looks of as mucb dismay and 
uneajeiness as bis immovable face was capable of expressing. 

At lengtb they stood upon the broad gravel-walk before The Warren 
bouse, The building was profoundly dark, and none were moving near 
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it save themselves. From one solitary turret-cliamber, however, there 
shone a lay of light ; and towards this speck of comfort in the cold, 
cheerless, süent acene, Mr. Willet bade his pilot lead him. 

" The old room," said John, looking timidly upward ; " Mr. Reuben's 
own apartment, Gk)d be with ns ! I wonder his brother likes to sit there, 
so late at night— on this night too." 

"Why, where eise shoula he sit ?" asked Hugh, holding the lantem 
to his breast to keep the candle from the wind, while he trimmed it with 
his fingers. " It 's snng enough, aiiv't it ? " 

" Snug ! " said John indignantly. " Fou have a comfortable idea of 
sniigness, you have, sir. Do you know what was done in that room, 
you ruffian ? " 

" Why, what is it the worse for that ! " cried Hugh, looking into 
Jokn's lat face. " Does it keep out the rain, and snow, and wind, the 
less for that ? Is it less warm or dry, because a man was killed there ? 
Ha, ha, ha ! Never believe it, master. One man's no such matter as 
that comes to." 

Mr. Wülett fixed his duU eyeson hisfoUower, and began — ^bya species 
of inspiration — ^to think it just barely possible that he was somethmg of 
a dangerous character, and that it mignt be advisable to get rid of him 
one ot these days. He was too prudent to say anything, with the joumey 
home before him ; and therefore tumed to the iron gate before which 
this brief dialogue had passed, and pulled the handle of the bell that 
hung beside it. The turret at which the light appeared being at one 
comer of the building, and only divided from the path by one of the 
garden walks, upon which this gate opened, Mr. Haredale threw up the 
window directly, and demanded who was there. 

" Begging paidon, sir," said John, " I knew you sat up late, and made 
bold to come round, having a word to say to you." 

" Willet, isit not?" 

" Of the Maypole — at vour Service, sir." 

Mr. Haredale closed the window, and withdrew. He presently ap- 
peared at a door in the bottom of the turret, and coming across the 
garden-walk, unlocked the gate and let them in. 

" You are a late visitor, Willet. What is the matter ?" 

" Nothing to speak of, sir," said John ; " an idle tale, I thought you 
ought to know ot ; nothing more." 

" Let your man go forward with the lantem, and give me your band. 
The stairs are crooked and narrow. Gently with your light, friend. 
You Swing it like a censer." 

Hugh, who had already reached the turret, held it more steadily, and 
ascended first, turning round from time to time to shed his light down- 
ward on the steps. Mr. Haredale, foÜowing next, eyed his lowering 
face with no great favour ; and Hugh, looking down on him, returaea 
his glances with interest, as they climbed the winding stairs. 

It terminated in a little ante-room adjoining that from which thev 
had seen the light. Mr. Haredale entered first, and led the way through 
it into the latter Chamber, where he seated himself at a writing-table 
from which he had risen when they had rung the belL 

"Come in," he said, beckoning to old John, who remained bowingat 
the door. « Not you, friend," he added hastily to Hugh, who entered 
also. " WiUet, why do you bring that fellow here ? " 
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"Why, SIT," retumed John, elevating liis eyebrows, and lowering liia 

voice to tbe tone in which the question had been asked him, '* he's a 

good guard, you see." 
"Don't be too sure of tbat," said Mr. Haredale, looking towards >ii"i 

as he spoke. " I doubt it. He has an evil eye." 
"There's no imagination in his eye," retumed Mr. Willet, glancing 

over his Shoulder at the organ in question, " certainly." 

" There is no good there, be assured," said Mr. Haredale. " Wait in 
that little room, friend, and close the door between us." 

Hugh shrugged his Shoulders, and, with a disdainful look which 
showed either that he had overheard or that he had guessed the 
piuport of their whispering, did as he was told. When he was 
shut out, Mr. Haredale tumed to John, and bade him go on with what 
he had to say, but not to speak too loud, for there were quick eara 
yonder. 

Thus cautioned, Mr. Willet, in an oily whisper, recited all that he had 
heaid and said that night ; laying particularstress upon his own sagacity, 
upon his great regard for the lamily, and upon his solicitude for their 
peace of mind and happiness. The story moved his auditor much more 
thaii he had expected. Mr. Haredale often changed his attitude, rose 
and paced the room, retumed again, desired him to repeat, as nearly as 
he could, the very words that Solomon had used, and gave so many other 
signs of being äisturbed and ill at ease, that even Mr. Willet was 
surprised. 

"You did quite right,'' he said, at the end of a long conversation, " to 
bid them keep this story secret. It is a foolish fancy on the part of this 
weak-brained man, bred in his fears and superstition. But Miss Hare- 
dale, though she would know it to be so, would be disturbed by it if it 
reached her ears ; it is too nearly connected with a subject very painful 
to US all, to be heard with indifference. You were most pruaent, and 
have laid me under a great Obligation. I thank you very much." 

This was equal to John's most sanguine expectations ; but he would 
have preferred Mr. Haredale's looking at him when he spoke, as if he 
really did thank him, to his Walking up and down, speaking by fits and 
starte, often stopping with his eyes fixed on the ground, moving hurriedly 
on again, like one djstracted, and seeming almost unconscious of what he 
said or did. 

This, however, was his manner ; and it was so embarrassing to John 
that he sat quite passive for a long time, not knowing what to do. At 
length he rose. Mr. Haredale stared at him for a moment as though he 
had quite foigotten his being present, then shook hands with him, and 
opened the door. Hugh, who was, or feigned to be, fast asleep on the 
ante-chamber floor, sprang up on their entrance, and throwing his cloak 
about him, grasped his stick and lautem, and prepared to descend the 
stairs. 

"Stay !" said Mr. Haredale ; " wiM this man drink?" 

"Drink! He'd drink the Thames up, if it was strong enough, sir," 
replied John Willet " He 'U have something when he gets home. He 's 
better without it, now, sir." 

** Nay. Half the distance is done," said Hugh. "What a hard master 
you are ! I shaU go home the better for one glassful, halfway. Come ! " 

As John made no reply, Mr, Haredale brought out a glass of liquor, 
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and gave it to Hngli, who, as he took it in his hand, threw part of it 
npon the floor. 

" What do you mean by splashing your drink abont a genüeman's 
houBe, sir?" said John. 

" I 'm drinking a toast,'' Hngh rejoined, holding the glass above bis 
head, and fizing his eyes on Mr. Haredale's face ; " a toast to this house 
and its master.'' With that he muttered something to himself and diank 
the lest, and setting down the glass, preceded them without another woid. 

John was a good deal scandaliseü by this observance, but seeing that 
Mr. Haredale took little heed of what Hugh said or did, and that bis 
thoughts were otherwiee employed, he offered no'apology, and went in 
süence down the stairs, across the walk, and through the gaiden-gate. 
They stopned upon the outer side for Hugh to hold Öie li^h^ while Mr. 
Haiedale locked it on the inner ; and then John saw with wonder (as 
he often afterwaids related) that he was very pale, and that his face had 
ohanged so much and grown so haggard since their entrance^ that be 
almost seemed another man. 

Thev were in the open road again, and John Willet was waÜdng on 
behina his escort, as he had come, thinking very steadily of what he had 
just now Seen, when Hugh drew him sudaenly aside, and almost at the 
same instant three horsemen swept past — Ihe nearest brushed his shouldei 
even then — ^who, checking their steeds as suddenly as they could, stood 
still, and waited for their coming up. 




CHAPTER XXXV. 

"When John Willet saw that the horsemen wheeled smartly round, 
and drew up three abreast in the narrow road, waiting for him and his 
man to join them, it occurred to him with unusual precipitation that 
they must be highwaymen ; and had Hugh been armed with a blunder- 
buss, in place of his stout cudgel, he would certainly have ordered him 
to fire it off at a venture, and would, while the woird of command was 
obeyed, have consulted his own personal safety in immediate flight 
Under the circumstances of disadvantage, however, in which he and his 
guard were placed, he deemed it prudent to adopt a different style of 
generalship, and therefore whispered his attendant to address them in 
the most peaceable and courteous terms. By.way of acting up to the 
spirit and letter of this instruction, Hugh stepped forward, and nourish- 
ing his staff before the very eyes of the rider nearest to him, demanded 
roughly what he and his feUows meant by so nearly galloping over them, 
and why they scoured the king's highway at that late hour of night. 

The man whom he addressed was beginning an angryreply in the same 
strain, when he waa checked by the horseman in the centee, who, inter- 
posing with an air of authority, inquired in a somewhat loud but not 
harsh or unpleasant voice : 

" Pfay, is this the London road?" 
tf you follow it right, it is," replied Hugh roughly. 
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" Nav, brotlier,*' said the same person, " you 're but a chiirliflli English- 
man, ii Englishman you be— whicli I should much doubt but for your 
tongue. Your companion, I am eure, will auawer me more civilly. Uow 
ßay you, friend?" 

" I say it M the London road, sir," answered John. " And I wish," he 
added in a subdued voice, as he tumed to Hugh, " that you was in any 
other road, you vagabond. Are you tired of your life, sir, that you g"o 
a-trying to provoke three great neck-or-nothing chaps, that could keep 
on running over us, back'ards and for'ards, tili we was dead, and then 
take OUT bodies up behind 'em and drown us ten miles off ? '' 

"How far is it to London ?'' inquired the same s^ker. 

"Why, from here, sir," answered John, persuasively, "it's thirteen 
very easy mües." 

The adjective was thrown in, as an inducement to the travellers to ride 
away wim all speed ; but instead of having the desired effect, it elicited 
from the same person the remark, " Thirteen miles ! That 's a long dis- 
tance ! " which was foUowed by a short pause of indecision. 

"Pray," said the gentleman, "are there any inns hereabouts ?*' 

At the Word " inns," John plucked up his spirit in a surprising manner; 
his fears roUed off like smoke ; all the landlord stirred within him. 

" There are no inns," rejoined Mr. Willet, with a strong emphasis on 
the plural number ; " but there 's a Inn— one Inn — the Maypole Inn. 
That 's a Inn indeed. You won't see the like of that Inn often." 

"You keep it, perhaps ?" said the horseman, smiling. 

" I do, sir,"rephed John, greatly wondering how he had found this out. 

"And how fax is the Maypole from here ?" 

About a mile " — John was going to add that it was the easiest mile in 
all the World, when the third rider, who had hitherto kept a little in the 
rear, suddenly interposed : 

" And have you one excellent bed, landlord ? Hem ! A bed that you 
can recommend — a bed that you are sure is well aired — a bed that has 
been slept in by some perfectly respectable and unexceptionable person ? " 

**We don't take in no tagrag and bobtail at our house, sir," answered 
John. " And as to the bed itself— " 

"Say, as to three beds," interposed the gentleman who had spoken 
before ; " for we shall want three if we stey, though my friend only 
speaks of one." 

"No, no, my lord ; you are too good, you are too kind ; but your life 
is of far too much importance to the nation in these portentous times, to 
he placed upon a levei with one so useless and so poor as mine. A great 
cause, my lord, a mighty cause, depends on you. You are its leader and 
its chamnion, its advanced guard and its van. It is the cause of our 
altars ana our homes, our country and our faith. Let me sleep ön a chair 
—the carpet — anywhere. No one will repine if I take cold or fever. 
Let John Grueby pass the night beneath the open sky — no one will pine 
for him, But forty thousand men of this our Island in the wave (exclu- 
sive of women and children) rivet their eyes and thoughts on Lord 
George Gordon, and every day, frem the rieing up of the sun to the going 
down of the same, pray for his health and vigour. My lord," said the 
Speaker, rising in his stirrups, " it is a glorious cause, and must not be 
forgotten. Idy lord, it is a mighty cause, and must not be endangered. 
My lord, it is a holy cause, and must not be deserted," 
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" It w a holy cause," exclaimed his lordsliip, lifting up his hat with 
great eolemnity. " Amen." 

*' John Gruehy," said the long-winded gentleman, in a tone of mild 
reproof, " his loraship said Amen." 

<^ I heard my lora, sir," said the man, sitting like a statue on his 
horse. 

" And do not you say Amen, likewise ?** 

To which John Qrueby made no reply at all, but sat looking straigbt 
before him. 

"You surprise me, Grueby," said the gentleman. "At a crisia like 
the present, when Queen Elizabeth, that maiden monarch, weeps within 
her tomb, and Bloody Mary, with a brow of gloom and shadow, stalks 
triumphant ^ 

" On, sir I " cried the man, gruffly, " where 's the use of talking of 
Bloody Mary under such circumstances as the present, when my lord's 
wet through, and tired with hard riding ? Let 's either go on to London, 
sir, or put up at once ; or that unfort'nate Bloody Mary will have more 
to answer for — and she 's done a deal more harm in her grave than slie 
ever did in her lifetime, I believe." 

By this time Mr. Willet, who had never heard so many words spoken 
together at one time, or delivered with such volubility and emphasis as 
by the long-winded gentleman, and whose brain, being wholly unable 
to sustain or compass them, had quite given itself up for lost, recovered 
so far as to observe that there was amx)Ie accommodation at the Maypole 
for all the party: good beds ; neat wines ; excellent entertainment for 
man and beast ; private rooms for large and small parties ; dimiers 
dressed upon the shortest notice ; choice stabling, and a lock-up coach- 
hoiise ; and, in short, to run over such recommendatory scraps of lauguage 
as were painted up on various portions of the buüding, and which in the 
course of some forty years he had leamt to repeat with tolerable correct- 
ness. He was considering whether it was at all possible to insert any 
novel sentences to the same purpose, when the gentleman who had spoken 
first, tuming to him of the long wind, exclaimed, '* What say you, Gaali- 
ford ? Shall we tarry at this house he speaks of, or press forward ? You 
shall decide." 

" I would submit, my lord, then," retumed the person he appealed to, 
in a silky tone, " that your health and spirits — so important, under 
Providence, to our great cause, our pure and truthful cause " — here his 
lordship pulled off his hat again, though it was raining hard — " require 
refreshment and repose." 

" Qo on before, landlord, and show the way," said Lord Greorge Gordon ; 
" we will foUow at a footpace." 

" If you '11 give me leave, my lord," said John Grueby, in a low voice, 
"I'll change my proper place, and ride before you. The looks of the 
landlord's friend are not over honest, and it may be as well to be cautious 
with him." 

" John Grueby is quite right," interposed Mr. Gashford, falling back 
hastily. " My lord, a life so precious as yours must not be put in periL 
Go forward, John, by all means. If you have any reason to suspect the 
fellow, blow bis brains out." 

John made no answer, but looking straight before him, as his custom 
seemed to be when the secretary spoke, bade Hugh push on, and fojlowed 
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close behind him. Then came his lordship, with Mr. Willet at his bridle 
lein, and, last of all, his lordship's secretary — for that, it seemed, was 
Gashford's office. 

Hugh strode briskly on, often looking back at the servant, wliose horse 
was close upon his heels, and glancing with a leer at his holster case of 
pistols, by which he seemed to set ^reat störe. He was a square-built, 
8trong-made, bull-necked fellow, of the true English breed ; and as Hngh 
measured him with his eye, he measnred Hugh, regarding him mean- 
while with a look of bluff disdain. He was much older than the Maypole 
man, being to all appearance five-and-forty ; but was one of those self- 
possessed, hard-headed, imperturbable fellows, who, if they are ever 
Beaten at fisticuffs, or other kind of warfare, never know it, and go on 
coolly tili they win. 

" If I led you wrong now," said Hugh, tauntingly, " you 'd — ha, ha, ha ! 
— you 'd shoot me through the head, I su^pose ? " 

John Grueby took no more notice of this remark than if he had been 
deaf, and Hugh dumb ; but kept riding on quite comfortably, with his 
eyes fixed on the horizon. 

"Did you ever try a fall with a man when you were young, master?" 
Said Hugh. " Can you make any play at singlestick ? " 

John Grueby looked at him sideways with the same contented air, but 
deigned not a word in answer. 

"— Like this?" said Hugh, giving his cudgel one of those skilful 
flourishes in which the rustic of that time delighted. " Whoop ! " 

"— Or that," returned John Grueby, beating down his guard with his 
whip, and striking him on the head with its butt end. " Yes, I played 
alittle once. You wear your hair too long ; I should have crackea your 
crown if it had been a little shorter." 

It was a pretty smart, loud-sounding rap, as it was, and evidently 
astonished ELugh, who, for the moment, seemed disposed to drag his new 
ac(^uaintance fiom his saddle. But his face betokened neither malice, 
triumph, rage, nor any lingerin^ idea that he had given him offence ; his 
eyes gazing steadily in the old direction, and his manner being as careless 
and composed as if he had merely brushed away a fly ; Hugh was so 
pnzzled, and so disposed to look upon him as a eustomer of almost super- 
natural toughness, that he merely laughed, and cried "Well donel" 
Then, sheering off a little, led the way in silence. 

Before the lapse of many minutes the party halted at the Maypole 
door. Lord George and his secretary, quickly dismounting, gave their 
horses to their servant, who, under the guidance of Hugh, repaired to 
the Stahles. Right glad to escape from the inclemency of the night, they 
followed Mr. Willet into the common room, and stood warming them- 
selves and drying their clothes before the cheerful fire, while he busied 
himself with such Orders and preparations as his guest's high quality 
required. 

As he bustled in and out of the room intent on these arrangements, 
he had an opportunity of observing the two travellers, of whom, as yet, 
he knew nothing but the voices. The lord, the great personage who did 
the Majrpole so much honour, was about the middle height, of a slender 
make, and sallow complexion, with an aquiline nose, and long hair of a 
reddish brown, combea perfectly straight and smooth about his ears, and 
ßlighüy powdered, but without the faintest vestige of a curl. He was 
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attdied, ander his great coat, in a füll suit of black, qtiite free &om any 
Ornament, and of the most precise and sober cut. The gravity of Ms 
dress, together with a certain lankness of cheek and stiffness of deport- 
menl^ adued nearly ten yeaxs to his age, bat his figare was that of one 
not yet past thirty. As he stood masing in the red glow of the fire, it 
was striking to observe his very bright laige eye, which betrayed a reet- 
lessness of thought and porpose, singalarly at vanance with the studied 
composare and sobriety of his mien, and with his qaaint and sad apparel. 
It had nothing harsh or crael in its expression ; neither had his face, 
which was thin and mild, and wore an air of melancholy ; bat it was 
suggestive of an air of indeünable oneasiness, which infected those wlio 
looked upon him, and ülled them with a kind of pity for the man : 
thoagh wby it did so, they would have had some troable to explain. 

Gashfora, the secretary, was taller, angalarly made, high-shoaldered, 
bony, and imgracefuL His dress, in irnftation of his superior, was de- 
mare and staid in the extreme; his manner, formal and constroined. 
This gentleman had an overhanging brow, great hands and feet and 
ears, and a pair of eyes that seemed to have made an imnatoral retreat 
into his head, and to have dag themselves a cave to hide in. His manner 
was smooth and homble, bat very sly and slinkin^. He wore the aspect 
of a man who was always lying in wait for somethmg that vx>ulMt come 
to paas ; bat he looked patient — verv patient — and fawned like a spaniel 
dog. Even now, while he warmed and rubbed his hands before the 
blaze, he had the air of one who only presamed to enjoy it in his degree 
as a commoner ; and thoagh he knew Eis lord was not regarding him, he 
looked into his face from time to time, and, with a meek and deferential 
manner, smiled as if for practice. 

Such were the guests whom old John Willet, with a fixed and leaden 
eye, surveyed a hundred times, and to whom he now advanced with a 
State candlestick in each hand, beseeching them to follow him into a 
worthier Chamber. " For, my lord," said John — ^it is odd enough, but 
certain people seem to have as great a pleasure in pronouncing tiües as 
their owners have in wearing them — " tnis room, my lord, isn't at all the 
sort of place for your lordship, and I have to beg your lordship's pardon 
for keeping you here, my lorü, one minute." 

With this address, John ushered them apstairs into the state apart- 
ment, which, like many other things of state, was cold and comfortless. 
Their own footstep, re verberating through the spacious room, strack upon 
their hearing witn a hollow sound ; and its damp and chüly atmosphere 
was rendered doubly cheerless by contrast with the homely warmth they 
had deserted. 

It was of no use, however, to propose a retum to the place they had 
quitted, for the preparations went on so briskly that there was no time 
to stop them. John, with the tall candlestidks in his hands, bowed them 
up to the fireplace ; Hugh, striding in with a Hghted brand and pile of 
firewood, cast it down upon the nearth, and set it in a blaze ; John 
Grueby (who had a great blue cockade in his hat, which he appeared to 
de^ise mightily) brought in the portmanteau he had carried on his horse, 
and placed it on the floor ; and presently all three were busily engaged 
ux drawing out the screen, laying the cloth, inspecting the beds, lightmg 
tires in the bedrooms, expediting the supper, and making everything as 
cosy and as snug as might be on eo short a notice. In less than an houi's 
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time» sapper had heen flerved, and eaten, and cleared away ; and Lord 
Georce and his secretary, with slippered feet, and legs stretched out be- 
fore the fire^ sat over some bot mimed wine together. 

''So ends, my lord/' said Gasliford, filUng nis glass with great com- 
placency, '^the blessed work of a most blessed day. 

"Ann of a blessed yesterday/' said bis lordsbip, raising bis bead. 

"Ab!" — ^and bere tbe secretary dasped bis nands — "a blessed yes- 
terday indeed ! Tbe Protestants of Suffolk are godly men and true. 
Tbougb otbers of our countrymen bave lost tbeir wav in darkness, even 
as WB) mv lord, did lose onr road to-nigbt, tbeiis is tbe ligbt and glory." 

^'Did I move tbem, Gasbford ?" said Lord George. 

" Move tbem^ my lord ! Move tbem ! Tbey cried to be led on against 
tbe Papists^ tbey vowed a dreadful vengeance on tbeix beads, tbey roaied 
like men possessed — ^" 

**But not by devils," said bis lord. 

"By devils ! my lord ! By angels." 

"Yes — oh surely — ^by angels^ no donbt^" said Lord George, tbrustine 
bis hands into bis pockets, taking tbem out again to bite bis nails, ana 
looking uncomfortaDly at tbe fire. " Of course by angels— eb, Gasbford ?" 

" You do not doubt it, my lord ?" said tbe secretiuy. 

"No — ^no,** retumed bis lord. "No. Wby sbould I? I auppose it 
wonld be decidedly irreligious to doubt it — ^wouldn't it, Gasnford? 
Tbougb tbere certainly were/' be added, witbout waiting for an answer, 
'^flome plaguy Dl-lookmg characters among tbem." 

"Wben you warmed," said tbe secretary, looking sbarply at tbeotber's 
downcast eyes, wbicb brigbtened as be spoke ; "wben you warmed into 
that noble ontbreak ; wben you told tbem tbat you were never of tbe 
lukewarm or tbe timid tribe, and bade tbem take beed tbat tbey were 

Siepared to foUow one wbo would lead tbem on, tbougb to tbe very 
eatb ; when you spoke of a bundred and twenty tbousand men across 
the Scottish border wbo would take tbeir own redress at any time, if it 
were not conceded ; wben you cried * Perisb tbe Pope and all bis base 
adberents. Tbe pe^ial laws against tbem sball never be repealed wbile 
Englisbmen bave bearts and nands' — and waved your own and toucbed 
yoursword ; and wben tbey cried * No Popery !' and you cried * No ; not 
even if we wade in blood, and tbey tbrew up tbeir bats and cried ' Hurrab ! 
not even if we wade in blood ! No Popery ! Lord George ! Down witb 
the Papists — ^Vengeance on tbeir beads ! ' Wben tbis was said and done, 
and a word from you, my lord, could reise or still tbe tumult — ab ! tben 
I feit wbat greatness was indeed, and tbougbt, Wben wa£i tbere ever 
power like tms of Lord George Gordon's ? " 

"Ifs a creat power. You're rigbt. It is a ereat power l" be cried 
witb Sparring eyes. " But — dear Gasbford — diu I really say all tbat ?" 

"And bow mucb more !" cried tbe secretary, looking upwards. "Ab ! 
bow mucb more ? " 

" And I told tbem wbat you say, about tbe one bundred and forty 
tbousand men in Scotland, did I?" be asked witb evident deligbt, 
"Tbat was bold." 

" Our cause is boldness. Trutb is always bold." 

" Certainly. So is religion. Sbe 's bold, Gasbford ?" 

" The true religion is, my lord." 

*• And tbat 's ours," be rejoined, moving uneasily in bis seat, and biting 



188 BARNABY RVDOE. 

hiB nails as though he would pare them to the quick. " There can be no 
doubt of ours being the true one. You feel as certain of that as I do, 
Qashfordjdon'tyou?'' 

" Does my loüi aak ?iw," whined GJashford, drawing his chair nearer 
with an injured air, and laying his broad flat band upon the table ; " tm«," 
he repeatea, bending the dark hollows of his eyes upon him with an im- 
wholesome smile, "who, stricken by the magic of his eloquence in 
Scotland but a year ago, abjured the errors of the Romish Church, and 
clung to him q& one whose timely hand had plucked me fronx a pit ?" 

" True. No — ^no. I — I didn^t mean it," replied the other, shaJdng 
him by the hand, rising firom his seat, and pacing restlessly about the 
room. " It 's a proud tning to lead the people, Qashford," he added, as 
he made a sudden halt. 

" By force of reason, too," retumed the pliant secretary. 

" Ay, to be sure. They may cough and jeer, and groan in Parliament, 
and call me fool and madman, but which of them can raise this haman 
sea and make it swell and roar at pleasuie ? Not one." 

" Not one," repeated Gashford. 

" Which of them can say for his honesty, what I can say for mine ? 
Which of them has ref used a minister's biibe of one thousand pounds a 
year, to resign his seat in favour of another ? Not one." 

" Not one," repeated Gashford Bigoxa — taking the lion's share of the 
mulled wine between whiles. 

" And as we are honest, true, and in a sacred cause, Gashford," said 
Lord George with a heightened colour and in a louder voice, as he laid 
his fevered hand upon nis Shoulder, " and are the only men who regard 
the mass of people out of doors, or are regarded by them, we will uphold 
them to the last ; and will raise a cry against these un-English Papists 
which shall re-echo through the country, and roll with a noise like 
thunder. I will be worthy of the motto on my coat of arms, *Called 
and chosen and faithf uL' " 

"Called," said the secretary, "by Heaven." 

« I am." 

" Chosen. by the people." 

c( Yes." 

«Faithfultoboth.» 

« To the block ! " 

It would be dijQ&cult to convey an adequate idea of the excited manner 
in which he gave these answers to the secretar/s promptings ; of the 
rapidity of his utterance, or the violence of his tone and gesture in which, 
struggling through his Puritan's demeanour, was something wild and 
nnsovemable which broke through all restraint. For some minutes he 
walked rapidly up and down the room, then stopping suddenly, ex- 
claimed, 

" Gashford — You moved them yesterday too. Oh yes ! You did." 

" I shone with a reflected light, my lord," replied the humble secretaiy, 
laying his hand upon his heart. " 1 did my best." 

" xou did well," said his master, " and are a great and worthy instru- 
ment. If you will ring for John Grueby to cany the portmanteau into 



ir, 
" Too'tired, my lord !— But this is his consideration ! Christian from 



my room, and will wait here while I undress, we will dispose of business 
aa usual, if you 're not too tired." 
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head to foot" With which soliloquy, the secretary tilted the jug, and 
looked very hard into the mulled wine, to see how much lemained. 

John Willet and John Qrueby appeared together. The one bearing 
the great candlesticks, and the other the portmanteau, showed the de- 
luded lord into his Chamber ; and left the secretary alone, to yawn and 
shake hünself, and finally to fall asleep before the nre. 

"New Mr. Qashford, sir," said John Grueby in his ear, after what 
appeared to him a moment of unconsciousness ; " my lord's abed." 

"Oh. Verygood, John," was his mild reply. "Thank you, John. 
Nobody need sit up. I know my room." 

" I hope you 're not a-going to trouble your head to-night, or my lord's 
head neither, with anything more about Bloody Mary," said John. " I 
wish the blessed old creetur had never been bom." 

" I said you might go to bed, John," retumed the secretary. " You 
didn't hear me, I think." 

"Between Bloody Marys, and blue cockades, and glorious Queen Besses, 
and no Poperys, and Protestant associations, and making of speeches," 
pursued John Grueby, looking, as usual, a long way off, and taking no 
notice of this hint, " my lord 's half off his head. When we go out o* 
doors, such a set of ragamuffins comes a-shouting after us, * Gordon for 
ever!' that I'm ashamed of myself, and don't know where to look. 
When we 're indoors thev come a-roaring and screaming about the house 
like so many devils ; and my lord, instead of ordering them to be drove 
A^A7) go^ <>u^ ^^0 the balcony and demeans himself by making Speeches 
to 'em, and calls 'em * Men of England,' and * Fellow-countrymen,' as if 
he was fond of 'em and thanked ^em for Coming. I can't make it out, 
but they're all mixed up somehow or another with that unfort'nate 
Bloody Mary, and cdl her name out tili they're hoarse. They 're all 
Protestants too — every man and boy among 'em : and Protestants are 
very fond of spoons I find, and silver-plate in general, whenever area- 
gates is left open accidentally. I wish that was the worst of it, and that 
no more härm might be to come ; but if you don't stop these ugly cus- 
tomers in time, Mr. Gashford (and I know you ; youTe the man that 
blows the fire^, you 11 find 'em grow a little bit too strong for you. One 
of these evemngs, when the weather gets warmer and Protestants are 
thirsty, they 11 be puUing London down — and I never heard that Bloody 
Mary went as far as thatJ^ 

Gashford had vanished long ago, and these remarks had beenbestowed 
on empty air. Not at all discomposed by the discovery, John Grueby 
fixed nis hat on wrong side foremost, that he might be unconscious of 
the shadow of the obnoxious cockade, and withdrew to bed, shakrig his 
head in a very gloomy and pathetic manner until he reached his chamber. 




CHAPTER XXXVI. 

Qashford, with a smiling face, but still with looks of profound 
deference and humility, betook himself towards his master's room 
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smoothing his hair down as he went, and hnmming a psalm tnne. As ' 
he approached Lord Gteorge's door, he cleared his throat and hummed 
moie vigorously. 

There was a Temariuible contrast between this man's occnpation at tlie 
moment, and the expiession of his conntenance, which was singularly 
repulsive and malicious. His beetlin^ brow ahnost obscnred hiB eyes ; 
his lip was curled contemptuously ; his very Shoulders seemed to sneer 
in stealthy whisperings with his great flapped ears. 

^ Hush ! ^ he muttered softly^as he peeped in at the chamber-door. 
" He seems to be asleep. Pray Heaven he is ! Too much watching, too 
mach care, too much thought— ah ! Lord preserve him for a martyr ! 
He is a sain^ if ever saint drew breath on this bad earth." 

Placing hiis light upon a table^ he walked on tiptoe to the fire, and 
sitting in a chair beforo it with his back towards the bed, went on com- 
muning with himself like one who thought aloud : 

« The saviour of his country and his country's relieion. the friend of 
his pooT countrymen, the enemv of the proud and harsn ; beloved of the 
rejected and oppressed, adored oyr forty thonsand bold and loyal Eimlish 
hearts — ^what haopy slumbers his should be ! ^ And here he si^ed, 
and warmed his hands, and shook his head as men do when their hearts 
are fuU, and heaved another sigh, and warmed his hands again. 

« Why, GkbBhford I " said Lom George, who was lying broad awake, 
upon his side, and had been staring at him from his entrance. 

<< My — ^my lord," said Gashford, starting and looking round as thongh 
in great surprise. " I have disturbed you I * 

" I have not been sleeping.*' 

" Not sleepin^ ! " he repeated, with assumed confusion. " What can I 
say for. having in your presence given utterance to thoughts — ^but they 
were sincere — ^they were sincere ! " exclaimed the secretary drawing his 
sleeve in a hasty way across his eyes ; " and why should I regret your 
having heard them ? " 

<* Gashford," said the poor lord, stretching out his band with manifest 
emotion. " Do not regret it. You love me well, I know — too welL I 
don*t deserve such homage.** 

Gashford made no reply, but grasped the band and pressed it to his 
lips. Then rising, and taking from the trunk a little desk, he placed it 
on the table near the fire, unlocked it with a key he carried in his pocket, 
Bat down before it, took out a pen, and, before dipping it in the intstand, 
sucked it — ^to compose the fashion of his mouth perhaj», on which a smile 
was hovering yet 

"How do our numbers stand since last enroUing-night?" inqniied 
Lord George, " Are we really forty thousand strong, or do we still speak 
in round numbers when we take the Association at that amount ? ^ 

" Our total now exceeds that number by a score and three," Gashford 
replied, casting his eyes upon his papers. 

"Thefunds?" 

" Not very improving ; but there is some manna in the wildemeas my 
lord. Hern ! On Friday night the widows' mites dropped in. * Forty 
scavengers, three and fourpence. An aged pew-opener of St. Martin's 

¥arish, sixpence. A bell-ringer of the Established Church, sixpence. A 
•rotestant infant, newly-bom, one halfpenny. The United Link Boys, 
three shiUings— one bad. The anti-popish prisoners in Newgate, five 
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aad fouTpence. A friend in Bedlam, half-a-crown. Dennis the hangman, 
one Shilling.' " 

" That Dennis/' said his lordship, "is an eamest man. I marked him 
in the crowd in Welbeck Street, le^t Friday." 

"A good man/' rejoined the secretary, "a staunch, sincere, and truly 
zealous man." 

"He should be encouraged/' said Lord George. *'Make a note of 
Dennis. I '11 talk with him." 

Gashford obeyed, and went on reading from his list : 

" ' The Friends of Reason, half-a-gumea. The Friends of Liberty, 
half-a-guinea. The Friends of Peace, half-a-guinea. The Friends of 
Charity, half-a-guinea. The Friends of Mercy, half-a-guinea. The 
Associated Rememberers of Bloody Mary, half-a-guinea. The United 
BuU-dogs, half-a-guinea.'" 

"The United Bull-dogs," said Lord George, biting his nails raost 
horribly, "are a new society, are they not ?" 

"Formerly the Trentice Knights, my lord. The indentures of the 
old members expiring by de^rees, they changed their name, it seems, 
though they still have 'prentices among them, as well as workmen." 

" What is their president's name ?" inauired Lord George. 

" President," said Gashford reading, " Mr. Simon Tappertit." 

" I remember him. The little man, who sometimes brings an elderly 
sister to our meetings, and sometimes another female too, who is con- 
scientious, I have no doubt, but not well-favoured ! " 

"The very same, my lord." 

" Tappertit is an eamest man," said Lord George, thoughtf ully. " Eh, 
Gashford ? " 

" One of the foremost among them all, my lord. He snuffs the battle 
from afar, like the war-horse. He throws his hat up in the street as if 
he were inspired, and makes most stirring speeches irom the Shoulders 
of his friends." 

" Make a note of Tappertit/' said Lord George Gordon. " We may 
advance him to a place of trust." 

" That, rejoined the secretary, doing as he was töld, " is all — except 
Mrs. Varden's box (fourteenth time of opening), seven Shillings and 
sixpence in silver and copper, and half-a-guinea in gold ; and Miggs 
(bemg the saving of a quarter's wagest one-and-threepence." 

" Miggs," said Lord George. " Is tnat a man ? " 

"The name is entered on the list as a woman," replied the secretary. 
" 1 think she is the tall spare female of whom you spoke just now, my 
lord, as not being well-favoured, who sometimes comes to hear the speeches 
^along with Tappertit and Mrs. Varden." 

" Mrs. Varden is the elderly lady then, is she ? " 

The secretary nodded, anct rubbed the bridge of his nose with the 
feather of his pen. 

" She is a zealous sister," said Lord George. " Her collection goes on 
prosperously, and is pursued with fervour. Has her husband joined ?" 

" A malignant," retumed the secretary, folding up his paners. " Un- 
worthy sucm a wife. He remains in outer darkness and steaaily refuses." 

" The consequences be upon his own head ! — Gashford ! " 

"Mylord!" 

" You don't think," he turned restlessly in his bed as he spoke, '* these 
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people will desert me when the hour arrives ? I have spoken boldly for 
them ; ventured mach, suppressed nothing. They '11 not ML off, will 
they?" 

^ No fear of tliat, my lord,'' said QasMord, with a meaning look, which 
was rather the involiintaijexpression of his own thoughts man intended 
as any confirmation of his woids, for the other's face was tumed away. 
" Be sure there is no fear of that." 

"Nor," he said with a more restless motion than before, "of thftir— 
but the^r can sustain no härm from leaguing for the porpose. Bkht is 
on our side, though Might may be against us. You feel as snre of tbat 
as I — honestly, you do?" 

The secretfiiy was beginning with " You do not doubt," when theother 
interrupted him, and impatiently rejoined : 

" Doubt ! No. Who says I doubt ? If I doubted should I cast away 
relatives, friends, everything, for this unhappy countr/s sake ; this 
unhappy country," he cried, springing up in bed, after repeating the 
phrase "unhappy country's säte" to nimself, at least a dozen tunes, 
" forsaken of God and man, delivered over to a dangerous confederacy of 
Popish.powers ; the prey of corruption, idolatry, and despotism ! Who 
says I doubt ! Am I called, and chosen, and faithful ? Teil me. Am 
I, or am I not ? " 

" To God, the country, and yourself," cried Gashford. 

" I am. I will be. I say again, I will be : to the block ! Who says 
as much ? Do you ? Does any man alive ? " 

The secretary dropped his head with an expression of perfect acquies- 
cence in anything tnat had been said or might be ; and Lord G^rge, 
gradually sinking down upon his pillow, feil asleep. 

Although there wcus something very ludicrousinnis vehement manner, 
taken in coniunction with his meagre aspect and ungraceful presence, it 
would scarcely have provoked a smile in any man of kindly feelii^ ; or 
even if it had, he would have feit sorry and almost angry with himself 
next moment, for yielding to the impufse. This lord was sincere in his 
violence and in his wavering. A nature prone to false enthusiasm, and 
the vanity of beinfe a leader, were the worst qualities apparent in his 
composition. All tiie rest was weakness — sheer weakness ; and it is the 
unhappy lot of thoroughly weak men, that their very sympathies, 
affections, confidences — all the qualities which in better constituted 
minds are virtues— dwindle into foibles, or tum into downright vices. 

Gashford, with many a sly look towards the bed, sat chuckling at his 
master's foUy, until his deep and heavy breathing wamed him that he 
might retire. Locking his desk, and replacing it within the trunk (but 
not before he had taken from a secret lining two printed handbills)^ he 
cautiously withdrew ; looking back, as he went, at the pale face of the 
slumbering man, above whose head the dusty plumes that crowned the 
Maypole couch waved drearily and sadly as mough it were a hier. 

Stopping on the staircase to listen that all was quiet, and to take off 
his shoes, lest his footsteps should alarm any light sleeper who might 
be near at hand, he descended to the ground floor, and thrust one of nis 
bills beneath the great door of the house. That done, he crept softly 
back to his own Chamber, and from the window let another fall — care- 
fuUy wrapt round a stone to save it from the wind — into the yard 
below. 
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They were addpesaed on the back " To every Protestant into whose 
Lands ttxis sliall come," and bore within what follows : 

"Men and Brethren. Whoever shall find this letter will take it as a 
waming to join, without delay, the friendß of Lord Qeorge Gordon. 
There arf great events at band; and the times are dangerous and 
tronbled. Kead this carefülly, keep it clean, and drop it somewhere eke. 
For King (uid Country. Union. 

'^More «eed, more seed," said Qashford, as he closed the window. 
" When will the harvest come ? *' 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 

To Surround anything, however monstrous orridiculous, withanair of 
mvBteiy, ^ to invest it with a secret charm and power of attraction 
wnich, to the crowd, is irresistible. False priests, false prophets, false 
doctors, Mse patriots, false prodigies, of every kind, veiling their pro- 
ceedings |n mystery, have aiways addressed themselves at an immense 
adyanta|[e to tne populär credulity, and have been, perhaps, more indebted 
to that ^source in gaining and keeping for a time the upper band of 
Truth i^d Common Sense, than to any half-a-dozen itims in the whole 
catalogue of imposture. Curiosity is, and has been from the creation of 
the World, a maater-passion. To awaken it, to gratify it bv slight degrees, 
and yet leave something aiways in suspenso, is to establish the surest 
hold that can be had, in wrong, on the unthinking portion of mankind. 

If a man had stood on London Bridge, calling tili he was hoarse, upon 
the passers-by, to ioin with Lord Geoi^e Qordon, although for an object 
wluch no man understood, and which in that very incident had a charm 
of its own, — the probability is, that he might have influenced a score of 
people in a montn. If all zealous Protest^ts had been publicly urged 
to join an association for the avowed purpose of singing a hymn or two 
occasionally, and hearing some indifferent speeches made, and ultimately 
of petitioning Parliament not to pass an Act for abolishing the penal 
laws against Eoman Catholic priests, the penalty of perpetuä imprison- 
ment denoimced against those who educated chil(h%n in that persuasion, 
and the disqualification of all members of the Bomish Church to inherit 
real property in the United Kingdom by right of purchase or descent, — 
matters so £ar removed from the business and bosoms of the mass, might 
perhaps have called together a hundred people. But when vague 
rumonrs got abroad, that in this Protestant association a secret power 
was mustering aeainst the Government for undefined and mighty 
purposes ; when the air was filled with whispers of a confederacy among 
the ropish powers to degrade and enslave England, establish an inquisi- 
tion in London, and tum the pens of Smithfield market into stakes and 
cauldrons : when terrors and alarms which no man understood were 
perpetually broached, both in and out of Parliament, by one enthusiast 
who did not understand himself, and bygone bugbears which had lain 
juietly in their graves for centuries, were raised again to haunt the 
Ignorant and creduleus : when all thut was done, as it were, in the dark, 
and secret invitations to join the Great Protestant Association in defence 
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of religion, life, and libertj, were dropped in the public ways, thrust 
under the honse-doors, tossed in at winaows, and pressed into the hands 
of those who trod the streets bj nicht : when they glared from eveiy 
wall, and shone on every post and pillar, so that Stocks and stones 
appeared infected with the common fear, urging äU men to join tc^thei 
blindfold in resistance of they knew not what, tney knew not why ; — ^then 
the mania spread indeed, and the body, stiU increasing erery day, grew 
forty thousand strong. 

So Said, at least, in this month of March, 1*780, Lord George Gk)rdon, 
the Association's president. Whether it was the fact or otherwise, few 
men knew or cared to ascertain. It had never made any public 
demonstration ; had scarcely ever been heard of, save through him ; 
had never been seen ; and was supposed by many to be the mere creature 
of his disordered brain. He was accustomea to talk largely about 
numbers of men — stimulated, as it was inferred, by certain successful 
disturbances, arising out of the same Bubject^ whidh had occnrred in 
Scotland in the previons year ; was looked upon as a crack-brained 
member of the Lower House, who attackod all parties and sided with 
none, and was very little regarded. it was Enown that there was 
discontent abroad — there alwavs is ; he had been accostomed to address 
the people by pla«ird, epeect, and pamphlet, upon other questions; 
notnmg had come, in England, of ms past exertions, and nothmg was 
apprehended from his present. Just as he has come upon the reader, he 
had come, from time to time, upon the public, and been forgotten in a 
day ; as suddenly as he appears in these pages, after a blank of five long 
years, did he and his proceedings begin to force themselves, about this 
period, upon the notice of thousands of people who had mingled in 
active life during the whole interval, and who, without being deaf er 
blind to passing events, had scarcely ever thought of him before. 

« My lord,'' said Gashford in his ear, as he drew the curtains of hisbed 
betimes ; " my lord ! " 

« Yes— who 's that ? What is it ? " 

"The clock has Struck nine," retumed the secretary, with meekly 
folded hands. " You have slept well ? I hope you have slept welL I£ 
my prayers are heard, yoU are refreshed indeed." 

" To say the truth, I häve slept so soundly," said Lord George, rubbing 
his eyes and looking round the room, " tliat I don't remember quite— 
what place is this ?" 

" My lord ! " cried Gashford, with a smile. 

" Oh ! " retumed his superior. " Yes. You 're not a Jew then ? '* 

" A Jew ! " exclaimed the pious secretary, recoiling. 

" I dreamt that we were Jews, Gashford. You and I — both of us— 
Jews with long beards." 

" Heaven forbid, my lord ! We might as well be Papists." 

" I suppose we might," retumed the other, very quickly. "Eh? You 
really think so, Gashford ? " 

" Surely I do," the secretary cried, with looks of grfeat surprise. 

" Humph ! " he muttered. " Yes, that seems reasonable." 

" I hope my lord — " the secretary began. 

" Hope 1 '* he echoed, interrupting him. " Why do you say, you höpe ? 
There*8 no härm in thinking of such things." 

« Not in dreams," retumed the secretary. 
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"In dreamfl! No, nor waking either ! " 

— ^^'Called, and cliosen, and faitMul/" said GkuBMord, taking up Lord 
George's watch which lay upon a chair, andseeming to read the inscrip* 
tion on the seal, abstiactedly. 

It was the slightest action possible, not obtraded on his notice, and 
apparently the result of a moment's absence of mind, not worth remark. 
But as the words were nttered, Lord Qeorge, who had been going on 
impetuously, stopped short, reddened, and was silent Apparently quite 
unconscioos of tnis change in his demeanour, the wily Becretary stepped 
a little apart, under pretence of pulling up the windoTf-bund, and 
retuminc when the other had had time to recover, said : 

" The holy cause goes bravely on, my lord. I was not idle, even last 
night I dropped two of the hand-bilLs before I went to bed, and both 
aie gone this moming. Nobody in the house has mentioned the cir« 
cimistance of finding them, though I have been downstairs fiül half-an- 
hour. One or two recruits will be their first fruit I predict ; and who 
shall say how many more, with Heaven's blessing on your inspired 
exertions ! " 

'' It was a famous device in the beginning," replied Lörd George ; ** an 
excellent device, and did good Service in Scotland. It was quite worthy- 
of you. You remind me not to be a sluggard, Gashford, when the rine- 
yaid is menaced with destruction, and may be trodden down by Papist 
leet Let the horses be saddled in half-an-hour. We must be up and 
doing ! " 

He said this with a heightened colour, and in a tone of such enthusiasm 
that the secretary deemed all further prompting needless, and withdrew. 
— "Dreamt he was a Jew," he said thoughtfuUy, as he closed the 
bedroom door. " He may come to that before he dies. If s like enoush. 
Well ? After a time, and provided I lost nothing by it, I don't see wny 
that religion shouldn't suit me as well as any other. There are rieh meh 
among the Jews ; shaving is very troublesome ; — ^yes, it would suit me 
well enough. For the present, though, we must be Christian to the core. 
Oup prophetic motto wul suit all creeds in their tum, that's a comfort." 
Beflectins on the source of consolation, he reached the 8itting-it)pm, and 
lung the bell for breakfast. 

Lord George was quickly dressed (for his piain toilet was easily made>, 
and as he was no less frugal in his repasts than in his Puritan attire, hu 
share of the meal was soon dispatcned. The secretary, however, more 
devoted to the good things of this world, or more intent on sustaining 
his strength and spirits for the sake of the Protestant cause, ate and 
drank to the last minute, and required indeed some three or four 
reminders from John Grueby, before he could resolve to tear himself 
away from Mr. Wület's plentiful providing. 

At length he came downstairs, wiping his greasy mouth, and havins 
paid John Willef s bill, climbed into his saddle. Lord Geo^e, who had 
been Walking up and down before the house, talking to himself with 
eamest gestures, mounted his horse ; and retuming old John Willet's 
stately bow, as well as the parting salutation of a dozen idlers whom 
the rumour of a live lord being about to leave the Maypole had gathered 
round the porch, they rode away, with' stput John Grueby in the rear. 

If Lord George Gordon had appeared in the eyes of 3dj. Willet, over- 
aight, a nobleman of somewhat quaint and odd exterlor, the impression 
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was confirmed this moming, and increased a htindredfold« Sitting bolt 
npri^ht upon bis bony steed, with bis long, etiaiglit hair dangling aboiit 
his mce and flutterin^ in the wind ; bis limbs all atignlar and rigid, bis 
elbows stuck out on eitber aide ungracefully, and bis wbole frame jogged 
and sbaken at every motion of bis borse's feet ; a more grotestjue er 
more ungEÜnly figure can bardly be conceived. In lieu oi wbip, be 
carried in bis band a great gold-beaded cane, as lar^e es any footman 
carries in tbese days, and Ms various modes of bolding tbis unwiddy 
weapon — ^now upricbt before bis ÜEice like tbe sabre of a borse-soldier, 
now over bis sboulaer like a musket, now between bis Ungar and tbumb, 
but idways in some uncoutb and awkwaid Üasbion — contributed in no 
small degree to tbe absurdity of bis appearance. Stiff, lank, and soleinn, 
dressed in an unusual manner, and ostentatiously exbibiting — ^wbetber 
by design or accident — all bis peculiarities of carriage, ^stuie, and 
conduct, all tbe qualities, natural and artificial, in wbicb be differed 
' £rom otber men ; be migbt bave moved tbe stemest looker-on to 
laugbter, and fully provoked tbe smiles and wbispered jests which 
greeted bis departure firom tbe Maypole inn. 

Quite unconscious, bowever, of tbe effect be produced, be trotted on 
beside bis secretary, talking to bimself nearly all tbe way; until tbey 
came witbin a mile or two of London, wben now and tben some 
passenger went bv wbo knew bim by sigbt, and pointed bim out to some- 
one eli^, and perbaps stood looking after bim, or cried in jest or eamest 
as it migbt be, " Hurrab, Qeordie ! No Popery ! " At wmcb be would 
gravely pull off bis bat and bow. Wben tbey reacbed tbe town and 
rode along tbe streets, tbese notices became more frequent; some 
laugbed, some bissed, some tumed tbeir beads and smiled, some 
wondered wbo be was, some ran along tbe pavement by bis side and 
cbeered. Wben tbis bappened in a crusb of carts and cbairs and 
coacbes, be would make a dead stop, and, pulling off bis bat» cry, 
" Gentlemen, No Poperv ! " to wbicb the gentlemen would respond with 
lusty Yoices, and witb tbiee times tbree ; and tben on be would go again 
witb a score or so of tbe raggedest following at bis borse's beels, and 
sbouting tili tbeir tbroats were parcbed. 

Tbe cid ladies too — tbere were a great many old ladies in tbe streets, 
and tbese all knew bim. Some of tbem — ^not tbose of tbe bigbest rank, 
but sucb as sold fruit from baskets and carried burdens — clapped tbeir 
sbrivelled bands, and raised a weazen, piping, sbiiU, "Hurrab, my 
lord." Otbers waved tbeir bands or bandkercbiefs, or sbook tbeir fans 
or parasols, or tbrew up Windows and called in baste to tbose witbin to 
come and see. All tbese marks of populär esteem be received witb pro- 
found gravity and respect ; bowing very low, and so frequently tbat bis 
bat was more off bis bead tban on ; and looking up at tbe bouses as be 
passed along, witb tbe air of one wbo was ma&ing a public entry, and 
yet was not puffed up or proud. 

So tbey rode (to tne deep and unspeakable disgust of Jobn QruebyJ 
tbe wbole lengtb of Wbitecnapel, Leadenball Street, and Cbeapside, and 
into St. PauFs Cburcbyard. Arriving close to tbe catbedral, be balted ; 
spoke to Gktöbford ; and looking upward at its lofty dome, sbook bis 
bead, as tbougb be said " Tbe Cburcb in Danger ! " Tben-to be sure, 
tbe bystanders stretcbed tbeir tbroats indeed ; and be went on again 
witb migbty acclamations from tbe mob, and lower bows tban ever. 
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So along the Strand) up Swallow Street, into tHe Oxford Boad, and 
thence to ms house in Welbeck Street, near Cayendish Square, wMtiier 
he was attended by a few dozen idlers ; of whom he took leave on the 
Steps with this brief parting, " Gentlemen, No Popery. Good day. God 
bless you." This being rawer a shorter address tnan they expected, was 
received with some displeasure, and cries of " A speech I a speech ! " which 
might have been complied with, but that John Grueby, making a mad 
Charge upon them with all three horses, on his way to the stables, caused 
them to disperse into the adjoining fields, where they presently feil to 
pitch and toss, chuck-farthing, odd or even, dog-fighting, and other Pro- 
testant recreations. 

In the aftemoon Lord George came forth agdn, dressed in a black 
yelvet coat, and trousers and waistcoat of the Gordon plaid, all of the 
same Quaker cut ; and in this costume, which made him look a dozen 
times more stränge and singular than before, went down on foot to 
Westminster. Gbshford, meanwhile, bestirred himseK in business 
matters ; with which he was still en^ed when, shortly after dusk, John 
Qrueby enterod and announced a yisitor. 

"Let him come in," said Gashford. 

** Here l Come in ! " growled John to somebody without. " You're a 
Protestant, an't you ? ^ 

** 1 should think so," replied a deep gruflP voice. 

" You 've the looks of it," said John Grueby. " I 'd have known you 
for one, anywhere." Witn which remark he gave the visitor admissiony 
retiied, and shut the door. 

The man who now confronted Gashford, was a squat, thickset personage, 
with a low, retreating forehead, a coarse shock head of hair, and eyes so 
small and near togetner, that his broken nose alone seemed to prevent 
their meeting and fusing into one of the usual size. A dingy handker- 
chief, twisted like a com about his neck, left its great veins exposed to 
view, and they were swollen and startin^, as though with gulping down 
streng passions, malice, and ill-wilL His dress was of threadbare vel- 
veteen^a faded, rusty, whitened black, like the ashes of a pipe or a coal 
fire after a day's extinction ; discoloured with the soils of many a stale 
debauch, and reeking yet with pot-house odours. In lieu of buckles at 
bis knees, he wore unequal loops of packthread ; and in his grimy hands 
he held a knotted stick, the knob of which was carved into a rough like- 
ness of his own vüe face. Such was the f visitor who do£fed his three- 
comered hat in Gashford's presence, and waited, leering, for his notice. 

** Ah ; Dennis ! " cried tne secretary. " Sit down." 

"I see my lord down yonder — ^" cried the man, with a jerk of his 
thumb towards the quarter that he_spoke o^ •*and he says to me, says 

to my house and talk 




does, Muster Gashford. 

"And sometimes in the daytime, eh ?" said the secretary — " when you 
go out in State, you know." 

" Ha, ha ! " roared the fellow, smiting his leg, '^ for a gentleman as 'uU 
^y a pleasant thing in a pleasant way, giye me Muster Gashford agin' 
all London and Westminster ! My lord an't a bad 'un at that, but he *s 
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a fool to you. Ah to be suie, — when I go out in state." 

" And nave your carriage,*' said the aecretary, " and yoiir cbaplain, elil 
and all the rest of it ?" 

"You 11 be the death of me,'' cried the Dennis, with another roar, 
*' you will But what 's in the wind now, Muster Gashford," he asled 
hoarsely, "eh ? Are we to be under Orders to pull down one of them 
Popish Chapels — or what ?** 

** Hush ! " said the secretary, snffering the faintest smile to play upon 
his face. " Hush ! God bless me, Dennis ! We aasociate, you knovir, 
for strictly peaceable and lawful purposes.'' 

" I know, bless you," returned the man, thrusting hia tongue into liis 
eheek " I entered a purpose, didn't I ?' 

" Nc doubt," said Gashford, smiling as before. And when he said so, 
Dennis roared agam, and smote his leg still harder, and üalling into fits 
of laughter, wiped his eyes with the comer of his neckerchief, and cried 
" Muster Gashlord aein' all England hoUow ! " 

" Lord George ana I were talking of you last night," said Gashford, 
after a pause. " He says you are a very eamest fellow." 

" So I am," returned the hangman. 

** And that you truly hate the Papists." 

" So I do," and he confirmed it with a good round oath. " Lookye 
here, Muster Gashford," said the fellow, laying his hat and stick on tne 
floor, and slowly beating the palm of one hand with the fingers of the 
other ; " ob-serve. I 'm a constitutional officer that works for my üviiig, 
and does my work creditable. Do I, or do I not %^ 

" Unquestionably." 

" Very good. Stop a minute. My work is sound Protestant, constitu- 
tional, English work. Is it, or is it not ? " 

" No man alive can doubt it." 

"Nor dead neither. Parliament says this here — says Parliament, 'If 
any man, woman, or child, does anything which goes again a certain 
number of our Acts* — how many hanging laws may there be at this 
present time, Muster Gashford ? Fifty?" 

" I don't exactly know how many," replied Gashford, leaning back in 
his chair and yawning ; " a great number though." 

" Well, say fifty. Parliament says * If any man, woman, or child, does 
anything again any one of them fifty acts, that man, woman, or child, 
shall be worked off by Dennis.' George the Third steps in when they 
number very strong at the end of the sessions, and says : * These are too 
many for Dennis. I'll have half for mysdf and Dennis shall havehalf 
for ÄWTiself ; and sometimes he throws me in one over that I dont expect, 
as he did three year ago, when I got Mary Jones, a young woman of 
nineteen, who came up to Tybum with a infant at her breast, and was 
worked off for taking a piece of cloth off the counter of a shop in Ludgate 
Hill, and putting it down again when the shopman see her ; and who 
had nerer done any barm before, and only tried to do that in consequence 
of her husband having been pressed three weeks previous, and she being 
left to beg, with two young children— as was proved upon the trial. 
Ha, ha ! — Well ! That being the law and the practice of England, is the 
glory of England, an't it, Muster Gashford ? " 

^** Certaixüjr,'» said the secreta^. 

".And in times to aome," pursued the hangman, "if our grandsons 
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shoiild think of their grandÜGitlierB' timefl, and find these things altered, 
theyll Bay, 'Those were days indeed, and weVe been going down hill 
ever since.' — ^Won*t they, Muster Qafihford 1 " 

"I have no doubt they will," said the fiecretary. 

" Well, then, look here,'' said tbe hangman. " If tbese Papists gets into 
power, and begins to boil and roast instead oi hang, what becomes of my 
werk ? If they touch my work that's a part of so many laws, what be- 
comes of the laws in geneüral, what becomes of the lelidon, what becomes 
of the country ?— Dia you ever go to chnrch, Muster Qashford ?" 

"Ever ! " repeated the secretary with some Indignation ; " of course." 

" Well," Said the ruffian, " I Ve been once — ^twice, counting the time I 
was chnstened — and wheD I heard the Parliament prayed for, and 
thought how many new hanging laws they made every sessions, I con- 
sidered that I was prayed for. Now mind, Muster Gashford," said the 
fellow, taking up his stick and shaking it with a ferocious air, " I muatn't 
have my Protestant work touched, nor this here Protestant State of things 
altered in no d^ree, if I can help it ; I mustn't have no Papists interf ering 
with me, unless they come to be worked off in course of law ; I mustn't have 
no bilin^ no roasting, no frying — nothing but hanging. My lord may well 
call me an eamest fd^Low. In support ot the great Protestant principle of 
having plenty of that, I 'U," and here he beat his dub upon the ground, 
" bum, nght, kill,— do anything you bid me, so that it's boid and devilish — 
though the end of it was, that I got hung myself. There, Muster Gashford !" 

He appropriately foUowed up this frequent Prostitution of a noble 
Word to the vilest purposes, by pouring out in a kind of ectasy at least a 
Bcore of most tremendous oaths ; then wiped his heated face upon his 
neckerchief, and cried, " No Popery ! 1 *m a religious man, by G — 1 " 

Gashford had leant back in his chaii:, regarding him with eyes so 
sanken, and so shadowed by his heavy brows, that for aught the hang- 
man saw of them, he might have been stone blind. He remained smiling 
in silence for a short time longer, and then eaid, slowly and distinctly : 

" You are indeed an eamest fellow, Dennis — a most valuable fellow — 
the staunchest man I know of in our ranks. But you must calm your- 
eelf ; you must be peaceful, lawful, mild as any lamb. I am sure you 
will he though." 

** Ay, ay, we shall see, Muster Gashford, we shall see. You won't have 
to eompla^ of me," retumed the other, shaking his head. 

"I am sure I shall not," said the secretary in the same mild tone, and 
with the same emphasis. ^ We shaU have, we think, about next month, 
or May, when this Papist relief bill comes before the House, to convene 
our whole body for the first time. My lord has thought of our Walking 
in procession through the streets— just as an innocent display of strength 
— and accompanying our petition down to the door of tue House of 
Commons." 

"The sooner the better," said Dennis, with another oath. 

" We shall have to draw np in divisions, our numbers being so large ; 
and, I believe I may venture to say," resumed Gashford, affecting not to 
hear the Interruption, " though I have no direct instructions to that effect 
— ^that Lord Geoi^e has thought of yo,u as an excellent leader for one of 
these parties. I have no doubt you would be an admirable one." 

" Try me," said the fellow, with an ugjy wink. 

" You would be cool, I know,"pursued the secretary, still smiling, and 
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still managing bis eyes so tbat he could watch him closely, and really 
not be Seen in tum, " obedient to orders, and perfectly temperate. You 
would lead your party into no danger, I am certain.'' 

'' I 'd lead them, Muster Gashford/' — the hangman was beginning in a 
reckless way, when Gasbford started forward, laid bis finger on bis lips, 
and feigned to write, lust as the door was opened W John Grueby. 

" Oh ! " Said John, looking in ; ** here 's anotber f rotestant." 

'* Some other room, John," cried Qasbford in bis bkndest voice. '^ I 
am engaged iust now/' 

But John nad brought this new visitor to the door, and be walked in 
unbidden, as the words were .utteied ; giving to view the form and 
features, rougb attire, and reckless air of Huglu 






CHAPTER XXXVIIL 

The secretary put bis bands before bis eyes to sbade them from the 
glare of the lamp, and for some moments looked at Hugh with a frown- 
ing brow, as if he remembered to have seen bim lately, but could not 
cxSi to mind wbere, or on wbat occasion. His unceitainty was veiy 
brief, for before Hugh bad spoken a word, be said, as bis coimtenance 
deared up : 

" Ay, ay, I recollect. It 's quite right, John, you needn't wait. Don't 
go, Dennis." 

" Your servant, master," said Hugh, as Grueby disappeared. 

"Yours, friend," retumed the secretary in bis smootbest manner. 
** What brings you here ? We left notbing bebind us, I hope ? " 

Hugh gave a short laugh, and thrusting bis band into bis bteast^ pro- 
duced one of the bandbiBs, soiled and dirty from lying out of doors all 
night, wlücb be laid upon the secretaiy's desk after nattening it upon his 
knee, and smootbing out the wrinkles with his beavy palm. 

" Nothing but tbat, master. It feil into good hanas, you see." 

" What is this?" said Gasbford, tuming it over with an air of perfectly 
natural surprise. " Wbere did you get it from, my good feUow ? What 
does it mean ? I don't understand this at alL" 

A little disconcerted by this reception, Hugh looked from the secretary 
to Dennis, wbo bad risen, and was Standing at the table too, observing 
the stranger by stealth, and seeming to derive the utmost satisfaciion 
from his manners and appearance. Oonsidering himself silenüy appealed 
to by this action, Mr. Dennis shook bis head thrice, as if to say of Gasb- 
ford, " No. He don't know anything at aU about it. I know be don't 
1 11 take my oath be don't ;" and biding his profile from Hugh with one 
long end of his frowsy neckerchief, nodded and chuckled behiiid this 
screen in extreme approval of the secretary's proceedings. 

" It teils the man tbat finds it, to come here, don't it^" asked Hugh. 
" I 'm no Scholar myself , but I showed it to a friend, and he said it did." 

" It certainly does," said Gasbford, opening his eyes to their utmost 
widtb ; " really this is the most remarkable circumstance I have ever 
known. How did you come by this piece of paper, my good friend ? " 
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'^Muster Qaslifoid," wheezed the hangman under his breath, ^ agin' 
all Newgate \^ 

Whether Hiigli heard him, or saw by bis manner tbat be was being 
plajed npon, or perceived tbe secretary's drift of himself, he came in tbis 
olunt way to tbe point at once. 

'^Here ! " be said, stretcbing out bis band and taking it back, " never 
mind tbe biU, ox wbat it says, or wbat it don't say. You don't know 
anyihing about it, master, — ^no more do I, — no more does be,'' glancing 
at Dennis. "None of us know wbat it means, or wbere it comes fpom : 
there 's an end of tbat. Now I want to make one against tbe Catbolics. 
Pm a No-Popery man, and ready to be swom in, tbat 's wbat I Ve come 
bere for." 

" Pat bim down on tbe roll, Muster Gasbford," said Dennis approv- 
ingly. «Tbat 's tbe way to go to work— rigbt to tbe end at once, and 
nopalaver," 

"Wbat 's tbe uae of sbooting wide of tbe mark, eb, old boy ?" cried 
Hugb. 

** My sentiments all over ! " rejoined tbe bangman. " Tbis is tbe sort 
of cbap for my division, Muster Gasbford. Down witb bim, sir. Put 
bim on tbe roÜ. I 'd stand god&tber to bim, if be was to be cbristened 
in a bonfire, made of tbe ruins of tbe Bank of England." 

Witb tbese and otber expressions of confidence of tbe like flattering 
kind, Mr. Dennis gave bim a bearty slap on tbe back, wbicb Hugb was 
not dow to retum. 

"No Popery, brotber I" cried tbe bangman. 

"No Property, brotber ! " responded Hugb. 

"Popery, Popery," sa^d tbe secretary witii bis usual mildness. 

" It ^ all tbe same ! " cried Dennis. " It 's all rigbt. Down witb bim, 
Muster Gasbford ! Down witb everybody, down witb everytbing ! 
Hurrab for tbe Protestant reUgion ! Tbat 's tbe time of day, Muster 
Gashford!" 

The secretary regarded them both witb a very favourable expression 
of countenance, wbile they gave loose to tbese and other demonstrations 
of their patriotic purpose ; and was about to make some remark aloud, 
when Dennis, stepping up to bim, and sbading bis moutb witb bis band, 
Said, in a boarse wnisper, as be nudged bim witb bis tlbow : 

" Don't split upon a constitutional ofl&cer's profession, Muster Gasbford. 
There are populär prejudice», jrou know, ana be migbtn't like it. Wait 
tili he comes to be more intimate witb me. He 's a fine-built cbap, 
an'the?" 

" A powerf ul f ello w indeed I " 

"Did you ever, Muster Gasbford," wbispered Dennis, witb a borrible 




such a tbroat as bis ? Do but cast your eye upon it. Tnere 's a neck for 
stretcbing, Muster Gasbford ! " 

The secretary assented to tbis proposition witb tbe best grace be could 
assume — it is difficult to feign a true professional relisb : wbicb is eccentric 
Bometimes — and after asking tbe candidate a few imimportant questions, 
proceeded to enrol bim a member of tbe Great Protestant Association of 
England. If anytbing could bave exceeded Mr. Dennis's joy on tbe 
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liappy concluBion of this oeiemon j, it would bave been the raptuie with 
whicn he received the announcement tbat the new member could neither 
lead nor write : thoee two arts being (as Mr. Dennis swoie) the greatest 
posfiible cuise a civilised Community could know, and militating moie 
against tbe professional emoluments and usefulness of the great consti- 
tutional office he had the honour to hold, than any adverse circumstances 
that could present themselves to bis imagination. 

The enrolment being completed, and Hugh having been informed by 
Gashford, in bis peculiax manner, of the peaceful and strictly lawfiu 
objects contemplated by the bodv to which he now belonged^-dunns 
which recital Mr. Dennis nudgea bim very much with bis elbow, and 
made divers remarkable faces — ^the secretary gave them both to under- 
stand that he desired to be alone. Therefore they took their leaves 
without delay, and came out of the house together. 

" Are you wcdking, brother ?" said Dennis. 

" Ay I " retumed Hugh. " Where you wilL" 

" That 's social," said bis new friend. " Which way shall we take ? 
ShaU we go and bave a look at doois that we shall niake a pretly good 
clattering at before long— eh, brotber?" 

Hugh answered in the affirmative: they went slowly down to West- 
minster, where both Houses of Parliament were then sitting. Mingb'ng 
in the crowd of carriages, borses, servants, chairmen, linkboys, porters, 
and idlers of all kinds, they lounged about ; whüe Hugh's new friend 
pointed out to bim significantly me weak parts of the buildin^how 
easy it was to get into the lobby, and so to tbe very door of the House 
of Commons ; and how plainly, when they marched down there ingrand 
array, their roars and snouts would -be heard by the members iuside ; 
with a great deal more to the same purpose, all oi which Hugh received 
with manifest delight. 

He told bim, too, who some of the Lords and Commons were, by name, 
as they came in and out ; whether they were friendly to the Pa^ists or 
otherwise ; and bade bim take notice of their liveries and equipages, 
that he might be sure of them, in case of need. Sometimes ne drew 
him close to the Windows of a passing carris^e, that he might see its 
master's face by the light of the lamps ; and, both in respect of people 
and localities, he showed so much acquaintance with everything around, 
that it was piain ne had often stumed there before ; as indeed, when 
they m:ew a little more confidential, be confessed he had. 

Pemap the most striking part of all this was, the number of people 
— ^never in groups of more than two or three together — who seemed to 
be skulking about the crowd for the same purpose. To the greater part 
of these, a slight nod or a look from Hugh's companion was sufficient 
greeting ; but, now and then, some man would come and stand beside 
him in tbe throng, and, without tuming bis head or appeanng to com- 
municate with him, would say a word or two in a low voi^e, which he 
would answer in the same cautious manner. Then they woiäd part,like 
strangers. Some of these men often reappeared unexpectedly in the 
crowd close to Hugh, and, as they passed by, pressed bis nand, or looked 
him stemly in the face ; but they never spoke to him, nor he to tHem ; 
no, not a word. 

It was remarkable, too, that wbenever they bappened to stand where 
there was any press of people, and Hugh chanced to be looking dow»« 
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ward, he was sure to see an arm Btretched out — ^nnder lus own perhaps, 
or perhaps across him — ^which thmst some paper into the hand or pocket 
of a bystander, and was so suddenlj withdrawn that it was impossible 
to teil from whom it came ; nor could he see in any face, on glancing 
(juickly round, the least confusion or surprise. They often trodupon a 
paper üke the one he carried in his breast, but his companion whispered 
nim not to touch it or to take it up — not even to look towards it—so 
there they let them lie, and passed on. 

When they had paraded the street and all the avenues of the buildinc 
in this manner for near two hours, they tumed away, and his Mend asked 
him what he thought of what he had seen, and whether he was prepared 
for a good hot piece of work if it should come to that. " The hotter the 
better," said Hugh, " I 'm prepared for anything." — " So am I," said his 
friend, ^ and so are many of us ; " and they shook hands upon it with a 
great oath, and with many terrible imprecations on the Papists. 

As they were thirsty by this time, Dennis proposed that they should 
repaip together to The Boot, where there was good Company and strong 
li^uor. Hugh }rielding a ready assent, they beut their steps that way 
with no loss of time. 

This Boot was a lone house of public entertainment, situated in the 
fields at the backof the Foundling Hospital ; a very solitary spot at that 
period, and qtdte deserted after dark. The tavem stood at some distance 
irom any high road, and was approachable only by a dark and narrow 
lane ; so that Hugh was much surprised to find several people drinking 
there, and great memment going on. He was still more surprised to 
find among them almost every face that had caught his attention in the 
crowd ; but his companion having whispered him outside the door, that 
it was not considered good manners at The Boot to appear at all curious 
about the Company, ne kept his own counsel, and made no show of 
recognition. 

Before putting his lips to the liquor which was brought for them, 
Dennis drank in a loud voice the health of Lord George Gordon, Presi- 
dent of the Great Protestant Association ; which toast Hugh pledged 
likewise, with corresponding enthusiasm. A fiddler who was present, 
and whoappeared to act as tne appointed minstrelof the Company, forth- 
with Struck up a Scotch reel ; and that in tones so invigorating, that 
Hugh and his friend (who had both been drinking before) rose from 
their seats as by previous concert, and, to the gresi admiration of the 
assembled guests, periormed an extemporaneous No-Popery Dance. 






CHAPTER XXXIX. 

The applause which the Performance of Hugh and his new friend 
elicited ftom the Company at The Boot has not yet subsided, and the 
two dancers were still panting from their exertions, which had been of 
a rather extreme and violent character, when the party was reinforced 
by the arrival of some more guests, who, being a detachment of United 
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£ull-dog8, were leceived with veiy flattering marks of distinction and 
respect. 

The leader of this small pari j — ^for, including himself, thev were but 
three in ntunber — was our old acquaintance, Mr. Tappertit, wno seemed, 
physicallj spei^ing, to have grown smaller with years (particularly as 
to his legs, which were stupendouslv little), bat who, in a moral point 
of view, in personal dignity and self-esteem, had swelled into a giant 
Nor was it oy any means oifficult for the most iinobservant person to 
detect this State of feeling in the quondam 'prentice, for it not only 
proclaimed itself impressively and beyond mistake in his maiestic walk 
and kindlin^ eye, but found a striking means of revelation in his tumed- 
up nose, which scouted all things of earth with deep disdain, and sought 
communion with its kindred skies. 

Mr. Tappertit, as chief or caotain of the Bull-^ogs, was attended by 
his two lieutenants ; one,the tau comrade of his younger life ; the other, 
a 'Prentice Knight in days of yore — Mark Gilliert, boiind in the olden 
time to Thomas Curzon of the Gk)lden Fleece. These genüemen, like 
himselt, were now emancipated from their 'prentice thraldom, and served 
as ioumeymen ; but they were, in humble emulation of his great example, 
bold and daring spirits, and aspired to a distingmshed State in great 
political events. Hence their connection with the Protestant Association 
of England, sanctioned by the name of Lord George Gordon ; and 
hence their present visit to The Boot 

" Qentlemen ! '' said Mr. Tappertit, taking off his hat as a great 
gen&ral might in addressin^ his troops» " Weü met My lord does me 
and you the honour to send his compliments per seil" 

" You Ve Seen my lord too, have you ? ^ said Dennis. " / see him 
this aftemoon." 

" Mv duty called me to the Lobby when our shop shut up; and I saw 
him there, sir,'' Mr. Tappertit repued, as he and his lieutenants took 
their seats. " How do you do ? " 

"Lively, master, lively," said the fellow. "Here's a new brother, 
regularly put down in black and white by Muster Gashford ; a credit 
to the cause ; one of the stick-at-nothing sort ; one arter my own heart 
D 'ye see him ? Has he got the looks ot a man that '11 do, do you think?" 
he cried, as he slapped Hu^h on the back. 

" Looks or no looks,'' said Hugh, with a drunken flourish of his arm, 
" I'm the man you want I hate the Papists, every one of 'em. They 
hate me, and I hate them. They do me all the härm they can, and l'U 
do them all the härm / can. Hurrah ! " 

" Was there ever," said Dennis, looking roimd the room, when the 
eciho of his boisterous voice had died away ; " was there ever such a game 
boY ? Why, I mean to say, brothers, that if Muster Gashford had gone 
a himdred mile and got to^ther fifty men of the common run, they 
wouldn 't have been worth tms one." 

The ^reater part of the Company implicitly subscribed to this opinion, 
and testified their faith in Hugh by nods and looks of great signincanoe. 
Mr. Tappertit sat and contemplated him for a long time in sifence, as if 
he Buspended his judgment ; then drew a little nearer to him, and eyed 
him over more carefuUy ; then went close up to him, and took him apart 
into a dark comer. 

" I say,'* he began, with a thoughtful Iwow, " haven't I seen you before ?" 
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" It's like you may," said Hugh, in his careless way. " I don*t know ; 
ßhouldn't wonder." 

" No, but it *s very easily settled," letumed Sim* " Look at me. Did 
you ever see vm before? You wouldn 't be likely to forget it, you know, 
if you ever did. Look at me. Don 't be afraid ; I won 't do you any 
härm. Take a good look — steady now." 

The encouraging way in which Mr. Tappertit made- tbis request, and 
coupled it witb an assurance that be needn 't be frigbtened, amused Hugb 
mightü}^ — so mucb indeed, that be saw nothins at all of the small man 
beiore him, througb closing bis eyes in a fit of bearty laugbter, whicb 
shook bis great broad sides until tbey acbed a^in. 

"Come !" said Mr. Tappertit, growing a little impatient under tbis 
disrespectfol treatment. " Do you know me, feiler ? " 

«Not I,» cried Hugb. «Ha, ha, ba ! Not I ! But I sbould like to." 

"And yet I'd bave wagered a seven-sbilling piece," said Mr. Tappertit, 
folding bis arms, and confronting bim witb bis legs wide apart and 
finnly planted on tbe ground, "that you once were bostler at tbe 
M^pole." 

Hugb opened bis eyes on beanng tbis, and looked at bim in great 
suiprise. 

" — ^And so you were, too," said Mr. Tappertit, pusbing bim away 
with a condescending playfulness. " Wben did my eyes ever deceive — 
unless it was a young woman ! Don*t you know me now ? ^ 

« Whv it an 't -^' Hugb faltered. 

" An *t it ? " Said Mr. Tappertit. " Are you sure of that ? You remem- 
ber G. Varden, don't you ? * 

Certainly Hugb did, and be remembered'D. Varden too ; but tbat be 
didn*t teil bim. 

"You remember Coming down tbere, before I was out of my time, to 
ask after a va^abond tbat nad bolted off, and left bis disconsolate father 
a prey to tbe bitterest emotions, and all tbe rest of it — don 't you ? " said 
Mr. Tappertit. 

"Of course I do ! " cried Hijgh. "And I saw you tbere." 

"Saw me tbere ! " said Mr. Tappertit. " Yes, I sbould tbink you did 
see me tbere. Tbe place would be troubled to go on witbout me. Don*t 
you remember my tninking you liked tbe vagabond, and on tbat account 
going to quarrel witb you ; and then, Unding you detested bim worse 
thanpoison, going to drink witb you ? Don't you remember tbat ? " 

" TV) be sure ! " cried Hugb. 

"Well I and are you in tbe same mind now ?" said Mr. Tappertit. 

"Yes!»roaredIiugb. 

"You speak like a man," said Mr. Tappei-tit, "and 111 sbake hands 
with you." Witb tbese conciliatory expressions be suited the action to 
the Word, and Hugb meeting bis advances readily, tbey performed tbe 
ceremony witb a snow of great beartiness. 

**I find," said Mr. Tappertit, looking round on tbe assembled guests, 
"that brotber Wbat^s-bis-name and I are old acquaintance — ^You never 
heord anytbing more of tbat rascal, I suppose, eb ? " 

"Not a syllable," replied Hugb. "I never want to. I don't believe 
I ever sball. He 's dead long ago, I bope." 

"It*8 to be boped, for tbe sake of mankind in general and tbe bappi- 
ness of Society, tbat be is," said Mr. Tappertit, rubbing bis i^sXecl upon 
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his legs, and looking at it between whiles. ^ Is your other hand at all 
cleaner? Much the same. Well,! 11 owe you another Bhake. We'll 
suppose it done, if you Ve no objeetion." 

Hugh laughed again, and with such thorough abandonment to his 
m^d numour, that nis limbs seemed dislocated, and his wbole frame in 
danger of tumbling to pieces ; but Mr. Tappertit, so far from receiving 
this extreme meiriment witb an^ irritation, was pleased to r^ard it with 
the utmost favour, and even to join in it, as far as one of bis gravity and 
Station could, with any retard to that decency and decorum whicb men 
in higb places are expected to maintain. 

Mr. Tappertit did not stop bere, as many public characters might have 
done, but^ calling up bis brace of lieutenonts, introduced Hugh to them 
with high commenoation ; declaring him to be a man who, at such times 
as those in which they lived, could not be too much cherished. Further, 
he did him the honour to remark, that he would be an acquisition of 
which even the United Bull-dogs might be jjroud ; and finding, upon 
soimding him, that he was quite ready.and willing to enter the society 
(for he was not at all particular, and would have leagued himself that 
night with anything, or anybody, for any purpose whatsoever), caused 
the necessary preliminaries to be gone into upon the spot. This tribute 
to bis great merit delighted no man more than Mr. Dennis, as he himself 
proclaimed with several rare and surprising oaths ; and indeed it gave 
unminsled satisfaction to the whole assembly. 

" Make anything you like of me ! " cried Hugh, flourishing the can he 
had emptied more than once. " Put me on any duty you please. I 'm 
your man. I '11 do it. Here 's my captain — here 's mv leader. Ha, ha, 
ha ! Let him give me the tf ord of command, and I 'U fight the whole 
Parliament House single-handed, or set a lighted torch to the King's 
Throne itself 1 " With that, he smote Mr. Tappertit on the back with 
such violence that bis little body seemed to shnnk into a mere nothing ; 
and roared again until the very foundlings near at band were startled in 
their beds. 

In fact, a sense of something whimsical in their companionship seemed 
to have taken entire possession of his rüde brain, The bare fact of being 
patronized by a great man whom he could have crushed with one hand, 
appeared in bis eyes so eccentric and humorous, that a kind of ferocious 
merriment gained the mastery over him, and quite subdued his brutal 
nature. He roared and roared again ; toasted Mr. Tappertit a hundred 
times ; declared himself a Bull-dog to the core ; and vowed to be faithful 
to him to the last drop of blood in his veins. 

All these compliments Mr. Tappertit received as matters of course— 
flattering enough in their way, but entirely attributable to Ms vast 
superionty. His dignified self-possession only delighted Hugh the more ; 
and in a word, this giant and dwarf Struck up a friendship which bade 
fair to be of long continuance, as the one held it to be his right to command, 
and the other considered it an exquisite pleasantry to obey. Nor was 
Hugh by any means a passive foUower, who scrupled to act withont 
precise and definite Orders ; for when Mr. Tappertit mounted on an 
empty cask, which stood by way of rostrum in the room, and volunteered 
a Speech upon the alarming crisis then at hand, he placed himself beside 
the orator, and though he grinned from ear to ear at every word he said, 
thiew out such expressive hints to scoflfers in the management of his 
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cndgel, that tlioee who were at first the moet disposed to ihterrupt, be- 
came remarkably attentive, and were the londest in their approbation. 

It was not all noise and lest) however, at The Boot, nor were the whole 
paity listeners to the speech. Theie were some men at the other end of 
the room (which was a long, low-roofed Chamber) in eamest conversation 
all the time ; and when any of this ^up went out, fresh people were 
8ure to come in soon afterwards and sit down in their places, as though 
the others had relieved them on some watch or dnty ; which it was prett j 
clear they did, for these changes took place by the clock, at intervals of 
half-an-honr. These persons whispered very much among themselves, 
and kept aloof, and often looked round, as jealous of their speech being 
overheard ; some two or three among them entered in books what seemed 
to be reports from the others ; when Ihey were not thus employed, one 
of them would tum to the newspapers which were strewn upon the table, 
and from the St. Jame's Chronicle, the Herald, Chronicle, or Public 
Advertizer, would read to the rest in a low voice some passage having 
reference to the topic in which they were aU so deeply interested. ßut 
the great attraction was a pamphlet called The Thunderer, which espoused 
their own opinions, and was supposed at that time to emanate directly 
from the Association. This was always in request ; and whether read 
aloud, to an eager knot of listeners, or by some solitary man, was certain 
to be followed by stormy talking and excited looks. 

In the midst of his merriment and admiration of his captain, Hugh 
was made sensible, by these and other tokens, of the presence of an air 
of mystery, akln to that which had so much impressed him out of 
doors. It was impossible to discard a sense that something serious was 
going on, and that under the noisy revels of the public-house, there lurked 
unseen and dangerous matter. Little affected by this, however, he was 
perfectly satisfied with his quarters, and would have remained there tili 
moming, but that his conductor rose soon after midnight, to go home ; 
Mr. Tappertit following his example, left him no excuse to stay. So 
they all three left the nouße togetner ; roaring a No-Popery song until 
the fields resounded with the dismal noise. 

" Cheer up, captain ! " cried Hugh, when they had roared themselveö 
out of breatn. " Ajiother stave l " 

Mr. Tappertit, nothing loth, began again ; and so the three went 
staggering on, arm-inarm, shouting like nmdmen, and defying the watch 
>ntii great valour. Indeed this di# not require any unusual bravery or 
boldness, as the watchmen of that time, bemg selected for the office on 
account of excessive age and extraordinary infirmity, had a custom of 
fihntting themselves up tight in their boxes on the first Symptoms of dis- 
turbance, and remaining there until they disappearea. In these 
proceedings, Mr. Dennis who had a gruff voice and lungs of considerable 
power, distinguished himsblf very much, and acquired great credit with 
nis two companions. 

"What a queer feUowyou are!" said Mr. Tappertit "You're so 
precious sly and close. Wny don*t you ever teil wnat trade you 're of ? " 

" Anöwer the captain instantly," cried Hugh, beating his hiat down on 
his head ; " why don't you ever teil what trade you *re of ? " 

" 1 |m of as gen-teel a calling, brother, as any man in England — as light 
a business as any gentleman could desire." 

" Was you 'prenticed to it ? " asked Mr. Tisippertit. 
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"No. Natural gexuaB," said Mr. Dennis. " No 'prenticing. It comes 
hj nator'. Muster Gkismord knows my callinfi. Look at mat band of 
mine — many and many a job tbat band has done, witb a neatness and 
dex-terity, never known afore. Wben I look at tbat band," said Mr. 
Dennis, sbaking it in tbe air, ^*and remember tbe belegant bits of werk 
it bas tumed off, I feel quite molloncboly to tbink it sbould ever grow 
old and feeble. But sieb is Hfe ! ^ • 

He beaved a deep sigb as be indulged in tbese reflections, and putting 
bis fingers witb an absent air on Hueb's tbroat, and particularly under 
bis left ear, as if be were studying tne anatomical development of that 
part of bis frame, sbook bis bead in a despondent manner, and actually 
sbed tears. 

" You 're a kind of artist, I suppose — eb ?" said Mr. Tappertit 

" Yes," rejoined Dennis ; " ves — I may call myself a artist — a fancy 
workman — art improves natur'— tbat 's my motto." 

'^ And wbat do you call tbis?" said Mr. Tappertit, taking bis stick out 
of bis band. 

"Tbat 's my portrait atop," Dennis replied ; " d 'ye tbink it's like?" 

"Wby— it*s a little too bandsome," said Mr. Tappertit "Who did 
it? You?» 

** I !" rejpeated Dennis, gazing fondly on bis image ; " I wisb I bad the 
talent Tnat was carved by a friend of mine, as is now no more. The 
very day afore be died, be cut tbat witb bis pocket-knife from memory! 
* I 'U die game,' says my friend, ^ and ray lafit moments sball be dewoted 
to making Dennis's picter.* Tbat 's it" 

" Tbat was a queer fancy, wasn't it ? " said Mr. Tappertit 

" It vxiA a <][ueer fancy," rejoined tbe otber, breatbing on bis fictitious 
nose, and polisbing it witb tbe cuff of bis coat, " but be was a queer sub- 
ject altogetber — a Kind of gipsy — one of tbe finest, stand-up men you 
ever see. Ab ! He told me some tbings tbat would startle you a bit, did 
tbat fnend of mine, on tbe moming wnen be died.» 

" You were witb bim at tbe time, were you ? " said Mr. Tappertit 

** Yes," be answered witb a curious look, " I was tbere. Ob ! yes cer- 
tainly, I was tbere. He wouldn't bave gone off balf as comfortable 
witbout nie. I bad been witb tbree or four of bis family under tbe same 
circumstances. Tbey were all fine feUows." 

"They must bave been fond of you," remarked Mr. Tappertit, looking 
at bim sideways. 

" I don't know tbat tbey was exactly fond of me," said Dennis, witb a 
little besitation, " but tbey all bad me near'em wben tbey departed. I 
come in for their wardrobes too. Tbis very bandkecber tbat you see 
round my neck, belonged to bim tbat I ve been speaking of — ^bim as did 
tbat likeness." 

Mr. Tappertit glanced at tbe article referred to, and appeared to tbink 
tbat tbe deceased's ideas of dress were of a peculiar and by no means an 
expensive kind. He made no remark upon tbe point, bowever, and suf- 
fered bis mysterious companion to proceed witbout interruption. 

** Tbese smalls," said Dennis, rubbing bis legs ; " tbese very smaUs— 
tbey belonged to a friend of mine tbat 's left off sieb incumbrances for 
ever : tbis coat too — I 've often walked bebind tbis coat in tbe street, and 
wondered wbetberit would ever come to me : tbis pair of sboes bave 
danced a bompipe for anotber man, afore my eyes, füll balf-a-dozen 
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times at least : and as to my hat," he said, taking it off, and whirling it 
round upon his fist — " Lord ! I Ve seen this hat go up Holbom on the 
box of a hackney-coach — ah, many and many a dav ! " 

" You don't mean to say their old wearers are all dead, I hope ?" said 
Mr. Tappertit, falling a little distance from him as he spoke. 

" Every one of 'em," replied Dennis. ** Every man Jack ! " 

There was something so very ghastly in this circumstance, and it ap- 
peared to account, in such a very stränge and dismal manner, for his 
faded dress — which, in this new aspect, seemed discoloured by the earth 
from graves — that Mr. Tappertit aDruptly found he was going another 
way, and, stopping short, bade him good-night with the utmost heart- 
iness. Aa they happened to be near the Old Bailey, and Mr. Dennis 
knew there were tumkeys in the lodge with whom he coidd pass the 
night, and discuss professional siibjects of common interest amon^ them 
before a rousing fire, and over a social glass, he separated from his com- 
panions without any great regret, and warmly shakmg hands with Hugh, 
and making an early appointment for their meeting at The Boot, kft 
them to pursue their roaa. 

"That 's a stränge sort of man,'* said Mr. Tappertit, watching the hack- 
ney-coachman's hat as it went bobbing down the street. " I don't know 
what to make of him. Why can't he have his smalls made to order, or 
wear live clothes at any rate«?" 

**He's a lucky man, captain," cried Hugh. "I should like to have 
such friends as his." 

" I hope he don't get 'em to make their wills, and then knock 'em on 
the heaa," said Mr. Tappertit, musing. "But come. The United B.'s 
expect me. On ! — What^s the matter ?" 

" I quite forgot," said Hugh, who had startled at the striking of a 
neighbouring clock. " I have somebody to see to-night — I must tum 
back directly. The drinking and singing put it out of my head. It 's 
well I remembered it ! " 

Mr. Tappertit looked at him as though he were about to give utterance 
to some very m^'estic sentiments in relerence to this act of desertion, but 
as it was clear, irom Hugh's hasty manner, that the enpagement was one 
of a pressing nature, he graciously forbore, and gave him his permission 
to depart immediately, which Hugh acknomedged with a roar of 
laughter. 

" Good night, captain ! " he cried. " I am yours to the death, re- 
member ! " 

"Farewell!" said Mr. Tappertit, waving his band, "Be bold and 
vigilant ! " 

" No Popery, captain ! " roared Hugh. 

" England m blood first ! " cried his desperate leader. Whereat Hugh 
cheered and laughed, and ran off like a greyhound. 

" That man will prove a credit to my corps," said Simon, tumine 
thoughtfully upon his heel. "And let me see. In an altered State. of 
Society — ^which must ensue if we break out and are victorious — when 
the locksmith's child is mine, Miggs must be got rid of somehow, or 
she '11 poison the tea-kettle one evening when I 'm out. He might marry 
Miggs, if he was drunk enough. It shall bs done. 1 11 make a note 

of lt.» 

14 
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CHAPTER XL. 

LiTTLE thinkinff of the plan for his happy settlement in life which 
had suggested itself to the teeming brain of nis provident Commander, 
Hugh made no pause until Saint Dimstan's giants Struck the hoiir above 
him, when he worked the handle of a pump, which stood hard by, with 
great vigour, and thrusting his head under the spout, let the water gush 
upon him until a little stream ran down from every uncombed hair, and 
he was wet to the waist. Considerably refreshed by this ablution, both 
in mind and body, and almost sobered for the time, he dried himself as 
he best could; then crossed the road, and plied the knocker of the 
Middle Temple gate. 

The night-porter looked through a small grating in the portal with a 
surly eye, ana cried " Halloa ! " which greeting Hugh retumed in kind, 
and bade him open quickly. 

" We don^t seil beer here," cried the man ; " what eise do you want?" 

" To come in," Hugh replied, with a kick at the door. 

"Wheretoffo?" 

" Paper Buildings." 

" Whose Chambers ? " 

" Sir John Chester's." Each of which answers, he emphasised with 
another kick. 

After a little growling on the other side, the gate was opened, and he 
passed in : undergoing a close inspection from the porter as he did so. 

"'Fem wanting Sir John, at this time of night ! " said the man. 

« Ay ! " Said Hugh. « I ! What of that ? " 

" Why, I must go with you and see that you do, for I don't believe it" 

" Come aJong then." 

Eyeing him with suspicious looks, the man, with key and lantem, 
walked on at his side, and attended him to Sir John Chester's door, at 
which Hugh gave one knock, that echoed through the dark staircase like 
a ghostly summons, and made the dull light tremble in the drowsy'lamp. 

" Do you think he wants me now ? " said Hugh. 

Before the man had time to answer, a footstep was heard within, a 
light appeared, and Sir John, in his dressing-gown and slippers, opened 
the door. 

" I ask your pardon, Sir John," said the porter, puUing off his hat. 
"Here's a young man says he wants to speak to you. It's late for 
strangers. I thought it best to see that all was right" 

" Aha ! " cried Sir John, raising his eyebrows. " It 's you, messenger, 
is it ? Go in. Quite right, friend, I commend your prudence highly« 
Thank you. God bless you. Good night." 

To be commended, thanked, God-blessed, and bade good-niglit by one 
who carried " Sir" before his name,and wrote himself M.P. to boot, was 
something for a porter. He withdrew with much humility and ^eve^ 
ence. Sir John foUowed his late visitor into the dressing-room, and 
sitting in his easy-chair before the fire, and moving it so that he could 
see him as he stood, hat in band, beside the door, looked at him from 
head to foot. 
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The old face, calm and pleasant as ever ; the complezion, quite juvenile 
in its bloom and cleamess ; the same smile ; the wonted precision and 
elegance of dress ; the white, well-ordered teeth ; the deucate hands ; 
the composed and quiet manner ; everything as it used to be ; no mark 
of age or passion, envy, hate, or discontent ; all iinruffled and serene, 
and quite aelightfol to behold. 

He wrote himself M.P. — ^but how? Why, thus. It was a proud 
family— more proud, indeed, than wealthy. He had ßtood in danger of 
arrest ; of bailiffs, and a jail — a vulgär jail, to which the common people 
^th small incomes went. Gentlemen of ancient houses have no privi- 
lege of exemption from such cruel laws — unless they are of one great 
house, and then they have. A proud man of his stock and kindred had 
the means of sending him there. He offered — not, indeed, to pay his 
debts, but to let him sit for a close borough vmtil his own son came of 
age, which, if he lived, would come to pass in twenty years. It was 

Juite as good as an Insolvent Act, and infinitely more genteel. So Sir 
ohn ehester was a member of Parliament. 

But how Sir John ? Nothing so simple, or so easy. One touch with 
asword of State, and the transformation was elFected. John ehester, 
Es^., M.P., attended court — went up with an address— headed a depu- 
tatiou. Such elegance of manner, so many graces of deportment, such 
powers of conversation, could ne ver pass unnoticed. Mr, was too common 
lor such merit. A man so gentlemanly should have been — but Fortune 
y& capricious — bom a duke : just as some dukes should have been bom 
labourers. He caught the fancy of the king, knelt down a gruj>, and 
rose a butterfly. John ehester, Esq., was knighted and became Sir John. 

" 1 thought when you left me this evening, my esteemed/acquaint- 
ance," said Sir John after a pretty long silence, "that you iiitende'S^tö 
retum with all despatch ?" 

"SoIdid,master." 

" And so you have," he retorted, glancing at his watch. " Is that wliat 
you would say?" 

Instead of replying, Hugh changed the leg on which he leant,shuffled 
his cap from one hand to the other, looked at the ground, the wall, the 
ceiling, and finally at Sir John himself ; before whose pleasant face he 
iowered his eyes again, and fixed them on the fioor. 

"And how have you been employing yourself in the raeanwhile?" 
quoth Sir John, lazily crossing his legs. " Where have you been ? What 
barm have you been doing ? " 

"No härm at all, master," growled Hugh, with humility. "I have 
only done as you ordered." 

" As I whaJt ? " retumed Sir John. 

"Well then,'^ said Hugh imeasily, "as you advised, or said I ought, 
or Said I mlght, or said that you would do, if you was me. Don't be so 
hard upon me, master." 

Something Hke an expressionof triumph in the perfect control he had 
estabhshed over this rough Instrument appeared in the knight's face for 
an instant ; but it vanished directly, as ne said — paring his nails while 
speaking: 

"When you say I ordered you, my good fellow, you imply that I 
directed you to do sconething for me — something 1 wanted done — some- 
thing for my own ends and purposes — you see ? Now 1 am sure I 

14—2 
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needn't enlarge upon tlie extreme absurdity of such an idea, howßver 
unüitentional ; so please — ^" and here he tumed his eyes upon him — ^** to 
be more guarded. Will you ? " 

" I meant to give you no oflfence," said Hugh. " I don't know what 
to say. You catch me up so very short." 

" You will be caught up much shorter, my good friend — infinitely 
shorter— one pf these dajrs, depend upon it," replied his patron, calmly. 
" By-the-bye, instead of wonaering, why you nave been so long, my 
wonder should be why you came at all. Why did you ?" 

"You know, master," said Hugh, "that I couldn't read the bill I 
found, and that supposing it to be something particular, jfrom thewayit 
was wrapped up, I brought it here." 

" And could you ask no one eise to read it, Bruin ?" said Sir John. 

" No one that I could trust with secrets, master. Since Bamaby Kudge 
was lost sight of for good and all — and that's five years ago^I haven't 
talked with any one but you." 

" You have done me honour, I am sure." 

" I have come to and fro, master, all through that time, when there 
was anything to teil, because I knew that you 'd be angry with me if I 
stayed away," said Hugh, blurting the words out, after an embarrassed 
silence ; " and because I wished to please you if I could, and not to have 
you ßo against me. There. Thaf s the true reason why I came to-night 
Von know that, master, I am sure." 

" You are a specious feUow," retumed Sir John, fixing his eyes upon 
him, " and carry two faces imder your hood, as well as the best Didn't 
you give me in thia room, this evening, any other reason — no dislike of 
anybody who has slighted you lately, on all occasions, abused you, 
treated you with rudeness, acted towards you more as if you were a 
mongrel dog than a man like himself ? " 

"To be sure I did !" cried Hugh, his passion rising, as the other meant 
it should ; " and I say it all over now again. I 'd do anything to have 
some revenge on him — anything. And when you told me that he and 
all the Catholics would suffer from those who joined together under that 
handbill, I said I 'd make one of *em, if their master was the devil him- 
self. I am one of 'em. See whether I am as good as my word and tum 
out to be among the foremost, or no. I mavn 't have much head, master, 
but 1 Ve head enouffh to remember those that use me ilL You shall see, 
and so shall he, and so shall himdreds more, how my spirit backs me 
when the time comes. My bark is nothing to my bite. Some that I 
know had better have a wild lion among them than me, when I am 
fairly loose — they had ! " 

The knight looked at him with a smile of far deeper meaning than 
ordinary ; and pointing to the old cupboard, foUowed nim with his eyes 
while he fiUed and drank a glass of liquor ; and smiled when his hack 
was tumed, with deeper meanine yet. 

" You are in a blustering mood, my friend," he said, when Hugh con- 
fronted him again. 

" Not I, master ! " cried Hugh. " I don't say half I mean. I cant 
I haven't got the gift. There are talkers enough among us ; 111 be one 
of the doers." 

" Oh I you have joined those fellows then ?" said Sir John, withaa 
air of most profound indifference. 
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" Yes. I went up to the house you told me of, ana got piit down 
upon the muster. There was another man there named Dennis ^ 

" Dennis, eh ?'* cried Sir John, laughing. " Ay.ay ! a pleasant fellow, 
Ibelieve?'' 

" A roaring dog, master — one after my own heart — hot upon the matter 
too— red hot." 

" So I hav^ heard," replied Sir John, carelessly, " You don't happen 
to know his trade, do you ? " 

"He wouldn't say," cried Hugh. " He keeps it secret.'' 

" Ha, ha ! '* laughed Sir John. " A stränge fancy — a weakness with 
ßomepersons— you'll knöw it one day, I dare swear." 

" We're intimate already," said Hugh. 

" Quite natural ! And have been drinking together, eh ?^' pursued 
Sir John. " Did you say what place you went to in comp^y, when you 
left Leid George's ? " 

Hugh had not said, or thought of saying, but he told him ; and this 
inauiry being foUowed by a long train of questions, he related all that 
hau passed both in and out of doors, the kind people he had seen, their 
numbers, state of feeling, mode of conversation, apparent expectations 
and intentions. His questioning was so artfully contnved, that he seemed 
even in his owti eyes to volunteer all this Information rather than to 
have it wrested from him ; and he was brought to this State of feeling 
so naturally, that when Mr. Chester yawned at length and declared him- 
self quite wearied out, he made a rough kind of excuse for having 
talked so much. 

"There — get you gone," said Sir John, holding*the door open in his 
hand. " You have made a pretty evening's work. I told you not to do 
tMs. You may get into trouble. You '11 have an opportunity of reveng- 
ing youTself on your proud friend Haredale, thougn, and for that, you'd 
hazid anything I suppose ? " 

"I woiud," retorted Hugh, stopping in his.passage out, and looking 
hack ; " but what do Jrisk ? What do I stand a chance of losing, master ? 
Friends, home ? A fig for *em all ; I have none ; they are nothing to 
me. Give me a good scuffle ; let me pay off old scores in a bold not 
where there are men to stand by me ; and then use me as you like — it 
don't matter much to me what tue end is I " 

"What have you done with that paper ? " said Sir John. 

" I have it here, master." 

" Drop it again as you go along ; it's aB well not to keep such things 
about you." 

Hi^h nodded, and touching his cap with an air of as much respect as 
he could summon up, depart^. 

Sir John, fastening the doors behind him, went back to his dressing- 
room, and sat down once again before the fire, at which he gazed for a 
long time, in eamest meditation. 

"This happens fortunately," he said, breaking into a smile, "and 
promises well. Let me see. My relative and I, who are the most 
I*rotestant fellows in the world, give our worst wishes to the Roman 
Catholic cause ; and to Saville, who introduces their bill, I have a 
peKonal objection besides ; but as each of us has himself for the first 
article in his creed, we cannot commit ourselves by joining with a very 
§3tt^vagaiit madma», sucji as this Gordon most unäoubtedly is. Now 
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really, to foment bis disturbances in secret, through tbe mediom of euch 
a very apt instrument as my savage friend here, may farther our real 
ends ; and to express, at all becoming seasons, in moderate and polite 
terms, a disapprobation of bis proceedings, tbougb we agree witb bim in 
principle, wul certainly be to gain a ch^racter lor bonesty and upright- 
ness ol purpoee, wbich cannot fail to do us infinite service, and to raise 
US into some importance. Good ! So mucb for public grounds. Aa to 
private considerations, I confess tbat if tbese vagabonds vxmld make 
Bome riotous demonstration (whicb does not appear impossible), and 
wotdd inflict some little cbastisement on Hareaale as a not inactive 
man among bis sect, it would be extremely agreeable to my feelings^and 
would amuse me beyond measure. Good agajfn ! Perbaps better ! " 

Wben be came to tbis point, be took a pineb of snufT: tben beginning 
slowly to undress, be resumed bis meditations, by 8a3äng witb a srnüe : 

" I fear, I do fear exceedingly, tbat my friend is foUowing fast in the 
footsteps of bis motber. His intimäcy witb Mr. Dennis is very ominous. 
But I bave no doubt be must bave come to tbat end any way, If I lend 
bim a belping band, tbe only difference is, tbat be may,upon tbe whole, 
possibly drink a few gallona, or puncbeouB, or bogsbeaos less in tbis 
life tban be otberwise would. It's no businesa of mine. It's a matter 
of very small importance ! " 

So be took anotber pincb of snuff, and went to bed. 




CHAPTER XLI. 

From tbe worksbop of tbe Golden Key, tbere issued fortb a tinkling 
sound, so merry and good-bumoured, tbat it suggested tbe idea of some 
one working blitbely, and made quite pleasant music. No man wbo 
bammered on at a dull monotonous duty, could bave brougbt' stieb 
cbeerful notes from steel and iron; none but a cbirping,bealtby, honest- 
bearted fellow, wbo made tbe best of everytbing, and feit kindly towards 
everybody, could bave done it for an instant. He migbt bave been a 
coppersmitb, and still been musical. If be had sat in a jolting waggon, 
füll of rods of iron, it seemed as if be would bave brougbt somebarmony 
out of it. 

Tink, tink, tink — clear as a silver bell, and audible at every pause of 
the street's barsber noises, as tbougb it said, " I don't care ; notbmg puts 
me out ; I am resolved to be bappy. Women scolded, cbildren squaUed, 
beavy carts went rumbling by, borrible cries proceeded from tbe lungs 
of bawkers ; still it Struck in again, no bigner, no lower, no louder, 
no softer; not tbrusting itseK on peöple's notice a bit tbe more for 
baving been outdone by louder sounds — tink, tink, tink, tink, tink. 

It was a perfect embodiment of the still small voice, free from all cold, 
boarseness, baskiness, or unhealtbiness of any kind; foot-passengers 
slackened tbeir pace, and were disposed to Ünger near it ; neighbourt 
wbo bad got up splenetic tbat moming, fdt good-bumour steSing ob 
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them as they heard it, and by degrees became quite sprightly ; mothers 
danced their babies to its ringing ; still the same magical tink, link, tink, 
came gaily from the Workshop oi the Golden Key. 

Who but the locksmith could have made such music ! A gleam of sun 
Shilling through the nnsashed window, and che^uering the dark Work- 
shop with a broad patch of light, feil fiill upon hun, as thongh attracted 
by his simny heart. There he stood working at his anvil, bis face all 
radiant with exercise and gladness, his sleeves turned up, his wig pushed 
off his shining forehead — the easiest, freest, happiest man in all the 
World. Beside him sat a sleek cat, purring and winking in the üght, 
and falling every now and then into an idle dose, as from excess of com- 
fort. Toby looked on from a tall bench hard by ; one beaming smile, 
from his broad nut-brown face down to the slack-baked buckles in hiß 
shoes^ The very locks that hung around had something jovial in their 
rast, and seemed like gouty gentlemen of hearty natnres, disposed to joke 
on their infirmities. There was nothing surly or severe m the wnole 
ecene. It seemed impossible that any one of the innumerable keys 
could fit a churlish strong-box or a prison-door. Cellars of beer and 
wine, rooms where there were fires, books, gossip, and cheering laughter 
— these were their proper sphere of action. rlaces of distrust and cruelty, 
and restraint, they would nave left quadruple-locked for ever. 

Tink, tink, tint. The locksmith paused at last, and wiped his brow. 
The ßilence roused the cat, who, jumping softly down, crept to the door, 
and watched with tiger eyes a birdcage in an opposite window. Gabriel 
lifted Toby to his mouth, and took a hearty draught. 

Then, as he stood upright, with his head flung back, and his portly 
ehest thrown out, you would have seen that Gabriel's lower man was 
clothed in military gear. Glancing at the wall beyond, there might 
have been espied, hanging on their several pegs, a cap and feather, 
broadsword, eash, and coat of scarlet ; which any man leamed in such 
matters would have known from their make and pattem to be the uniform 
ofa Sergeant in the Royal East London Volunteers. 

As the locksmith put his mug down, empty, on the bench whence it 
had smüed on him before, he glanced at these articles with a laughing 
eye, and looking at them witn his head a little on one side, as thougn 
he would get them all into a focus, said, leaning on his hammer : 

" Time was, now, 1 remember, when I was like to run mad with the 
desire to wear a coat of that colour. If any one (except my father) had 
called me a fool for my pains, how I should have fired and fumed ! But 
what a fool I must have been, sure-ly ! " 

"Ah P' sighed Mrs. Varden, who had entered unobserved. " A fool 
indeed. A man at your time of life, Varden, should know better now." 

" Why, what a ridiculous woman you are, Martha ! " said the locksmith, 
tuming round with a smile. 

" Certainly," replied Mrs. V. with great demureness. "Of coursel 
am. I know that, Varden. Thank you." 

" I mean " began the locksmith. 

"Yes," said his wife, "I know what you mean. You speak quite 
piain enough to be understood, Varden, It's very kind of you to adapt 
yourself to my capacity, I am sure." 

" Tut, tut, Martha," rejoined the locksmith ; " don't take offence at 
nothing. I mean, how stränge it is of you to run down volunteering, 
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when if 8 done to defend you and all the other women, and oiir own 
fireflides and everybodj else^s, in case of need ! " 

" If 8 nnchristian," cried Mrs. Varden, shaking her head. 

" Unchristian ! *' said the locksmith. " Why what the devil ^*' 

Mrs. Varden looked at the ceiling, as in expectation that the con- 
sequences of this profanity would be the immediate descent of the four- 
post bedstead on the second floor, together with the best sittin»-room on 
the first ; but no visible judgment occurring, she heaved a deep sigh, 
and begged her husband, in a tone of resignation, to go on, and by 
all means to blaspheme as much as possible, because he knew she 
liked it 

The locksmith did for a moment seem disposed to gratify her, but he 
gave a great gulp, and mildly rejoined : 

" I was going to say, what on earth do you call it unchristian for ? 
Which would be most unchristian, Martha— to sit quietly down and 
let our houses be sacked by a foreign army, or to tum out like men 
and drive 'em off ? Shoulda 't I be a nice sbrt of a Christian, if I crept 
into a comer of my own chimney, and looked on while a parcel of 
whiskered sa vages bore off Dolly or you ? " 

When he said "or you," Mrs. Varden, despite herseif,' relaxed into 
a smile. There was something complimentary in the idea. '* In such 
a State of things as that, indeed ^" she simpered. 

" As that ? " repeated the locksmith. " Well, that would be the state 
of things directly. Even Miggs would go. Some black tambourine- 
player, with a great turban on, would be bearing her off, and, unless 
the tambourine-player was proof against kicking and scratching, it's my 
belief he'd have the worst of it. Ha, ha, ha ! I'd forgive the tambourine- 
player. I wouldn^t have him interfered with on any account, poor 
lellow ! " And here the locksmith laughed again so heartily, that tearo 
came into his eyes — much to Mrs. Varden's Indignation, who thought 
the capture of so sound a Protestant and estimable a private character 
as Miggs by a pagan negro, a circumstance too shocking and awful for 
contemplation. 

The picture Gabriel had drawn, indeed, threatened serious con- 
sequences, and would indubitably have led to them, but luckily at that 
moment a light footstep crossed the threshold, and Dolly, running in, 
threw her arms round her old father's neck, and hugged him tight. 

" Here she is at last I " cried QabrieL " And how well you look. 
Doli, and how late you are, my darling ! " 

How well she looked ! Well ! Why, if he had exhausted every 
laudatory adjective in the dictionary, it wouldn^t have been praise 
enough. Wnen and where was there ever such a plump, roguish, 
comely, bright-eyed, enticing, bewitching, captivating, maddening little 
puss in all this world, as DoUy ? What was the Dolly of five years ago, 
to«the Dolly of that day ? How many coach-makers, saddlers, cabinet- 
makers, and professors of other useful arts, had deserted their fathers, 
mothers, sisters, brothers, and, most of all, their cousins, for the love of 
her I How many unknown gentlemen — supposed to be of mighty fortunes, 
if not titles — had waited round the comer after dark, and tempted Miggs 
the incorruptible, with golden guineas, to deliver offers of marriage folded 
*^P i^ love-letters 1 Etow many disconsolate fathers and sSstantial 
tradesmen had waited on the locksmith for the same purpose, with dismal 
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tal^ of how their sons had lost their appetites, and tak^n to shiit them- 
selves up in dark bedrooms, and wandenng in desolate suburbs with pale 
faces, and sdl because of Dolly Varden's loveliness and cruelty ! How 
many voung men, in all previous times of unprecedented steadiness, had 
tumed suddenly wild anf wicked for the same reason, and, in an ecstasy 
of nnrequited love, taken to wrench off door-knockers, and invert the 
boxes of rheumatic watchmen ! How Lad she recruited the king's service, 
both by sea and land, through rehdering desperate his lo^dng subjects 
between the ages of eighteen and twenty-five ! How many young ladies 
had publicly professed, with tears in their eyes, that for their tastes she 
was much too short, too tall, too bold, too cold, too stout, too thin, too 
faiX too dark — too everything but handsome ! IJow many old ladies, 
takmg counsel together, had thanked Heaven their daughters were not like 
her, and had hoped she might come to no hann, and had thought she 
would come to no good, and had wondered what peeple saw in her, and 
had amved at the conclusion that she was "going off" in her looks, or 
had never come on in them, and that she was a thorough imposition and 
a populär mistake ! 

And yet here was this same Dolly Varden, so whimsical and hard to 
please that she was Dolly Varden still, all smiles and dimples and plea- 
sant looks, and caring no more for 'the fifty or sixty young fellows who 
at that very moment were breaking their hearts to marry her, than if so 
many oysters had been crossed in love and opened afterwards. 

Dolly hugged her father as has been already stated, and having hng- 
ged her mother also, accompanied both into the little parlour where 
uie doth was already laid for dinner, and where Miss Miggs — a trifle 
more rigid and bony than of yore— rcceived her with a sort of hysterical 
gasp, intended for a smile. Into the hands of that young virgin, she 
aelivered her bonnet and Walking dress (all of a dreadful, artful, and 
desisning kind), and then said with a laugh, which rivalled the lock- 
smith's music, "How glad I always am to be at home again ! " 

"And how glad we always are. Doli," said her father, putting back the 
dark hair from her sparkling eyes, " to have you at home. Give me a 
kißs." 

If there had been anybody of the male kind there to see her do it — but 
there was not — it was a mercy. 

" I don*t like your being at The Warren," said the locksmith. " I can't 
bear to have you out of my sight. And what is the news over yonder, 
Doli?" 

" What news there is, I think you know already," replied his daughter. 
" I am sure you do, though." 

" Ay ? " cried the locksmith. " Whaf s that ? " 

" Come, come," said Dolly, " you know very well. I want you to teil 
me why Mr. Haredale — oh, how gruff he is again, to be sure! — has been 
away from home for some days past, and why he is travelling about (we 
know he is travelling, because of his letters) without telling his OAvn 
niece why or wherefore." 

" Miss Emma doesn't want to know, I *11 swear," re tumed the locksmith. 

" I don't know that," said Dolly ; " but / do, at any rate. Do teil me. 
Why is he so secret, and what is this ghost story, which nobody is to 
teil Miss Emma, and which seems to be mixed up with his going away? 
Now I see you know by your colpuring so," 
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" What the story means, or is, or has to do with it, I know no more 
than you, my dear," retruned the locksmith, ** except that it's some 
foolisa fear of little Solomon's — which has, indeed, no meaning in it, I 
suppose. As to Mr. Haredale's journey, he goes, as I believe " 

« Yes "" Said Dolly. 

"As I believe," resuraed the locksmith, pinching her cheek, "on 
business, Doli. What it may be, is ^uite another matter. Bead Blae 
Beard, and don't be too curious, pet ; it's no business of yours or mine, 
depend upon that ; and here's dinner, which is much more to the purpose." 

Dolly might have remonstrated against this summary dismissal of the 
subjec^ notwithstanding the appearance of dinner, but at the mention 
of Blue Beard Mrs. Vaiuen interposed, protesting she could not find it 
in her conscience to sit tamely oy, and hear her child recommended 
to peruse the adventures of a Turk and Mussulman — far less of a 
fabulous Turk, which she considered that potentate to be. She held 
that, in such stirring and tremendous times as those in which they 
lived, it would be much more to the purpose if DoUy became a re^golar 
subscriber to the Thunderer, where she would have an opportunity of 
reading Lord George (Jordon's speeches word for word, which would be 
a greater comfort and solace to her, than a hundred and fifty Blue Beards 
ever could impart. She appealed, in support of this proposition, to Miss 
Mi^s, then in waiting, who said that indeed the peace of mind she had 
denved from the perusal of that paper generally, but especially of one 
article of the very last week as ever was, entitled, *^ Great Bntaindrenched 
in göre," exceeded all belief ; the same composition, she added, had also 
wrought such a comforting effect on the mind of a manied sister of hers, 
then resident at Gk)lden Lion Court, number twenty-sivin, second bell- 
handle on the right-hand door-post, that, being in a deUcate State of 
health, and in fact expecting an addition to her family, she had been 
.seized with fits directly after its perusal, and had raved of the Inquisition 
ever since ; to the great improvement of her husband and friends. Miss 
Miggs went on to say that she would recommend all those whose hearts 
were hardened to hear Lord George themselves, whom she commended 
first, in respect of his steady Protestantism, then of his oratory, then of 
his eyes, then of his nose, then of bis legs, and lastly of his figure gener- 
ally, which she looked upon as fit for any statuej prince, or angel, to 
which sentiment Mrs. Vamen fullv subscribed. 

Mrs. Varden having cut in, loolced at a box upon the mantel-shelf, 
])ainted in Imitation of a very red-brick dweUing-house, with a yellow- 
roof ; having at top a real chimney, down which voluntary subscribers 
dropped their silver, gold, or pence, into the parlour ; and on the door 
the counterfeit presentment of a brass plate, whereon was legibly in- 
scribed " Protestant Association : "—and looking at it, said, that it was 
to her a source of poignant misery to think that Varden never had, of 
all his substance, dropped anything into that temple, save once in secret 
— as she afterwards discovered — ^two fragments of tobacco-pipe, which 
she hoped would not be put down to his last account. That Dolly, 
she, was grieved to say, was no less backward in her contributions, 
better lovmg, as it seemed, to purchase ribbons and such gauds, than to 
encourage the great cause, then in such heavy tribulation ; and that she 
did entreat her (her father she much feared could not be moved) not 
lo üespise, but Imitate, the bright example of Miss Miggs, who flung her 
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wages, 08 it were, into the very countenance of tbe Pope, and broifled liis 
features with her quarter's money. 

"Oh, mim/' said Miggs, "don't relude to that I had no intentions, 
mim, that nobody should know. Such sacrifices as I can make, ave quite 
a widder's mite. It 's all I have," cried Miggs, with a great buist of tears 
--for with her they never came on by degrees— " but it 's made up to me 
in other ways ; it 's well made up." 

This was quite true, though not perhaps in tbe sense that Miggs in- 
tended. As ehe never failed to keep her self-denial füll in Mrs. Varden'« 
YieWj it drew forth so many gifte of caps and gowns and other articles of 
dress, that upon the whole the red-brick house was perhaps tbe best in- 
vestment for her small capital ehe could possibly have it upon ;.returning 
her interest, at the rate of seven or eigbt per cent. in money, and fifty 
at least in personal repute and credit. 

" Yen needn't cry, Miggs," said Mrs. Varden, herseif in tears ; " you 
needn't be asbaraed of it, though your poor mistress is on the same side." 

Miggs howled at this remark in a peculiarly dismal way, and said she 
knowed that master hated her. That it was a dreadful thing to live in 
families and have dislikes, and not give satisfactions. That to make 
divisions was a tbin^ she could not abear to think of, neither could her 
feelings let her do it. That if it was master's wishes as she and bim 
should part, it was best they should part, and she boped he might be tbe 
bappier for it, and always wishes nim well, and that he might find 
somebody as would meet bis dispositions. It would be a bard trial, she 
said, to part from such a misais, out she could meet anv suffering when 
her conscience told her she was in the rights, and therefore she was will- 
ing even to go that lengths. She did not think, she added, that she 
could long survive the separations, but, as she was hated and looked 
upon unpleasant, nerhaps ner dyin^ as soon as possible would be the 
best endings for all parties. With tnis affecting conclusion» Miss Mi^ 
shed more tears, and sobbed abundantly. 

"Can you bear this, Varden 1 " said bis wife in a solemn voice, laying 
down her knife and fork. 

" Why, not very well, my dear," rejoined the locksmitb, "but I try to 
keep my temper.*' 

" Don't let there be words on my account, mim," sobbed Miggs. " It 's 
much the best that we should part. I wouldn't stay — ob, gracious me ! 
—and make dissensions, not for an annual gold mine, and round in tea 
and sugar." 

Lest the reader should be at any loss to discover the cause of Miss 
Miggs's deep emotion, it may be whispered apart that, happendnff to be 
Hstening, as her custom sometimes was when Gabriel and bis wife con* 
versed together, she had heard the locksmith's joke relative to the foreign 
black who played the tambourine, and bursting with the spiteful feelings 
which the taunt awoke in her fair breast, exploded in tbe manner we 
have witnessed. Matters having now arrived at a crisis, the loeksmith, 
as usual, and for the sake of peace and quietness, gave in. 

" What are you crying for, girl? " he said. " Wbat 's the matter with 
you? What are you täking about hatred for? I don't bäte you; I 
don't bäte anybody. Dry your eyes and make yourself agreeable, in 
Heaven's name, and let us adl be happy while we can." 

The allied powers deeming it good generalship to consider this a waM - 
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cient apology on the pari of the enemy, and confession of having beenin 
the WToiig, did dry their eyes and take it in'good part. Miss Miggs 
observed that she bore no malice, no not to her greatest foe, whom she 
rather loved the more indeed, the greater persecution she sustained. Mrs. 
Varden approved of this meek and forgiving spirit in high terms, and 
incidentaily declai*ed, as a closing article of agreement, that Dolly should 
accompanv her to the Clerkenwell branch of the association, that very 
night TniB was an extraordinary instance of her great prudence and 
policy ; having had this end in view from the first, and entertaining a 
secret mi^ving that the locksmith (who was hold when Dolly was in 
question) would object, she had backed Miss Miggs up to this point, in 
Order that she might have him at a disadvantage. The manceuvre 
succeeded so weU that Gabriel only made a wry £eu^, and with the 
waming he had just had, fresh in nis mind, did not dare to say one 
Word. ^ 

The difference ended, therefore, in Miggs being presented with a gown 
by Mrs. Varden and half-a-crown by Dolly, as if she had eminently dis- 
tmguished herseif in the paths of morsdity and goodness. Mrs. V., 
according to custom, expressed her hope that Varden would take a lesson 
from what had passed, and leam more generous conduct for the time to 
come ; and the ainner being now cold, and nobody's appetite very much 
improved by what had passed, ihey went on with it, as Mrs. Varden said, 
" like Christians." 

As there was to be a grand parade of the Royal Eaet London Volun- 
teers that aftemoon, the locksmith did no more work; but sat down 
comfortably with his pipe in his mouth, and \m arm round his pretty 
daughter's waist, lookmg lovinglv on Mrs. V., from time to time, and 
exhibiting, from the crown of his head to the sole of his foot, one smiling 
surface of good humour. And to be sure, when it was time to dress him 
in his re^mentals, and Dolly, hanging about him in all kinds of grace- 
ful winnmg ways, helped to button and buckle and brush him up and 
get him into one of the tightest coats that ever was made by mortal 
tailor, he was the proudest father in all England. 

" What a handy jade it is ! " said the locksmith to Mrs. Varden, who 
stood by with folded hands — rather proud of her husband too— while 
Miggs held his cap and sword at arm s length, as if mistrusting that the 
latter might run some one through the body of its own accord; *'biit 
never marry a soldier. Doli, my dear." 

Dolly dion't ask why not, or say a word, indeed, but stooped her head 
down very low to tie his sash. 

" I never wear this dress," said honest Gabriel, ** but I think of poor 
Joe Willet. I loved Joe ; he was always a favourite of mine. Poor Joe ! 
— Dear heart, my girl, don^t tie me in so tieht ! " 

Dolly laughed — not like herseif at all — the strängest little laugh that 
could be — and held her head down lower still. 

" Poor Joe ! " resumed the locksmith, muttering to himself ; " I alwav? 
wished he had come to me. 1 might have made it up between them, if 
he had. Ah ! old John made a great mistake in his way of acting by 
that lad — a great mistake. — Have you nearly tied that sash, my dear?" 

What an lÜ-made sash it was ! There it was, loose again and trailing 
on the ^ound. Dolly was pbliged to kneel down, aud yecommenc^ ftt 
the beguwttng. ? - 
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**Never mind yoimg Willet, Varden/' said bis wife, frowning; "you 
might find some one more deserving to ta^ about, I think." 

Miss Miggs gave a great sniff to tne same effect. 

" Nay, Martha/* cried the locksmith, " don't let us beßT too bard upon 
him. If tbe lad is dead, indeed, we '11 deal kindlv by Jiis memory." 

" A runaway and a vagabond ! " said Mrs. Varden. '' ' ^ 

Miss Miggs expressed ner concurrence as before. 

" A runaway, my dear, bnt not a vagabond," retumed the locksmith 
in a gentle tone. " He behaved himself well, did Joe — always — and 
was a handsome manly fellow. Don't call him a vagabond, Martha." 

Mrs. Varden coughed — and so did Miggs. 

" He tried hard to gain your good opinion, Martha, I can teil you," 
said the locksmith smiling, and stroking bis chin. *' Ah ! that he did. 
It seems but yesterday that he followed me out to the Maypole door one 
night, and begged me not to say how like a boy they used him — say here, 
at nome, he meant, though at the time, I recoUect, I didn't understand. 
* And how's Miss Dolly, sir ? ' says Joe," pursued the locksmith, musing 
soiTowfully. " Ah ! roor Joe ! " 

" Well, I declare," cried Miggs. " Ah ! Gtoodness gracious me ! " 

"What's the matter now ?" said Gabriel, tuming snarply to her. 

"Why, if here an't Miss Dolly," said the handmaid, stooping down 
to look into her face, " a-giving way to floods of tears. Oh, mim ! oh, 
sir! Raly it's give me such a tum," cried the susceptible damsel, 
pressing her hand upon her side to quell the palpitation of her heart, 
"that you might knock me down with a feather." 

The locksmith, after glancing at Miss Miggs as if he could have wished 
to have a feather brought straightway, looked on with a broad stare 
while Dolly hurried away, followed by that sympathising young woman : 
then tuming to bis wife, stammered out, " Is Dolly ill ? Have / done 
anything ? Is it my fault ?" 

"Your fault !" cried Mrs. V. reproacbfully. " There — you had better 
make haste out." 

"What have I done?*^ said poor Gabriel. "It was agreed that 
Mr. Edward's name was never to be mentioned, and I have not spoken 
of him, have I?" 

Mrs. Varden meiK^ly replied that she had no patience with him, and 
bounced off after the other two. The unfortunate locksmith wound bis 
ßash about him, girded on bis sword, put on bis cap, and wfidked out. 

" I am not much of a dab at my exercise," he said under bis breath, 
" but I shall get into fewer scrapes at that work than at this. Every 
man came into the world for somethiiig ; my department seems to be to 
make every woman crv without meaning it. It's rather hard ! " 

But he forgot it before he reached the end of the street, and went on 
with a shining face, nodding to the neighbours, and showering about bis 
friendly greetmgs like mild spring rain. 
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CHAPTER XLIL 

The Royal East London Yolunteers made a briUiant sight tbat day ; 
formed into lines, squareB, circles, triangles, and what no^ to the beat- 
ing of drums, and the Streaming of flags ; and perfonded a vast number 
of complex evolutions, in all of whicb Sergeant Varden bore a con- 
Bpicuous sbare. Having displayed tbeir military prowess to the ntmost 
in these warlike shows, they marched in glittering order to the Chelsea 
Bunhouse, and regaled in the adjacent tavems nntil dark. Then at 
soimd of drum they feil in asain, and retumed amidst the shouting 
of His Majesty^s lieges to the place from whence they came. 

The homeward marchbeing somewhat tardy, — owingtotheunsoldier- 
like behaviour of certain corporals, who, being gentlemen of sedentary 
pursuits in private life, and excitable out of doors, broke several Windows 
with their Dayonets, and rendered it imperative on the commanding 
officer to deliver them over to a strong guard, with whom they fouglit 
at intervala as they came along, — ^it was nine o'clock when the locksmith 
reoched home. A hackney-coach was waiting near his door ; and as he 
passed it, Mr. Haredale looked from the window and called him by his 
name. 

"The sight of you is good for sore eyes, sir," said the locksmith, 
steppins up to him. " I wish you had walked in though, rather than 
waited nere." 

" There is nobody at home, 1 find," Mr. Haredale answered ; " be- 
sides, 1 desired to be as private as I could.** 

" Humph ! " mutterea the locksmith, looking round at his house. 
" Gone with Simon Tappertit to that precious Brauch, no doubt" 

Mr. Haredale invitea nim to come mto the coach, and, if he were not 
tired or anxious to go home, to ride with him a little way that they 
might have some taÄ together. Gabriel cheerfully complied, and the 
coachmaUj mountins his box, drove off. 

"Varden," said Mr. Haredale, after a minute's pause, *^you will be 
amazed to hear what errand I am on ; it will seem a very stränge one." 

" I have no doubt it's a reasonable one, sir, and has a meaning in it,'' 
replied the locksmith ; " or it woiüd not _be yours at alL Have you 
just come back to town, sir ? " 

" But half an hour ago." 

"Bringing no news of Bamaby, or his mother?" said the locksmith 
dubiously. " Ah ! you needn 't shake your head, sir. It was a wild- 
goose chase. I feared that, from the first. You exhausted all reasonable 
means of discover^r when they went away. To begin again after so long 
a time has passed is hopeless, sir — quite hopeless." 

" Whv, where are they ? ** he returned impatiently. " Where can they 
be ? Above ground 1 " 

"öod knows," rejoined the locksmith, "many that I knew above it 
five years ago, have their beds under the grass now. And the world is 
a Wide place. It's a hopeless attempt, sir, believe me. We must leave 
the discovery of this mystery, like all others, to time, and accident, and 
Heaven's pleasure." 

" Varden, my good fellow," said Mr. Haredale, " I have a deeper 
meaning in my present anxiety to find them out than you can fathom. 
it 18 not a mere whim ; it is not the casual levival of my old wishes 
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and desires ; but an eamest, solemn purpose. My thoughts and dreams 
all tend to it, and fix it in my mind. 1 have no rest by day or night ; 
I have no peace or quiet ; I am haimted." 

Eis voice was so altered from its usual tones, and his manner bespolce 
80 much emotion, that Gabriel, in his wonder, could only sit and look 
towards him in the darkness, and fancy the expression of his face. 

" Do not ask me," continued Mr. Haredale, " to explain myself. If 
I were to do so, you wotild think me the victim of some hideous fancy. 
It is enongh that this is so, and that I cannot — no, I can not — lie quietly 
in my bed, without doing what will seem to yon iDcomprehensible." 

" Since when, sir," said the locksmith after a pause, " has this uneasy 
feeling been upon you ?" 

Mr. Haredale hesitated for some moments, and then renlied : " Since 
the night of the storm. In short, since the last nineteentn of March." 

As tnoush he feared that Varden might express surprise, or reason 
with him, he hastily went on : 

" You will think, I know, I labour under some delusion. Perhaps I 
do. But it \& not a morbid one ; it is a wholesome action of the mind, 
reasoning on actual occurrences. You know the fumiture remains in 
Mts. Ruage's house, and that it has been shut up, by my Orders, since 
she went away, save once a week or so, when an old neighbour Visits it 
to scare away the rats. I am on my way there now." 

"For what purpose?" asked the locksmith. 

"Topass the night there," he replied; "and not to-night alone, but 
many nights. This is a secret which I trust to you in case of any un- 
expected emergency. You will not come, unless in case of strong neces- 
sity, tome; from dusk to broad day I shall be there. Emma, your 
daughter, and the rest, suppose me out of London, as I have been until 
witmn this hour. Do not undeceive them. This is the errand I am 
bound upon. I know I may confide it to you, and I rely upon your 
questiomng me no more at this time." 

With that, as if to change the theme, he led the astounded locksmith 
back to the night of the Maypole highwayman, to the robbery of Edward 
ehester, to the reappearance of the man at Mrs. Rudge's house, and to 
all the Strange circumstances which afterwards occurred. He even asked 
him carelessly about the man's height, his face, his figure, whether he 
was like any one he had ever seen — ^like Hugh, for instance, or any man 
he had known at any time — and put many questions* of that sort, which 
the locksmith, considering them as mere devices to engage his attention, 
and prevent his expressing the astonishment he feit, answered pretty 
much at random. 

At length they arrived at the comer of the street in which the house 
stood ; wnere Mr. Haredale, alighting, dismissed the coach. " If you 
desire to see me safely lodged," he said, tuming to the locksmith with a 
gloomy smile, " you can." 

Gabriel, to whora all former marvels had been nothing in comparison 
with this, followed him along the narrow pavement in silence. When 
they reached the door, Mr. Haredale softly opened it with a key he had 
about him, and closing it when Varden entered, they were left in thorough 
darkness. 

They groped their way into the ground-floor room. Here Mr. Hare- 
dale Struck a light, and kindled a pocket taper he had brought with him 
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for the purpose. It was then, when the flame was füll upon him, that 
the locksmitli saw for the first time how haggard, pale, and changed he 
looked ; how wom and thin he looked ; how perfecüy his whole appear- 
ance coincided with all that he had said so strangely as thev rode along. 
It was not an unnatural Impulse in Gatlnel, after what he had heard, to 
note curiously the expression of his eyes. It was perfectly collected and 
rational ; — so much so, indeed, that he feit ashamed of his momentary 
suspicion, and droopea his own when Mr. Haredale looked towards him, 
as if he feared they would betray his thoughts. 

" Will vou walk through the house?" said Mr. Haredale, with a glance 
towards tne window, the crazy shutters of which were closed and fastened. 
« Speak low." 

There was a kind of awe about the place, which would have rendered 
it difficult to speak in any other manner. Gabriel whispered " Yes," and 
followed him upstairs. 

Everything was just as they had seen it last. There was a sense of 
closeness, from the exclusion of fresh air, and a gloom and heaviness 
around, as though long imprisonment had made the very silence sad. 
The homely hangings of the beds and Windows had begun to droop ; the 
dust lay thick upon their dwindling folds ; and damps had made their 
way through ceiling, wall, and floor. The boards creaked beneath their 
tread, as if resenting the unaccustomed intrusion ; nimble spiders, para- 
lysed by the taper's glare, checked the motion of their hundred legs upon 
the wall, or droppea like lifeless things upon the ground ; the death- 
watch ticked ; and the scampering feet of rats and mice rattled behind 
the wainscot. 

As they looked about on the decaying f umiture, it was stränge to find 
how vividly it presented those to whom it had belonged, and with whom 
it was once familiär. Grip seemed to perch again upon his high-backed 
chair ; Bamaby to crouch in his old favourite comer by the fire ; the 
mother to resume her usual seat, and watch him as of old. Even wheu 
they could separate these objects from the phantoms of the mind which 
they invoked, the latter only glided out of sight, but lingered near them 
still ; for then they seemed to lurk in closets and behind the doors, ready 
to Start out and suddenly accost them in well-remembered tones. 

They went downstairs, and again into the room they had just now left 
Mr. Haredale unbuckled his sword and laid it on the table, with a pair 
of pocket-pistols ; then told the locksmith he would light him to the 
door. 

" But this is a dull place, sir," said Gabriel lingering ; " may no one 
ßhare your watch?" 

He shook his head, and so plainly evinced his wish to be alone, that 
Gabriel could say no more. In another moment the locksmith was 
Standing in the street, whence he could see that the light once more 
travelled upstairs, and, soon returning to the room below, shone brighüy 
through "the chinks of the shutters. 

If ever man were sorely puzzled and perplexed, the locksmith was, 
that night. Even when snugly seated by his own fireside, with Mrs. 
Varden opposite in a night-cap and night-jacket, and Dolly beside him 
(in a most distracting dishabiUe) curling her hair, and smiling as if she 
had never cried in all her life and never could— even then, with Toby 
at his elbow and his pipe in his mouth, and Miggs (but that perhaps was 
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not mncli) falling asleep in the background, he could not quite discard 
his wonder and uneasiness. So in his dreams— still there was Mr. Hare- 
dale, haggard and carewom, listening in the solitary house to eveiy 
sound that stirred, with the taper shining through the chinks until the 
day ehould tum it pale, and end his nightly watching. 




CHAPTER XLIII. 

Next moming brought no satisfaction to the locksmith's thoughta, nor 
next day, nor the next, nor many others. Often after nightfall he 
entered the street, and tumed his eyes towards the well-known house ; 
and as suiely as he did so, there was the solitary light, still gleaming 
through the crevices of the window-shutter, while all within was motion- 
less, noiseless, cheerless, as a grave. UnwiUing to hazard Mr. Haredale's 
favour by disobeying his strict injunction, he never ventured to knock 
at the door or to m&ke his presence known in any way. But whenever 
streng interest and curiosity attracted him to the spot — ^which was not 
ßeldom — the light was always there. 

If he could have known what passed within, the knowledge would 
haye yielded him no clue to this mysterious vigil. At twilight, Mr. 
Haredale shut himself up, and at daybreak he came forth. He never 
missed a night, always came and went alone, and never varied his pro- 
ceedings in the least degree. 

The manner of his watch was this. At dusk, he entered the house in 
the same way as when the locksmith bore him Company, kindled a light, 
went through the rooms, and narrowly examined tnem. That done, he 
retumed to the Chamber on the ground-floor, and laying his sword and 
pistols on the table, sat by it imtil moming. 

He usually had a book with him, and often tried to read, but never 
fixed his eyes or thoughts upon it for five minutes toeether. The 
slightest noise without doors, caught his ear ; a step upon tue pavement 
seemed to make his heart leap. 

He was not without some refreshment during the long lonely hours ; 
generally carrying in his pocket a sandwich of bread and meat, and a 
small flask of wine. The latter, diluted with large quantities of water, 
he drank in a heated, feverish way, as though his tnroat were dried ; but 
he scarcely ever broke his fast, by so much as a crumb of bread. 

If this voluntary sacrifice of sleep and comfort had its origin, as the 
locksmith on consideration was disposed to think, in any superstitious 
expectation of the fulfilment of a dream or vision connected with the 
event on which he had brooded for so many years, and if he waited for 
some ^hostly visitor who walked abroad when men lay sleeping in their 
beds, he showed no trace of fear or wavering. His stem features ex- 
pressed inflexible resolution ; his brows were puckered, and his lips 
compressed, with deep and settled purpose ; and when he started at a 
noise and listened, it was not with the start of fear but hope, and 
catching up his sword as though the hour had come at last, he would 
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clutch it in his tiglit-clenched hand, and listen with sparkling eyes and 
eager looks, untü it died away. 

These disappointments were numerons, for thev ensued on almost 
every sound, out bis constancy was not shaken. Still, every night he 
was at his post, the same stem, sleepless sentinel ; and still night passed, 
and moming dawned, and he must watch again. 

This went on for weeks ; he had taken a lodging at Yauxhall in which 
to pass the day and rest himself ; and from th is p lace, when the tide 
served, he usually came to London Bridge from Westminster by water, 
in Order that he might avoid the busy streets. 

One evening, shortly before twifight, he came his accustomed road 
lipon the rivers bank, intending to pass through Westmii^ster Hall into 
Palace Yard, and there take boat to London Bridge as nsual. There 
was a pretty large conconrse of people assembled round the Houses of 
Parliament, looking at the members as they entered and departed, and 
givinc vent to rather noisy demonstrations of approval or dislike, 
according to their known opiuions. As he made nis way among the 
throng, he heard once or twice the " No-Popery " cry, which was then 
becoming pretty familiär to the ears of most men ; but holding it in 
very slight regard, and observing that the idlers were of the lowest 
grade, he neither thought nor cared about it, but made his way along 
mth perfect indifference. 

There were many little knots and groups of persons in Westminster 
Hall : some few looking upward at its noble ceiling, and at the rays of 
evenins light, tinted by the setting sun, which streamed in asiant 
through ite small Windows, and growing dimmer by degrees, were 
quencned in the gathering gloom below ; some noisy passengers, me- 
chanics going home from work, and otherwise, who hurried quickly 
through, waking the echoes with their voices, and soon darkening the 
small door in the distance, as they passed into the street beyond ; some, 
in busy Conference together on political or private matters, paced slowly 
up and down with eyes that soucht the ground, and seemmg, by their 
attitudes, to listen eamestly from head to &ot. Here, a dozen sqoabbling 
urchins made a very Babel in the air ; there, a solitary man, half clerk, 
half mendicant, paced up and down, witb hungry dejection in his look 
and gait ; at his elbow passed an errand-lad, swinging his basket round 
and round, and with his shrill whistle riving the very timbers of the 
roof ; whüe a more observant schoolboy, halfway through, pocketed his 
ball, and eyed the distant beadle as he came looming on. It was that 
time of evening when, if you shut your eyes and open them again, the 
darkness of an nour appears to have gathered in a second. The smooth- 
wom pavement, dusty with footsteps, still called upon the lofty walls to 
reiterate the shuffle and the tread of feet unceasmgly, save when the 
closing of some heavy door resounded through the building like a dap 
of thunder, and drowned all other noises in its rolling souna. 

Mr. Haredale, glancing only at such of these groups as he passed 
nearest to, and then in a manner betokening that his thoughts were 
elsewhere, had nearly traversed the Hall, when two persons before bim 
cau^ht his attention. One of these, a gentleman in elegant attire, carried 
in his hand a cane, which he twirled in a jaunty manner as he loitered 
on ; the other, an obsequious, crouching, fawning figure, Ustened to what 
he said— ^t times throwing in a humble Word himself— and, with his 
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Shoulders shrugged up to his ears, rubbed bis Lands submissively, or 
answered at intervals by an inclination of tbe bead, halfway between a 
nod of acquiescence and a bow of most profound respect. 

In tbe abstract tbere was notbing very remarkable in tbis pair, for 
servility waiting on a bandsome suit of clotbes and a cane — not to speak 
of gold and silver sticks, or wands of office — is common enougb. But 
there was tbat about tbe well-dressed man, yes, and about tbe otber 
likemse, wbicb Struck Mr. Haredale with no pleasan^ feeling. He 
hesitated, stopped, and would bave stepped aside and tumed out of bis 
path, but at tbe moment, tbe otber two mced about quickly, and stumbled 
lipon bim before be could avoid tbem. 

The gentlemen witb tbe cane lifted his bat, and bad begun to tender 
an apology, wbicb Mr. Haredale bad begun as bastily to acknowledge 
and walk away, wben be stopped sbort and cried, " Haredale ! Gad 
bless me, tbis is stränge indeed ! " 
" It is," be retumed impatiently ; " yes — a — " 
"Mydear friend," criea tbe otber, detaining bim, "wby such great 
speed ? One minute, Haredale, for tbe sake of old acquaintance," 

" I am in haste," be said. " Neitber of us bas sougbt tbis meeting, 
Let it be a brief one. Good-night ! " 

" Fie, fie 1 " replied Sir John (tor it was be), " bow very cburlish ( 
We were speaking of you. Your name was on my lips — perbaps you 
heard me mention it ? No ? I am sorry for tbat. I am really sorry. 
—You know cur friend bere, Haredale ? Tbis is really a most remark- 
able meeting ! " 

The friend, plainly very ill at ease, had made bold to press Sir Jobn^s 
arm, and to give bim otber significant bints tbat be was desirous of 
avoiding tbis introduction. As it did not suit Sir Jobn's purpose, bow- 
eyer, tbat it sbould be evaded, be appeared quite unconscious of tbese 
silent remonstrances, and inclined bis band towards bim, as be spoke, to 
call attention to bim more particularly. 

The friend, therefore, bad notbing for it but to muster up tbe 
pleasantest smile be could, and to make a conciliatory bow, as Mr. Hare- 
dale turned his eyes upon bim. Seeing tbat be was recognised be put 
out his band in an awkward and embarrassed manner, wbicb was not 
mended by its contemptuous rejection. 

" Mr. Gasbford ! " said Haredale, coldly. " It is as I bave heard tben. 
You bave left tbe darkness for tbe ligbt, sir, and bäte those whose 
opinions you forraerly held with all tbe bitterness of a renegade. You 
are an bonour, sir, to any cause. I wish tbe one you espouse at present, 
much joy of tbe acquisition it ha.s made." 

The secretary rubbed bis bands and bowed, as though he would dis- 
ann his adversary by humbling himself before bim. Sir John Chester 
again exclaimed, with an air of great gaiety. " Now, really, tbis is a most 
remarkable meeting ! " and took a pinch of snuff with bis usual self- 
possession. 

" Mr. Haredale," said Gasbford, stealthily raising bis eyes, and letting 
them drop again wben they met tbe otber's steäy gaze, " is too con- 
scientious, too honourable, too manly, I am sure, to attach unworthy 
motives to an honest change of opinions, even though it implies a doubt 
of those be holds himself. Mr. Haredale is too just, too generous, too 
clear-sigbted in his moral vision, to — " 

15—2 
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" YeBy sir ! " he rejoined with a sarcastic smile, Unding tbe secretary 
ßtopped. " You were saying ** 

Uashford meekly shmgged bis Shoulders, and looking on the ground 
agam, was silent. 

" No, but let US really/' interposed Sir John at this juncture, " let us 
really, for a moment, contemplate tbe very remarkable cbaracter of this 
meeting. Haredale, my dear friend, pardon me if I tbink you are not 
sufl&ciently impressed with its singularity. Here we stand, by no previoiis 
appointment or arrangement, tbree old scboolfellows, in 'Westminster 
H^ ; tbree old boarders in a remarkably duU and shady seminary at 
Saint Omer's, wbere you, being Catbolics and of necessity educated out 
of England, were brought up ; and wbere I, being a promising young 
Protestant at that time, was sent to leam tbe Freuen tongue from a 
native of Paris ! " 

" Add to tbe singularity, Sir John," said Mr. Haredale, "that some of 
you Protestants of promise are at this moment leagued in yonder build- 
ing, to prevent our having the surpassing and umieard-of privilege of 
teaching our cbildren to read and write — here — in this land, wbere 
thousands of us enter vour Service every year, and to preserve tbe freedom 
of which, we die in bloody battlee abroad, in beaps ; and that others of 
you, to tbe number of some thousands, as I leam, are led on to look on 
all men of my creed as wolves and beasts of prey, by this man Gashford. 
Add to it besides, tbe bare fact that this man lives in society, walks the 
streets in broad day — I was about to say, bolds up bis bead, but tfaat he 
does not — and it will be stränge, and very stränge, I grant you." 

" Oh ! you are bard upon our friend,'* replied Sir John, with an engaging 
smile. " You are really very bayd upon our friend ! " 

" Let bim go on, Sir John," said Uasbford, fumbling with bis gloves. 
<* Let bim go on. I can make allowances, Sir John. I am bonoured 
with your good opinion, and I can dispense with Mr. Haredale*s. Mr. 
Haredede is a sufferer from the penal laws, and Ican't expect bis favour." 

" You have so much of my favour, sir," retorted Mr. Haredale, with a 
bitter glance at the third pa^y in their conversation, " that I am glad to 
see you in such good Company. You are the essence of your great 
Association, in yourselves." 

" Now, there you mistake," eaid Sir John, in bis most benignant way. 
" There — which is a most remarkable circumstance for a man of your 
punctuality and exactness, Haredale — you fall into error. I don't belong 
to tbe body ; I have an immense respect for its members, but I don't 
belong to it ; although I am, it is certainly true, tbe conscientious oppo- 
ment of your being relieved. I feel it my duty to be so ; it is a most 
unfortunate necessity ; and cost me a bitter struggle. Will you try this 
box ? If you don^t object to a trifling Infusion of a very chaste scent, 
you '11 find its flavour exquisite." 

" I ask your pardon, Sir John," said Mr. Haredale, declining the proffer 
with a motion of bis band, " for having ranked you among tbe humble 
instruments wbo are obvious and in all men's signt. I sbould have done 
more justice to your genius. Men of your capacity plot in secrecy and 
safety, and leave exposed posts to tbe duller wits." 

** Don't apologise, for tbe world," replied Sir John sweetly; "okl 
friends like you and I may be allowed some freedoms, or the deuce is 
in it.'* 
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Gaahford, who had been very restless all this time, bat had not once 
looked up, now tumed to Sir John, and ventured to mutter something to 
the effect that he must go, or my lord would perhaps be waiting. 

" Don't distress yourself, good sir," said Mr. Haredale, " I '11 take my 

leave, and put you at your ease " which he was about to do without 

cereraony, when he was stayed by a buzz and murmur at the Upper end 
of the hall, and looking m that direction, saw Lord George Qordon 
Coming in, with a crowd of people round him. 

There was a lurking look of triumph, though very differently expressed, 
in the faces of his two companions, which made it a natural impulse on 
Mr. Haredale's part not to give way before this leader, but to stand there 
while he passed. He drew himself up and, clasping his hands behind 
him, looked on with a proud and scomful aspect, while Lord George 
slowly advanced (for the press was great about him) towards the spot 
where they were etanding. 

He had left the House of Commons but that moment, and had come 
straight down into the Hall, bringing with him, as his custom was, 
intelligence of what had been sald that night in reference to the Papists, 
and what petitions had been presented in their favour, and who had 
supported them, and when the bill was to be brought in, and when it 
would be advisable to present their own ^%at Protestant petition. All 
this he told the persons about him in a loud voice, and with «reat abund- 
ance of ungainly gesture. Those who were nearest him made comments 
to each other, and vented threats and murmurings ; those who were out- 
side the crowd cried, " Silence," and " Stand back," or closed in upon ^he 
rest, endeavouring to make a forcible exchange of places ; and so they 
came driving on in a very diöorderly and irregulär way, as it is the 
manner of a crowd to do. 

When they were very near to where the secretary, Sir John, and Mr. 
Haredale stood, Lord George tumed round and, making a few remarks of 
a eufficiently violent and incoherent kind, concluded with the usual 
sentiment, and calied for three cheers to back it. While these were in 
the act of being given with great energy, he extricated himself from the 
press, and stepped up to Gashford's side. Both he and Sir John being 
well known to the populace, they feil back a little, and left the four 
etanding together. 

" Mr. Haredale, Lord George," said Sir John Chester, seeing that the 
nobleman regarded him with an inquisitive look. " A Catholic gentleman 
unfortunately — most unhappily a Catholic — but an esteemed acc^uaintance 
of mine, and once of Mr. Gashford's. My dear Haredale, this is Lord 
George Gordon." 

"I should have known that, had I been ignorant of his lordshi^'s 

girson," said Mr. Haredale. "I hope there is but one gentleman in 
ngland who, addressing an i^orant and excited throng, would speak of 
a large body of his fellow-subjects in such injurious language as 1 heard 
this moment. For shame, my lord, for shame ! " 

" I cannot talk to you sir," replied Lord George in a loud voice, and 
waving his band in a disturbed and agitated manner ; " we have nothing 
in common." 

"We have much in common — many things — all that the Almighty 
gave," Said Mr. Haredale ; " and common charity, not to say common 
sense and common decency, should teach you to refrain from these pro« 



230 BAItIfABr RUDOBL 

ceedings. If every one of those men had arms in their bands at tbis 
moment, as they have them in their heads, I woiüd not leave this place 
witliout telling you that you disgrace your Station." 

" I don't hear you, sir, he replied in the same manner as befoie ; " I 
can't hear you. It is indifferent to me what you say. Don't retort, 
Gashford," for the secretary had made a show of wishing to do so ; "I 
can hold no communication with tha worshippers of idolß." 

As he Said this, he glanced at Sir John, who lifted his hands and eye- 
brows, as if deploring the intemperate conduct of Mr. Haredale, and 
smiled in admiration of the crowd and of their leader. 

" He retoil ! " cried Haredale. " Look you here, my lord. Do you 
know this man ? ** 

Lord George replied by laying his band upon the Shoulder of his 
cringing secretary, and viewing bim with a smile of confidence. 

" This man," said Mr. Hareaale, eyeing bim from top to toe, " who in 
bis boybood was a thief, and has been from that time to this, a servile, 
false, and truckling knave ; this man, who has crawled and crept through 
life, wounding the hands he licked, and biting those he fawned upon ; 
this sycophant, who never knew what honour, tnith, or courage meant ; 
who robbed bis benefactor's daughter of her virtue, and mamed her to 
break her heart, and did it, with stripes and cruelty ; this creature, who 
has wTiined at kitchen Windows for the broken food, and begged for 
halfpence at our cbapel doors ; this apostle of the faith, wbose tender 
conscience caunot bear the altars where his vicious life was publicly 
denounced — Do you know this man ?•' 

" Oh, really — you are very, very bard upon our friend ! " exclaimed Sir 
John. 

" Let Mr. Haredale go on," said Gashford, upon wbose unwholesome 
face the Perspiration had broken out during this speecb in blotches oi 
wet ; ** I don*t mind bim, Sir John ; it 's quite as indifferent to me what 
he says, as it is to my lord. If he reviles my lord, as you have heard, 
Sir John, how can / hope to escape ?" 

" Is it not enough, my lord," Mr. Haredale continued, " that I, as good 
tt gentleman as you, must hold my property, such as it is, by a trick at 
which the State connives because of these hard laws ; and that we may 
not teach our youth in schools the common principles of right and 
WTong; but must we be denounced and ridden by such men asthis? 
Here is a man to bead your No-Popery cry ! For shame ! For shame ! " 

The infatuated nobleman had glanced more than once at Sir John 
ehester, as if to inquire whether there was any truth in fbese Statements 
conceming Gashford, and Sir John had as often plainly answered by a 
shrug er look, "Oh dear me ! no." He now said, m the same loud key, 
and in the same stränge manner as before : 

" I have nothing to say, sir, in reply and no desire to hear anythina 
more. I beg you won't obtrude your conversation, or these personal 
attacks, upon me. I shall not be deterred from doing my duty to my 
country and my countrymen by any such attempts, whether they proceed J 
from emissaries of the Pope or not, I assure you. Come, Gashford !" 

Tb^y had walked on a few paces while speaking, and were now at the 
Hall-door, through which they passed together, Mr. Haredale, without 
any leave-taking, tumed away to the river stairs, which were close at 
nand, and haüed the only boatman who remained there. 

J 
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But tlie throng of people — the foremost of whom had beard every 
Word that Lord George Gtordon said, and among all of whom the rumour 
had been rapidly dispersed that the etranger was a Papist who was 
bearding him for his advocacy of the populär cause — came pouring out 
pell-meU, and, forcing the nobleman, his secretary, and Sir John ehester 
on before them, so that they appeared to be at their head, crowded to 
the top of the stairs where Mr. Haredale waited until the boat was ready, 
and there stood still, leaving him on a little clear space by himself. 

They were not silent, however, though inactive. At first some indis- 
tinct mnttearings arose among them, which were followed by a hiss or two, 
and these swefled by degrees into a perfect storm. Then one voice said 
"Down with the Papists !" and there was a pretty general cheer, but 
nothing more. After a lull of a few moments, one man cried out, " Stone 
Jiim !" another, " Duck him !" another, in a stentorian voice, " No Popery ! " 
This favourite cry the rest re-echoed, and the mob, which might havc 
been two hundred strong, joined in a general shout 

Mr. Haredale had stood calmly on the brink of the steps, until they 
made this demonstration, when he looked round contemptuously, and 
walked at a slow pace down the stairs. He was pretty near the boat, 
when Qashford, as if without Intention, tumed about, and directly after- 
wards a ffreat stone was thrown by some band in the crowd, which Struck 
him on tue head, and made him stagger like a drunken man. 

The blood sprung freely from the wound, and trickled down his coat. 
He turned directly, and rushing up the steps with a boldness aud passion 
which made them all fall back, demanded : 
" Who did that ? Show me the man who hit me." 
Not a soul moved ; except some in the rear who slunk oflF, and, escaping 
to the other side of the way, looked on like indifferent spectators. 

"Who did that ? " he repeated. " Show me the man wno did it. Dog, 
was it you ? It was your deed, if not your band — I know you ! 

He threw himself on Gashford as he said the words, and hurled him 
to the ground.* There was a sudden motion in the crowd, and some laid 
Lands upon him, but his sword was out, and they feil off again. 

" My lord — Sir John" — he cried, " draw, one of you — you are responsible 
for this outrage, and I look to you. Draw, if you are gentlemen.* With 
that he Struck Sir John upon the breast with the flat of his weapon, and 
with a buming face and!^ flashing eyes stood upon his guard ; alone, 
before them alL 

For an instant, for the briefest space of time the mind can readily 
conceive, there was a change in Sir John's smooth face, such as no man 
ever saw there. The next moment, he stepped forwwd, and laid one 
hand on Mr. Haredale's arm, while with the other he endeavoured to 
appease the crowd. 

" My dear friend, my good Haredale, you are blinded with passion — 
it's very natural, extremely natural — ^but you don't know friends from 
foes." 

" I know them all, sir, I can distinguish well — " he retorted, almost 
mad with rage. " Sir John, Lord George— do you hear me ? Are you 
cowards?" 

" Never mind, sir," said a man, forcing his way between and pushing 
him towards the stairs with friendly violence, " never mind asking that. 
For God's sake, get away. What can you do against this number ? And 
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there are as many more in the next street, wlioTl be round directiy"— 
indeed they began to pour in as he said the words — " you'd be giddy from 
that cut, in the flrst heat of a scuffle. Now do retire, sir, or take my word 
for it you '11 be worse used than you would be if every man in the crowd 
was a woman,' and that woman Bloedy Aüuy. dorne, sir, make haste— 
as quick as you can." 

Mr. Haredale, who began to tum faint and sick, feit how sensible this 
ad vice was, and dcscended the steps with his unknown friend's assistance. 
John Qrueby (for John it was) helped him into the boat, and giving her 
a shove off, which sent her tlurty feet into the tide, bade the watermaa 
pull awav like a Briton ; and walked up again as composedly as if he had 
just landed. 

There was at first a slight disposition on the part of the mob to resent 
this interference ; but John looking particularly strong and cool, and 
wearing besides Lord G^rge's livery, they thought better of it, and 
contented themselves with sending a shower of snudl missiles after the 
boat, which plashed harmlessly in the water ; for she had by this time 
deared the bridge, and was darting swiftly down the centre of the 
stream. 

From this amusement, they proceeded to give Protestant knocks at 
the doors of private houses, breakin^ a few lamps, and assaulting some 
stray constables. But, it being whispered that a detachment of Life 
Gucuxls had been sent for, they took to their heels with great expedition, 
and left the street quite clear. 




CHAPTER XLIV. 

When the concourse separated, and, dividing into chance Clusters, 
drew off in various directions, there still remained upon the scene of the 
late disturbance, one man. This man was Grashford, who, bruiaed by 
his late fall, and hurt in a much greater degree by the indignity he had 
undergone, and the exposure of which he had been the victim, limped 
up and down, breathing curses and threats of vengeance. 

It was not the secretarv's nature to waste his wrath in words. While 
he vented the froth of his malevolence in those effuaions, he kept a 
steady eye on two men, who, having disappeared with the rest when the 
alarm was spread, had since retumed, and were now visible in the moon- 
light at no great distance, as they walked to and fro, and talked together. 

He made no move towards them, but waited patiently on the dark 
aide of the street, until they were tired of strolling backwards and for- 
wards and walked away in Company. Then he followed, but at »ome 
distance ; keeping them in view, without appearing to have that object, 
or being seen by them. 

They went up Parliament Street, past Saint Martinas Church, and 
away by Saint Giles's to Tottenham Court Road, at the back of which, 
upon the westem aide, was then a place called the Green Lanes. This 
waa a retired spot, not of the choicest kind, leading into the fields. 
Ureat heaps of ashes ; stagnant pools, overgrown with rank gross and 
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dnckweed ; broken tumstiles ; and the upiight posts of palings long 
since camed off for firewood, which menaced all needless walkers with 
tbeir jagged and msty nails, were the leading features of the landscape ; 
while here and there a donkey, or a ratgzed norse, tethered to a stake, 
and cropping off a wretched m^ from the coarse stunted turf, were quite 
in keepmg with the scene, and would have suggested (if the houses had 
not done so sufficiently of themselves) how very poor the people were 
who lived in the crazy huts adjacent, and how foomardy it mignt prove 
for one who cairied money, or wore decent clothes to walk that way 
alone, unless by daylight. 

Poverty has its whims and shows of taste, as wealth has. Some of 
these cabins were tnrreted, some had false Windows painted on their 
rotten walls ; one had a mimic clock, upon a crazy tower of four feet 
bigh, which screened the chimney ; eacn in its little patch of ground 
had a rüde seat or arbour. The population dealt in bones, in rags, in 
broken glass, in old wheels, in biras, and dogs. These, in their several 
ways of stowage, filled the gardens ; and shedding a perfume, not of the 
most delicioos nature, in the air, filled it besides with yelps, and screams, 
and bowling. 

Into this retreat the secretary followed the two men whom he had 
beld in sight ; and here he saw them safely lodged in one of the meanest 
bouses, which was but a room, and that oi small dimensions. Hie waited 
without, until the sound of their voices, joined in a discordant song, 
assured him they were making merry ; and then approaching the door, 
by means of a tottering plank which crossed the ditcn in front, knocked 
atitwith hishand. 

" Muster Gashford ! " said the man who opened it, taking bis pipe 
from his mouth, in evident surprise. " Why, who 'd have thought of 
this here honour ? Walk in, Muster Gashford — walk in, sir." 

Gashford required no second invitation, and entered with a ^acioua 
air. There was a fire in the rusty grate (for though the spring was 
pretty far advanced, the nights were cold), and on a stool beside it Hu^h 
Bat Smoking. Dennis placed a chair, his only one, for the secretary, m 
front of the hearth ; and took his seat again upon the stool he had left 
when he rose to give the visitor admission. 

"What's in the wind now, Muster Gashford ?" he said, as he resumed 
his pipe, and looked at him askew. " Any Orders from head quarters ? 
Are we going to begin ? What is it, Muster Gashford ? " 

" Oh, nothing, nothing," rejoined the secretary, with a friendly nod 
to Hugh. " We have broken the ice, though. We had a little spurt to- 
day— eh, Dennis ?" 

"A very little one," growled the hangman. "Not half enough for 
me," 

" Nor me neither I " cried Hugh. " Give us something to do with life 
in it — with life in it, master. Ha, ha ! " 

"Why, you wouldn't," said the secretary, with his worst expression 
of face, and in his mildest tones, "have anything to do, with — death in 
it?» J B , 

" I don't know that," replied Hugh. " I 'm open to ordere. 1 don't 
care ; not I»" 
" Nor I ! " vociferated Dennis. 
** Brave fellows ! " said the secretary, in as pastorlike a voice as if he 
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were commending them for some uncommon act of valour and generoßity. 
" By-the-bye *' — and here he stopped and warmed his hands: then 
suddenly looked iip — " who tlirew tnat stone to-day ? " 

Mr. Dennis coughed and shook his head, as who shonld say, ^'A 
mystery indeed ! '* Hugh sat and smoked in silence. 

" It was well done ! '' said the secretary, wamiing his hands again. 
" I should like to know that man." 

" Would you ? " said Dennis, after looking at his face to assnre himself 
that he was senous. " Would you like to know that man, Muster 
Gashford ? " 

" I should indeed," replied the secretary. 

" Why, then, Lord love you," said the hangman, in his hoarsest chuckle, 
as he pointed with his pipe to Hugh, " there he sits. That's the man. 
My Stars and halters, Muster Gashford," he added in a whisper, as he 
drew his stool close to him and jogged him with his elbow, «whata 
interesting blade he is ! He wants as much holding in as a thorough- 
bred bulldog. If it hadn 't been for me to-day, he 'd have had that 'ere 
Roman down, and made a riot of it, in another minute." 

"And why not?" cried Hugh in a surly voice as he overheard tbis 
last remark. "Where's the good of putting things off ? Strikewhile 
the iron's bot ; that's what I say." 

" Ah ! " retorted Dennis, shaking his head, with a kind of pity for his 
friend's ingenuous youth ; " but suppose the iron an't bot, brother ! 
You must get people*s blood up afore you strike, and have 'em in the 
humour. There wasn't quite enough to provoke 'em to-day, I teil j^oil 
If you 'd had your way, you 'd have spoilt the f un to come, and rumed 
us> 

"Dennis is quite right," said Gashford, smoothly. "He is perfectly 
correct Dennis has great knowledge of the world." 

"I ought to have, Muster Gashford, seeing what a many people I Ve 
helped out of it, eh?" grinned the hangman, whispering the words 
behind his band. 

The secretary laughed at tbis, just as much as Dennis could desire, 
and when he had done, said, tuming to Hugh ; 

" Dennis's policy was mine, as you may have observed. You saw, for 
instance, how I feil when I was set upon. I made no resistance. I did 
nothing to provoke an outbreak. Oh dear, no ! " 

"No, by the Lord Harry! " cried Dennis with a noisy laugh, "you 
went down very quiet, Muster Gashford — and very flat besides. I thiuks 
to myself at the time * it's all up with Muster Gashford ! * I never see 
a man lay flatter nor more still— with the life in him — than you did 
to-day. He's a rough 'un to play with, is that 'ere Papist, and thaf s 
the fact." 

The secretary's face, as Dennis roared with laughter, and tumed his 
wrinkled eyes on Hugh, who did the like, might have fomished a study 
for the devil's picture. He sat quite silent until they were serious 
ag^in, and then said, looking round : 

" We are very pleasant here ; so very pleasant, Dennis, that but for 
my lord's paxticular desire that I should sup with him, and the time 
bemff very near at band, I should be inclined to stay, until it would be 
nardly safe to go homeward. I come upon a little business— yes, I do 
— as you supposed. It's very flattering to you ; being this. If we ever 
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shonld be obl^ed — and we can't teil, you know — this ia a very uncertain 
World—" 

"I believe you, Muster Gashford,' interposed the hangman with a 
grave nod. "The uncertainties as I Ve seen in reference to this here 
State of existence, the unexpected contingencies as have come about ! — 
Oh my eye ! " Feeling the subject much too vast for expression, he 
paffed at nis pipe i^in, and looked the rest 

" I say," resnmed the secretary, in a slow, impressive way ; " we can't 
teil what may come to pass ; and if we should be obliged, against our 
wills, to have recourse to violence, my lord (who has suffered terribly 
to-day, as far as words can go^ consigns to you two — bearing in mind 
my recommendation of you ootJi, as good staimch men, beyond all 
doubt and suspicion — the pleasant task of punishing this Haredale. 
You may do as you please with him, or his, provided tnat you show no 
mercy, and no quarter, and leave no two beams of his house Standing 
where the builder placed them. You may sack it, bum it, do with it as 
Tou like, but it must come down ; it must be razed to the ground ; and 
he, and all belonging to him, left as shelterless as new-oom infants 
whom their mothers have exposed. Do you understand me?" said 
Gashford, pausing, and pressinc his hands together gently. 

" Understand you, master ! " cried Hugh. " You speak piain now, 
Why, this is hearty ! " 

"I knew you woiüd like it," said Gashford, shaking him by the band ; 
"I thought you would. Good-nicht ! Don't lise, Dennis: I would 
rather find my way alone. I may have to make other Visits here, and 
it's pleasant to come and go without disturbing you. I can find my 
way perfectly well. Good-night ! " 

He was gone, and had shut the door behind him. They looked at 
each other, and nodded approvincly : Dennis stirred up the fire. 

"This looks a little more like Business !" he said. 



"Av, indeed !" cried Hugh ; "this suits me 1" 
" I 've heerd it said of Muster Ga 



Gashford," said the hangman, "that 
he 'd asarprising memory, and wonderful firmness — that he never forgot 
and never forgave. — Let^s drink his health ! " 

Hugh readily complied — pouring no liquor on the floor when he 
drank this toast — aiid they pledged the secretary as a man after their 
own hearts, in a bumper. 




CHAPTER XLV. 

Whilb the "worst passions of the worst men were thus working in the 
dark, and the mantle of religion, assumed to cover the ueliest deformi- 
tiee, threatened to become the shroud of all that was good and peaceful 
in Society, a circumstance occurred which once more altered the position 
of two persons from whom this history has long been separated, and to 
whom it must now return. 
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In a small English country town, the inhabitants of which supported 
themselves by thc labour of their bands in plaiting and preparing straw 
for tbose who made bonnets and otber articles oi dress and omament 
froni tbat material, — concealed under an assumed name, and living in a 
quiet poverty whicb knew no change, no pleasures, and few cares but 
tliat of struggling on froni day to day in one great toil for bread, — dwelt 
Bamaby and bis mother. Tbeir poor cottage bad known no stranger's 
foot since Ibey sougbt tbe sbelter of its roof five years before ; nor had 
tbey in all that time beld any commerce or communication witb tbe cid 
World from wbich tbey bad fled. To labour in peace, and devote her 
labour and ber life to her poor son, was all tbe widow sougbt. If happi- 
ness can be said at any time to be tbeUot of one on wbom a seciet 
ßorrow preys, she was nappy now. Tranquillity, resignation, and her 
strong love of bim wbo needed it so mucn, formed tbe small circle of 
ber quiet joys ; and wbile that remained unbroken, she was contented. 

For Barnaby bimself, the time whicb bad flown by bad passed him 
like the wind. The daily suns of years bad shed no brighter sleam of 
reason on bis mind ; no dawn had broken on bis long, dark night He 
would sit sometimes — often for days together — on a low seat by the fire 
or by the cottage door, busy at work (for he had leamt tbe art his 
mother plied), and listening, God help bim, to the tales she would repeat, 
as a Iure to keep him in ner sight. He bad no recollection of these 
little narratives ; tbe tale of yesterday was new to bim upon tbe morrow ; 
but be liked them at tbe moment ; and when the bumour held him, 
would remain patiently within doors, hearing her stories like a little 
shild, and worting cheerfuUy from sunrise until it was too dark to 
3ee. 

At otber times, — and then their scanty eamings were barely sufficient 
to fumish them with food, though of tbe'coarsest sort, — ^he would wander 
abroad from dawn of day until the twiligbt deepened into night Few 
in that place, even of tbe children, could be idle, and be bau no com- 
panions of his own kind. Indeed there were not many wbo could have 
kept up with bim in bis rambles, bad there been a legion. But there 
were a score of vagabond dogs belonging to tbe neighbours, who served 
his purpose quite as well. With two or three of these, or sometimes 
with a füll half-dozen barking at his beels, he would sally forth on some 
long expedition that consumed the day ; and though, on their retum at 
nightfall, the dogs would come bome limping and sore-footed, and almost 
spent with their fatigue, Bamaby was up and off again at sunrise with 
some new attendants of the same dass, with wbom he would retum in 
like manner. On all these travels, Örip, in his little basket at his 
master's back, was a constant member of^ tbe party, and when they set 
off in fine weather and in high spirits, no dog barked louder than the 
raven. 

Their pleasures on these excursions were simple enougb. A crust of 
bread and scrap of meat, with water from tbe brook or spring, sufiieed 
for their repast Bamaby's enioyments were, to walk, and run, and leap, 
tili he was tired : then to lie down in the long grass, or by the growing 
com, or in the shade of some tall tree, looking upward at the light clouds 
as they floated over the blue surface ot the sky, and listening to the lark 
^ ®J[*® poured out her brilliant song. There were wild-flowers to pluck 
—the bright red poppy, the gentle harebell, the cowslip. and the rose. 
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There were birds to watch, fish, ants, worms, hares or rabbite, as they 
darted across the distant pathway in the wood and so were gone, millions 
of living things to have an interest in, and lie in wait for, and clap hands 
and shout in memory of, when they had disappeared. In default of 
these, or when they wearied, there was the merry sunlight to hunt out, 
as it crept in aslant through leaves and booghs of trees, and hid far down 
— deep, deep, in hoUow places— like a silver pool, where nodding 
brancnes seemed to bathe and sport ; sweet scents of summer air breath- 
ing over fields of beans or clover ; the perfume of wet leaves or nioss ; 
the life of waving trees, and shadows always changing. When these or 
any of them tired, or in excess of pleasing tempted nim to shut his eyes, 
there was slumber in the midst of all these soft delights, with the gentle 
wind mnrmuring like music in his ears, and everything around melting 
into one delicious dream. 

Their hut— for it was little more — stood on the outskirts of the town, 
at a Short distance from the high road, but in a secluded place, where 
few Chance passengers strayed at any season of the year. It had a plot 
of garden-gronnd attached, which Bamaby, in fits and Starts of workmg, 
trimmed, and kept in order. Within doors and without, his mother 
laboured for their common good ; and hail, rain, snow, or sunshine, found 
no difference in her. 

Though so far removed from the scenes of her past life, and with so 
Uttle thought or hope of ever visiting them again, she seemed to have a 
Strange desire to know what happened in the busy world, Any old 
newspaper, or scrap of intelligence from London, she caught at with 
avidity. The excitement it produced was not of a jjleasurable kind, for 
her manner at such times expressed the keenest anxiety and dread ; but 
it never faded in the least degree. Then, and in stormy winter nights, 
when the wind blew loud and strong, the old expression came into her 
face, and she would be seized with a fit of trembung, like one who had 
an ague. But Bamaby noted little of this ; and putting a great con- 
straint npon herseK, she usually recovered her accustomed manner before 
the change had caught his Observation. 

Qrip was by no means an idle or unprofitable member of the humble 
household. raxtly by dint of Bamabys tuition, and partly by pursuing 
a species of self-instruction common to his tribe, and exerting his powers 
of Observation to the utmost, he had acquired a degree of sagacity which 
rendered him famous for miles round. His conversational powers and 
surprising Performances were the universal theme: and as many persons 
came to see the wonderful raven, and none left his exertions unrewarded 
— when he condescended to exhibit, which was not always, for genius is 
capricious — his eamings formed an important item in the common stock. 
Indeed, the bird himself appeared to know his value well ; for though 
he was perfectly free and unrestrained in the presence of Bamaby and 
his mother, he maintained in public an amazing ^vity, and never stoop- 
ed to any other gratuitous Performances than biting the ankles of vaga- 
bond boys (an exercise in which he much delighted), killing a fowl or 
two occasionally, and swallowing the dinners of various neighbouring 
dc«8, of whom the boldest held him in great awe aad dread. 

Time had glided on in this way, and nothing had happened to disturb 
or change their mode of life, when, one summer's night in June, they 
were in their little garden, resting from the labours of the day. The 
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widow's work was yet lipon Ler knee, and strewn iii)on tlie ground about 
her ; and Bamaby stood leaning upon his spade, gazing at t£e brightness 
in the west, and singing softly to nimself. 

" A brave eyening, niother V If we liad, cliinking in our pockets, but 
a few specks of that gold which is piled up yonder in tbe sky, we ehould 
be rieh for life." 

" We are better as we are," retumed the widow with a qniet smile, 
" Let US be contented, and we do not want and need not care to have it, 
though it lay shining at our feet." 

" Ay !" said Bamaby, resting with crossed arms on his spade, and look- 
ing wistfully at the sunset, " that 's well enough, mother ; but gold 's ^ 
good thing to have. I wish that I knew where to find it. Grip and I 
could do much with gold, be sure of that." 

" What would you do ? " she asked. 

" What ! A World of things. We 'd dress finely — ^you and I, I mean ; 
not Grip— keep horses, dogs, wear bright colours and feathers, do no more 
work, live deücately and at our ease. Oh, we 'd find uses for it, mother, 
uses that would do us good. I would I knew where gold was buried. 
How hard I 'd work to dig it up ! " 

" You do not know," said his mother, rising from her seat and laying 
her band upon his Shoulder, " what men have done to win it, and how 
they have Tound, too late, that it glitters brightest at a distance, and 
turns quite dim and dull when handled." 

" Ay, ay; so you say; so you think," he answered, still looking eagerly 
in thesame direction. " For all that, mother, I should like to try." 

" Do you not see," she said, " how red it is ? Nothing bears so many 
stains of blood, as gold. Avoid it. None have such cause to hate its 
name as we have. Do not so much as think of it, dear love. It has 
brought such misery and siiffering on yoiir head and mine as few have 
known, and God grant few may have to undergo. I would rather we were 
dead, and laid down in our graves, than you snould ever come to love it" 

For a moment Barnaby withdrew his eyes and looked at her with 
wonder. Then, glancing from the redness in the sky to the mark ujoa 
his wrist, as if he would compare the two, he seemed about to question 
her with eamestness, when a new object caught his wandering attention, 
and made him quite forgetful of his purpose. 

This was a man of dusty feet and garments, who etood, bareheaded, 
behind the hedge that divided their patch of garden from the pathway, 
and leant meekly forward as if he sought to mingle with their conver- 
sation, and waited for his time to speak. His face was tumed toward 
the brightness, too, but the light that feil upon it showed that he was 
blind, and eaw it not. 

" A blessing on those voices ! " said the wayfarer. " I feel the beauty 
of the night more keenly, when I hear them. They are like eyes to nie. 
Will they speak again, and cheer the heart of a poor traveller V 

" Have you no guide ? " asked the widow, after a momenfs pause. 

"None but that," he answered, pointing with his staff towards the 
sun ; "and sometimes a milder one at night^ but she is idle now.' 

" Have you travelled far ? " 
^^ " A weary way and long," rejoined the traveller as he shook his head. 
" A weary, weaiy way. I Struck my stick just now upon the hucket of 
your well— be pleased to let me have a draught of water, lady." 
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" Why do you call me lady ?" ehe retumed. " I am as poor as you." 

" Your Speech is soft and gentle, and I judge by that," replied the man. 
" The coarsest stufifs and finest siiks, are — apart from the sense of touch 
— alike to me. I cannot judge you by your dress." 

"Come round this way," said Barnaby, who had passed out at the 
garden-gate and now stodd close beside him. " Put your band in mine. 
You're blind and always in the dark, eh? Are you frightened in the 
dark? Do you see great crowds of faces, now? Do they grin and 
chatter?" 

"Alas! retumed the other, "I see nothing. Wakiög or sleeping, 
nothing." 

Barnaby looked curiously at bis eyes, and touchin» thera with bis 
fingers as an inquisitive child might, he led him towards the house. 

"You have come a long distance," said the widow, meeting him at the 
door. " How have you found your way so far ?" 

"IJse and necessity are good teacbers, as I have heard — ^the best of 
any," said the blind man, sitting down upon the chair to which Barnaby 
had led him, and putting bis hat and stick upon the red-tiled floor. 
"May neither you nor your son ever leam under them 1 They are 
rough masters." 

" You have wandered from the road, too," said the widow, in a tone 
of pihr. 

" Maybe, maybe," retumed the blind man with a sigh, and yet with 
something of a smile upon bis face, '* that 's likely. Handposts and mile- 
stones are dumb, indeed, to me. Thank you the more for this rest, and 
this refi-esbing drink ! " 

As he spoke, he raiaed the mug of water to bis mouth. It was clear, 
cold, and sparkling, but not to bis taste nevertheless, or bis thirst was 
not very great, for he only wetted bis lips and put it down again. 

He wo^, h^ng with a long Bti»p r^und hfs neck, a kini of scrip or 
wallet, in which to cany food. The widow set some bread and cheese 
before him, but he thanked her, and said that through the kindness of 
the charitable he had broken bis fast once since moming, and was not 
hungry. When he had made her this reply, he opened bis wallet, and 
took out a few pence, which was all it appeared to contain. 

" Might I make bold to ask," he said, tuming towards where Barnaby 
stood looking oa, " that one who has the gift of sight, would lay this out 
for me in bread to keep me on my way ? Heaven's blessing on the young 
feet that will bestir tnemselves'in aid of one so belpless as a sightless 
man ! ** 

Barnaby looked at bis mother, who nodded assent ; in another moment 
he was gone upon bis charitable errand. The blind man sat listening 
with an attentive face, until long after the sound of bis retreating foot- 
steps was inaudible to the widow, and then said, suddenly, and in a very 
altered tone : 

" There are various degrees and kinds of blindness, widow. There is 
the connubial blindness, ma'am, which perbaps you may have observed 
in the course of your own experience, and which is a kind of wilful and 
self-bandaging blindness. Tnere is the blindness of party, ma'am, and 
public men, which is the blindness of a mad bull in the midst of a 
regiment of soldiers clothed in red. There is the blind confidence of youth, 
which is the blindness of young kittens, wbose eyes have not yet opened 
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on the World ; and there is tliat physical blindness, ma'am, of which I 
am, contrary to my own desire, a most illnstrious example. Added to 
these, ma'am, is tnat blindness of the intellect, of which we have a 
specimen in your interesting son, and which, having sometimes glimmer- 
ings and dawnings of the light, is scarcely to be trusted as a total 
darkness. Therefore, ma'am, I have taken the liberty to get him out of 
the way for a short time, while you and I confer together, and this pre- 
caution arising out of the delicacy of my sentiments towaids yourself, 
you will excuse me, ma'am, I know." 

Having delivered himself ot this speech with many flourishes of manner, 
he drew rrom beneath his coat a flat stone bottle, and holding the cork 
between his teeth, qualified his mug of water with a plentiful infusion 
of the liquor it contained. He politely drained the bumper to her health 
and the ladies, and setting it down empty, smacked his lips with infinite 
relish. 

" I am a Citizen of the world, ma'am,'' said tbe blind man, corking hLs 
bottle, " and if I seem to conduct myself with freedom, it is therefore. 
You wonder who I am, ma'am, and what hes brought me here. Such 
experience of human nature as I have, leads me to that conclusion, with- 
out the aid of eyes by which to read the movements of your soul as 
depicted in your feminine features. I will satisfy your curiosity 
immediately, ma'am— immediately." With that he slapped his bottle on 
its broad back, and having put it under his garment as before, crossed his 
legs and folded his hands, and settled himself in his chair, previous to 
proceeding anyfurther. 

The change in his manner was so unexpected, the craft and wickedness 
of his deportment were so much aggravated by his condition— for we are 
accustomed to see in those who have lost a human sense, something in its 
place almost divine— and this alteration bred so many fears in her whom 
he addressed, that she could not pronounce one word. After waiting, as 
it seemed, for some remark or answer, and waiting in vain, the vieitor 
resumed : 

" Madam, my name is Stagg. A friend of mine who has desired the 
honour of meeting with you any time these five years past, has com- 
missioned me to call upon you. I shoiüd be glad to whisper that 
gentleman's name in your ear — Zounds, ma'am, are you deaf ? Do you 
hear me say that I should be glad to whisper my fnend's name in your 
ear?" 

" You need not repeat it," said the widow, with a stifled groan ; " I see 
too well from whom you come." 

" But as a man of honour, ma'am," said the blind man, striking himself 
on the breast, " whose credentials must not be disputed, I take leave to 
say that I wül mention that gentleman's name. Ay, ay," he added, 
seeming to catch with his quick ear the very raotion of her band, " but 
not aloud. With your leave, ma'am, I desire the favour of a whisper." 

She moved towsods him and stooped down. He muttered a word in 
her ear, and, wrinjring her hands, she paced up and down the room like 
one distracted. The blind man, with perfect composure, produced hia 
bottle again, mixed another classful ; put it up as before ; and, drinking 
from time to time, foUowed her with ms face in süence. 

«You are slow in conversation, widow," he said after a time, pausing 
m his draught. « We shall have to talk before your son." 
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"What would you have me do?" 8lie answered. "What do you 
want?" 

** We are poor, widow, we are poor," he retorted, stretclimg out liis 
right band, and rubbing Ms thumb upon its palm. 

« Poor ! " ehe cried. " And what am I ? " 

" Comparisons are odious," said the blind man. " I don't know, I 
don't care. I say that we are poor. My friend's circumstances are 
indifferent, and so are mine. We must have our rights, widow, or we 
rnust be bought off. But you know that, as well as I, so where is the 
useoftalking?" 

She still walked wildly to and £ro. At length, stopping abruptly 
before him, she said : 

" Is he near here ? " 

"He is. Close at hand." 

"Thenlamlost!" 

"Not lost, widow,** said the blind man, calmly ; ^ only found. Shall 
I call him?" 

" Not for the world ! " she answered with a shudder. 

" Very good," he replied, crossing his legs again, for he had made as 
though he would rise and walk to the door. " As you please, widow. 
His presence is not necessary that I know of. But both ne and I must 
hve ; to live, we must eat and drink ; to eat and drink, we must have 
money : — I say no more." 

"Do you know how pinched and destitute I am? "she retorted. "I 
do not think you do, or can. If you had eyes, and could look around 
vou on this poor place, you would nave pity on me. Oh ! let your heart 
be softened by your own affliction, friend, and have some sympathy with 
mine." 

The blind man snapped his fingers as he answered : 

"Beside the question, ma *am, beside the g[uestion. I have the softest 
beart in the world, but I can 't live upon it. Many a gentleman lives 
well upon a soft head, who would find a heart of the same quality a venr 
great drawback. Listen to me. This is a matter of business, with 
which sympathies and sentiments have nothing to do. As a mutual 
J&iend, 1 wish to arrange it in a satisfactory manner, if possible ; and. 
thus the case Stands. — Ii you are very poor now, it 's your own choice. 
You have friends who, in case of need, are always readv to help you. 
My friend is in a more destitute and desolate Situation than most men, 
and you and he being linked together in a common cause, he 
natumlly looks to you to assist him. He has boaided and lodged with 
me a long time (for as I said just now, I am very soft-hearted), and I 
quite approve of lus entertaining this opinion. You have always had a 
roof over your head ; he has always been an outcast. You have your 
son to comfort and assist you ; he has nobody at all. The advantages 
must not be all on one side. You are in the same boat, and we inust 
divide the bailast a little more equally." 

She was about to speak, but he checked her, and went on — 

" The only way of doing this, is by making upa little purse now and 
then for my friend ; and uiaf s what I advise. He bears you no malice 
that I know of, ma'am ; so little, that although you have treated him 
harshly more than once, and driven him, I may say, out of doors, he has 
that r^ard for you that I believe even if you disappointed him now, 

16 
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he wonld consent to take cliarge of yottr son, and to make a mau of 
him." 

He laid a great stress on these latter words, and pansed as if to find 
out what effect they had produced. She only answered by her tears. 

"He ifl a likelylad," said the blind man, thoughtfully, "formany 
puTposes. and not ill-disposed to try his fortune in a little change and 
Dustle, ii I may judge from what I heard of his talk with you to-niglit 
Come ! In a word, my friend has pressing necessity for twenty ponnds. 
You, who can give up an annuity, can get that sum for him. It's a 
pity you should be troubled. You seem very comfortable here, and it's 
worth that much to remain so. Twenty pounds, widow, is a moderate 
demand. You know where to apply for it ; a post will bring it you. 
Twenty pounds ! " 

She was about to answer him again, but again he stopped her. 

" Don't say anything hastily ; you might De sorry for it. Think of it 
a little while. Twenty nounds — of other people's money — how easy! 
Tum it over in your mind. I 'm in no hurry. Night 's Coming on, and 
if I don't sleep here, I shall not go fer. Twenty pounds ! Consider of 
it, ma^am, for twent^ minutes ; give each pound a minute ; that 's a fair 
allowance. I'll enjoy the air the whüe, which is very mild and 
pleasant in these parts." 

With these words he groped his way to the door, carrying his cliair 
with him. Then, seating himself under a spreading honeysuckle, and 
stretching his legs across the threshold so that no person could pass in 
or out without ms knowledge, he took from his pocket a pipe, flint, steel, 
and tinder-box, and began to smoke. It was a lovely evening, of that 
gentle kind, and at that time of year, when the twilight is most beautifiiL 
rausinff now and then to let his smoke curl slowly off, and to sniff the 
grateful fragrance of the flowers, he sat there at his ease — as though the 
cottage were his proper dwelling, and he had held undisputed possession 
of it all his life — ^waiting for the widow's answer and for Bamaby 's retum. 






CHAPTER XLVI. 

When Bamaby retumed with the bread, the sight of the pious old 

pügrim Smoking his pipe and making himself so moroughly at home, 

appeared to surprise even him ; the more so as that worthy pewon, 

instead of putting up the loaf in his wallet as a scarce and precions 

artide, tossed it carelessly on the table, and producing his bottle, bade 

him sit down and drink. 

" For I carry some comfort, you see," he said. " Taste that Is it 
good?" 

The water stood in Bamaby's eyes as he coughed from the strength of 
the draught, and answered in the affirmative. 

"Drink some more," said the blind man ; « don't be afraid of it You 
aon t taste anything like that often, eh ? » 



*' Often ! " med Bamaby . « Never ! " 

" Too poor ? " retumed the blind man with a sigh. " Ay. That *8 bad. 
Your mother, poor soul, would be happier if she was rieber, Bamaby." 

"Why, so I teil her — ^tbe very thing I told her just before you came 
to-night, when all tbat gold was in the sky/^ said Bamaby, drawing his 
chair nearer to him, and looking eagerly in his face. " Teil me. Is 
fhere any way of beins rieh, that I could find out ?" 
"Any way ! A hunored ways." 

" Ay, ay ? " he retumed. " Do you say so ? What are they ?— Nay, 
mother, it's for your sake I ask ; not mine ; for yours, indeed. What 
are they?" 

The blind man tumed his face, on whieh there was a smile of triumph, 
to where the widow stood in great distress : and answered ; 
"Why, they are not to be found out by stay-at-homes, my good friend." 
"By stay-at-homes ! " cried Bamaby, plucking at his sleeve. " But I 
am not one. Now, there you mistake. I am often out before the sun, 
and travel home when he has gone to rest. I am away in the woods 
before the day has reaehed the shady plaees, and am often there when 
ihe bright moon is peeping through the boughs, and looking down upon 
the other moon that lives in the water. As I walk along, 1 try to und, 
among the grass and moss, some of that small money for whieh she works 
80 hard, and üsed to shed so many tears. As I lie asleep in the shade, I 
dream of it — dream of digging it up in heaps ; and spying it out hidden 
nnder bushes ; and seeing it sparkle, as the dewdrops do, among the 
leaves. But I never find it. Teil me where it is. I d go there, u the 
jonmey were a whole year long, because I know she would be happier 
when I came home and brought some with me. Speak again. I '11 listen 
to you if you talk all night." 

The blind man nassed his band lightly over the poor felloVs face, and 
finding that his elbows were planted on the table, that bis chin rested 
on his two hands, that he leaned eagerly forward, and that his whole 
manner expressed the utmost interest and anxiety, paused for a minute 
as though ne desired the widow to observe this fiuly, and then made 
answer : 

" It 's in the world, bold Bamaby, the merry world ; not in solitary 
plaees like those you pass your time in, but in crowds, and where there 's 
noise and rattle." 

" Good ! good ! " cried Bamaby, rubbing his hands. " Yes I I love 
that. Grip loves it too. It suits us both. That 's brave ! " 

" The kmd of plaees," said the blind man," " that a young fellow likes, 
and in whieh a good son may do more for his mother, and himself to 
boot, in a month, than he could here in all his Hfe — ^that is, if he had a 
friend, you know, and some one to advise with." 

"You hear this, mother?" cried Bamaby, tuming to her with delight. 
"Never teil me we shouldn't heed- it, if it lay shining at our feet. Why 
do we heed it so mueh now? Whv do you toil from moming until 
night?" 

" Surely," said the blind man, " surely. Have you no answer, widow ? 
Is your mind," he slowly added, " not made up yet ?" 
" Let me speak with you," she answered, " apart." 
"Lay your band upon my sleeve," said Stagg, arising from the table J 
" and lead me where you wiU. Courage, bold Bamaby; We '11 talk more 
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of this : l've a fancy for you. Wait there tili I come back. Now, 
widow." 

She led Hm out at the door, and into the little garden, where they 
stopped. 

" You aie a fit agent," she said, in a half-breathless manner, " and well 
represent the man wlio sent you here." 

" 1 11 teil him that you said so," Stagg retorted. " He has a legard 
for you, and will respect me the more (if possible) for your preise. We 
must have our rights, widow." 

" Rights ! Do you know," she said, " that a word from me " 

"Why do you stop?" retumed the blind man calmly, after a long 
pause. " Do I know that a word from you would plac e my friend in 
the last Position of the duice of life? Yes, I do. What of that? It 
will never be spoken, widow." 

" You are sure of that ? '* 

" Quite — so sure, that I dont come here to discuss the question. I 
B&j we must have our rights, or we must be boueht off. Keep to that 
point, or let me retum to my young ;&iend, for I have an interest in the 
lad, and desire to put him in the way of making his fortune. Bah ! yoa 
needn't speak," he added hastily ; " I know what you would say ; you 
have hinted at it once already. Have I no feeling for you, because I 
am blind ? No, I have not Why do you expect me. being in darkness, 
to be better than men who have their sight — ^why snould you? Is the 
hand of Heaven more manifest in mv naving no eyes, than in your 
having two ? It *s the cant of you folts to be horrified if a blind man 
robs, or lies, or steals ; oh yes, it s far worse in him, who can barely live on 
the few halfpence that are thro wn to him in the streets, than in you, who 
can See, and work, and are not dependent on the mercies of the worlcL 
A curse on you I You who have five senses may be wicked at your 
pleasure ; we who have four, and want the most important, are to live 
and be moral on our affliction. The true charity and justice of rieh to 
poor, all the world over ! " 

He paused a moment when he had said these words, and caught the 
sound of money, jingling in her hand. 

"Well?" he cried, quickly resuming his former manner. "That 
should lead to something. The point, widow ?" 

*• First answer me one question," she replied. " You say he is dose at 
hand. Has he left London V 

"Being close at hand, widow, it would seem he has," retumed the 
blind man. 

" I mean for good ? You know that." 

" Yes, for gocä. The truth is, widow, that his making a longer stay 
there might have had disagreeable consequences. He has come away for 
that reason." 

" Listen," said the widow, telling some money out upon a bench beaide 
them. « Count." 

" Six," said the blind man, listening attentively. " Any more ?" 

"They are the savings," she answered, " of five years. Six guineas." 

He put out his hand for one of the coins ; feit it carefully, put it 

I^^'^ ^^ *®®*^' "^8 i<^ on the bench ; and nodded to her to proceed. 
M\...JiA .^ ^®^ scraped together and laid by, lest sickness or death 

Bnouid separate my son and me. They have been purchäsed at the pricc 
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of much hunger, hard labour, and want of rest. If you can take them 
— do — on conditioii that you leave this place upon the instant, and enter 
no more into that room, where he sits now, expecting your retum." 

" Six goineas," said the blind man, shaking his head, ^ though of the 
füllest weight that were ever coined, fall very far short of twenty pounds, 
widow." 

"For such a sum, as you know, I must write to a distant part of the 
country. To do that, and receive an answer, I must have time." 

" Two days ? " said Staffi. 

"More." 

"Foürdays?" 

" A week. Ketum on this day week, at the same hour, but not to the 
house. Wait at the comer of the lane." 

" Of course," said the blind man, with a crafty look, *' I shall find you 
there?" 

"Where eise can I take refuge? Is it not enough that you have made 
a beggar of me, and that 1 have sacrificed my whole störe, so hardly 
eamea, to preserve this home ? ** 

'* Humph ! " said the blind man, after some consideration. '* Set me 
with my face towards the point you speak of, and in the middle of the 
road. Is this the spot ? " 

« It is." 

" On this day week at sunset. And think of him within doors. — For 
the present, good night." 

She made nim no answer, nor did he stop for any. He went slowly 
away, tuming his head from time to time, and stopping to listen, as if 
he were curious to know whether he was watchea by any one. The 
shadows of night were closing fast around, and he was soon lost in the 
gloom. It was not, however, until she had traversed the lane from end 
to end, and made sure that he was gone, that she re-entered the cottage, and 
hurriedly barred the door and window. 

" Mother ! " said Barnaby. " What is the matter ? Where is the blind 
man?" 

"He is gone." 

" Gone ! " he cried, starting up. " I must have more talk with him. 
Whichwaydid he take?" 

"I don't know," she answered, folding her arms about him. "You 
must not go out to-night. There are ghosts and dreams abroad." 

" Ay ?" said Barnaby, in a frightened whisper. 

" It is not safe to stir. We must leave this place to-morrow." 

" This place ! This cottage — and the littlegarden, mother ! " 

" Yes ! To-morrow moming at sunrise. We must travel to London ; 
lose ourselves in that wide place — there would be some trace of us in any 
othex town — then travel on again, and find some new abode." 

little persuasion was required to reconcile Barnaby to anythinjg that 
promised change. In another minute, he was wild with delight ; in 
another, füll of grief at the prospect of parting with his friends the dogs ; 
in another, wild a^ain ; then he was fearful of what she had said to 
pievent his wandenng abroad that nisht, and fuU of terrors and stränge 
questions. His lightheartedness in the end surmounted all his other 
feelings, and lying down in his clothes, to the end that he might be ready 
on the morrow, he soon feil fast asleep before the poor turf fire. 
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His mother did not close her eyes, but sat beside Hm, watcbing. 
Every breatb of wind sonnded in her ears like that dreaded footstep at 
the door, or like that band upon the latcb, and made tbe calm summer 
night a night of horror. At length the welcome day appeared. When 
she had made the little preparatioEus which were neednil for theirjomney, 
and had prayed upon ner knees with many teaiB, she roused Samaby, 
who jumped up gaily at her summons. 

His clothes were lew enough, and to carry Grip was a labonr of love. 
As the sun shed his earliest beams upon the earth, they closed the door 
of their deserted home, and tumed away. The sky was blue and bright 
The air was fresh, and filled with a thousand perfames. Bamaby looked 
upward, and laughed with all his heart. 

But it was a day he usuajly devoted to a long ramble, and one of the 
dogs — the ugliest of them all — came bounding up, and jumping round 
him in the fulness of his jojr. He had to bid him go back in a surly 
tone, and bis heart smote him while he did so. Ilie dog retreated; 
tumed with a half incredulous, half imploring look ; came a little back ; 
and stopped. 

It was the last appeal of an old companion and a faithful friend— cast 
oif. Bamaby could bear no more, and as he shook his head and waved 
his playmate home, he hurst into tears. 

" Oh mother, mother, how moumful he will be when he Scratches at 
the door, and ünds it always shut ! " 

There was such a sense of home in the thought, that, though her own 
eyes overflowed, she would not have obliterated the recoUection of it, 
either from her own mind or from his, for the wealth of the whole wide 
World. 




CHAPTER XLVII. 

In the exhaustless catalpgue of Heaven's mercies to mankind, the power 
we have of finding some germs of comfort in the hardest trials must ever 
occupy the foremost place ; not only because it supports and upholds us 
when we most require to be sustained, but because in this source of con- 
Bolation there is something, we have reason to believe, of the Divine 
Spirit ; something ol that goodness which detects amidst our own evil 
doings, a redeeming quality ; something which, even in our faUen nature, 
we possess in common with the angels ; which had its being in the old 
time when they trod the earth, and lingers on it yet, in pity. 

How often, on their joumey, did the widow remember with a grateful 
heart, that out of his deprivation BarnabVs cheerfulness and Mfection 
Sprung ! How often did she caU to mind that but for that, he might 
have been suUen, morose, unkind, far removed from her — vicious, perhaps, 
and cruel ? How often had she cause for comfort, in his strength, and 
hope, and in his simple nature ! Those feeble powers of mind which 
rendered him so soon forgetful of the past, save in brief gleams an4 
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flashes, — even they were a comfort now. The world to him was fall of 
happiness ; in evenr tree, and plant, and flower, in every bird, and beast, 
and tiny insect wnom a breath of summer wind laid low npon the 
ground, he had delight. His delight was hers ; and where many a wise 
6on would have made her sorrowful, this poor lighthearted idiot filled 
her breast with thankfulness and love. 

Their stock of money was low, but from the hoard she had told into 
the blind man's hand, the widow had withheld one guinea. This, with 
the few pence she possessed besides, was to two persons of their frugal 
habits, a goodly sum in bank. Moreover, thev had Grip in Company ; 
and when they must otherwlse have changea the guinea, it was but to 
make him exhibit outside an alehouse door, or in a village street, or in 
the grounds or gardens of a mansion of the better sort, and scores who 
would have given nothing in charity, were ready to bargain for more 
amusement tcom the talkin^ bird. 

One day — for they movea slowly, and althoi^h they had many rides 
in carts and waggon^ were on the road a week — Bamaby, with Grip upon 
his Shoulder and his mother following, begged permission at a trim lodge 
to go up to the great house, at the omer end of the avenue, and show 
his raven. The man within was inclined to give them admittance, and 
was indeed about to do so, when a stout gentleman with a long whip in 
bis band, and a flushed face which seemed to indicate that he had nad 
his moming's draught, rode up to the gate, and called in a loud voice, and 
with more oaths than the occasion seemed to Warrant, to have it opened 

directlv. 
"Who hast thou got here ?" said the gentleman angrily, as the man 

threw the gate wide open, and pulled off his hat. " Wno are these, eh ? 

Art a b^gar, woman f " 
The widow answered, with a curtsey, that they were poor travellers. 
" Vagrants," said the gentleman, " vagrants and vagabonds. Thee wish 

to be made acquainted with the cage, dost thee — the cage, the Stocks, and 

the whipping-post ? Where dost come from ? " 
She told him in a timid manner, — for he was very loud, hoarse, and 

red-faced, — and besought him not to be angry, for they meant no härm, 

and would go upon their way that moment 
" Don't be too sure of that," replied the gentleman, " we don't allow 

vagrants to roam about this place. I know what thou want'st — stray 

linen drying on hedges, and stray poultry, eh ? What hast got in that 

basket, lazy nound ? 
** Grip, Grip, Grip — Grip the clever, Grip the wicked, Grip the know- 

ing — Grip, Grip, Grip," cned the raven, wnom Barnaby had shut un on 

the approach of this stem personage. " 1 'm a devil, I m a devil, I*m a 

devil — Never say die — Hurrah — Bow wow wow — Polly put the kettle 

on well all have tea." 
" Take the vermin out, scoundrel," said the gentleman, ** and let me 

see him." 
Barnaby, thus condescendingly addressed, produced his bird, but not 

without much fear and tremblmg, and set him down upon the ground ; 

which he had no sooner done than Grip drew fifty corks at least, and 

then began to dance ; at the same time eyeiuc the gentleman with sur- 

prising msolence of manner, and screwing his head so much on onQ aide 

that he appeared desirous of screwing it off upon the spot. 
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The cork-drawing seemed to make a greater impression on the genüe- 
inan's mind than the raven's power of speech, and was indeed paiticularly 
adapted to his habits and capacity. He desired to have tliat done again ; 
but despite his being very peremptory, and notwithstanding that Bamaby 
coaxed to the utmost, Qnp tumed a deaf ear to the reqnest, and pre- 
served a dead silence. 

" Bring him along," said the gentleman, pointing to the house. But 
Qrip, who had watched the action, anticipated his master^by hoppins on 
before them ;— constantly flapping his wings, and screaming " cook ! " 
meanwhile, as a hint perhaps that there was Company Coming, and a 
small collation would be acceptable. 

Barnaby and his mother walked on, on either side of the gentleman 
on horseback, who surveyed each of them from time to time in a proud 
and coarse manner, and occasionally thondered out some ouestion, the 
tone of which alarmed Bamaby so much that he could find no answer, 
and, as a matter of course, could make him no reply. On one of these 
occasions, when the gentleman appeared disposea to exerdse his horse- 
whip, the widow ventured to inform him, in a low voice and with tears 
in her e^es, that her son was of weak mind. 

"An idiot, eh ? " said the gentleman, looking at Bamaby as he spoke. 
"And how lonc hast thou been an idiot ?" 

" She knowfl, was Bamaby's timid answer, pointing to his mother— 
"I— always, I believe." 

" From his birth," said the widow. 

" I don't believe it,** cried the gentleman, " not a bit of it If s an 
excuse not to work. There's nothmg like flogging to eure that disorder. 
I 'd make a difference in him in ten minutes, I '11 oe bound." 

" Heaven has made none in more than twice ten years, sir," said the 
widow mildly. 

" Then why don 't you shut him up ? We pay enough for county 
institutions, damn'em. But thou'd rather drag him about to excite 
charity — of course. Ay, I know thee.** 

Now, this gentleman had various endearing appellations among his 
intimate friends. By some he was called " a country gentleman of the 
true school," by some "a fine old country gentleman," by some "a 
sporting gentleman," by some " a thoroughbriä Englishman," by some 
" a genuine John Bull ; " but they all agre^ in one respect, and that was, 
that it was a pity there were not more like him, and that because there 
were not, the country was going to rack and ruin every day. He was in 
the commission of the pjeace, and could write his name almost legibly ; 
but his greatest qualifications were, tiiat he was more severe with poachers, 
was a better shot, a harder rider, had better horses, kept better does, 
could eat more solid food, drink more strong wine, go to bed every nignt 
more drunk and get up every moming more sober, than any man in the 
county. In knowledge of horseflesh he was almost equal to a farrier, in 
Stahle leaming he surpa&sed his own head groom, and in gluttony not 
a pig on his estate was a match for him. He had no seat in Parliament 
himself, but he was extremely patriotic, and usually drove his votere up 
to the poll with his own hanas. He was warmly attached to Church 
wid State, and never appointed to the living in his gift any but a three- 
bottle man and a first-rate fox-hunter. He mistrusted the honesty of 
aU poorpeople who could read and write, and had a secret jealousy of 
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bis own wife (a young lady whom he had mamed for what his friends 
caljed '*the good old English reason/' that her fetther^s property adjoined 
bis own) for possessing those accomplishments in a greater degree than 
liimself. In short, Bcmiaby being an idiot, and Grip a creature of mere 
brüte instinct, it would be very hard to say what this gentleman was. 

He rode up to the door of a handsome house approached by a grcat 
flight of Steps, where a man was waiting to take his horse, and lea the 
way into a large hall, which, spacious as it was, was tainted with the 
fiimes of last night's stale debauch. Great^coats, riding-whips, bridles, 
top-boots, spurs, and such gear, were strewn about on all sides, and 
formed, witn some huee sts^gs' antlers and a few portraits of dogs and 
böiges, its principal emDellishinents. 

Throwing himself into a great chair (in which, by-the-bye, he often 
snored away the night, when he had been, according to his admirers, a 
finer countiy gentleman than nsual) he bade the man to teil his mistress 
to oeme down: and presently there appeared, a little flurried, as it 
seemed, by the unwonted summons, a lady much younger than himself, 
wbo had the appearance of being in delicate health, and not too happy. 

"Here ! Thou^st no delight in following the hounds as an English- 
woman should have," said tne gentleman. ^ See to this here. That '11 
please thee x>erhaps.'' 

The lady smiled, sat down at a little distance from him, and glanced 
at Bamaby with a look of pity. 

" He's an idiot^ the woman says," observed the gentleman, shaking his 
bead ; " I don't believe it." 
" ks% you his mother ? " asked the lady. 
She answered yes. 

"What 's the use of asking Äer P said the gentleman, thrusting his 
hands into his breeches pockets. " She '11 teU thee so, of course. Most 
likely he's hired, at so much a day. There ! Get on ! Make him do 
something." 

Grip having by this time recovered his urbanity, condescended, at 
Bamaby's solicitation, to repeat his various phrases of speech, and togo 
through the whole of his Performances with the utmost success. The 
corkB, and the '* Never say die," afforded the gentleman so much delight 
that ne demanded the repetition of this part of the entertainment, until 
Grip got into bis basket, and positively refused to say another word, 
good or bad. The lady, too, was much amused with him ; and the closing 
point of his obstinacy so deli^hted her husband that he burst into a roar 
of laughter, and demanded his price. 

Barnaby looked as though he didnt understand his meaning. Pro- 
bably he did not 

"His price," said the gentleman, rattling the money in his pockets : 
" what dost want for him ? How much ? " 

" He 's not to be sold," replied Bamaby, shuttine up the basket in a 
great hurry, and throwing the strap over his Shoulder. " Mother, come 
away ! " 

"Thou seest how much of an idiot he is, book-leamer," said the 
gentleman, looking scomfuUy at his wife " He can make a bargain. 
What dost want for him, old woman ?" 

^' He is my son's constant companion," said the widow. " He is not 
to be Bold, sir, indeed." 
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"Not to be flold 1** cried the gentleman, growing ten times redder, 
hoarser, and louder tlian before. " Not to be sold l " 

"Indeed, no," she answered. "We have never tbouglit of parting 
with bim, sir, I do assure you." 

He was evidently about to make a verjr passionate retort, wben a few 
murmured words from bis wife happenmg to catch bis ear, he tumed 
ßharply round, and said, "Eh ? What ?" 

" We can hardly expect them to seil the bird against their own 
desire," she Mtered. " If they prefer to keep bim ^^ 

" Prefer to keep bim !^ he echoed. " These people, who go tramping 
about the country a-pilfering and vagabondising on all hands, prefer to 
keep a bird, wben a landed proprietor and a justice asks bis price ! That 
old woman's been to schooL 1 know she has. Don't teil me no," he 
roared to the widow, " I say, yes." 

Bamaby's mother pleaded guilty to the accusation, and hoped there 
was no barm in it. 

" No barm 1 " said the gentleman. " No. No barm. No barm, ye 
old rebel, not a bit of barm ! If my clerk was here, I 'd set ye in the 
Stocks, I would, or laj ye in jail for prowling up and dovm, on the look- 
out for petty larcemes, ye limb of a gipsy ! Here, Simon, put these 
pilferers out, shove 'em into the road, out with 'em! Ye don't want to 
seil the bird, ye that come here to beg, don't ye ! If they an't out in 
double-quick, set the dogs upon 'em ! '' 

They waited for no further dismissal, but fled precipitately, leaving 
the gentleman to storm away by himself (for the poor lady had already 
retreated), and making a great many vain attempts to silence Grip, who, 
excited by the noise, drew corks enough for a Gity feast as they hurried 
down the avenue, and appeared to coi^ratulate himself beyona measure 
on having been the cause of the disturbance. Wben they had nearly 
reached the lodge, another servant, emergingfromthe shrubbery, feigned 
to be verv active in ordering them oflf, but this man put a crown into the 
widoVs band, and whispering that bis lady sent it, thrust them gently 
from the gate. 

This incident only suggested to the widoVs mind, wben they halted 
at an ale-house some miles farther on, and heard the justice's cnaracter 
as given by bis friends, that perhaps something more than capaci^ of 
stomach, and tastes for the kennel and the stable, were required to lorm 
either a perfect country gentleman, a thorougb-bred Englishman, or a 
genuine John Bull ; and that possibly the terms were sometimes mis- 
appropriated, not to say disgraced. She little thought then, that a 
circumstance so slight would ever influence their future fortunes ; but 
time and experience enlightened her in this respect. 

" Mother," said Barnab)^, as they were sitting next day in a waggon 
which was to take them within ten miles of the capital, " we 're going to 
London first, you said. Shall we see that blind man there ?" 

She was about to answer " Heaven forbid ! " but checked herseif, and 
told bim "No, she thought not ; why did he ask V 

"He 's a wise man," said Bamaby, with a thoughtful countenance. 
" I wish that we may meet with him again. What was it that he said 
of crowds ? That gold was to be found wbere people crowded, 'and not 
among the trees and in such quiet places ? He spoke as if he loved it 
liondon is a crowded place ; I think we shall meet him there.'' 
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" But why do you desire to see him, love ? " slie asked. 
"Because/* said Bamaby, looking wistfully at her, "he talked to me 
about gold, which is a rare thing, and say what you will, a thing you 
would like to have, I know. And because he came and went away so 
ßtiangely— just as white-headed old men come sometimes to my bed's 
foot in the night, and say what I can't remember when the brignt day 
retums. He told me he'd come back. I wonder why he broke his 
woid?'' 

" But you never thought of being rieh or gay before, dear Bamaby. 
You have always been contented." 

He laughed and bade her say that again, then cried, " Ay ay — oh, yes," 
and laughed once more. Then something passed that caught his fiancy, 
and the topic wandered from hifl mind, and was succeeded by another 
just as fleeting. 

But it was piain from what he had said, and from his retumin^ to the 
point more than once that day, and on the next, that the blind man's 
Visit, and, indeed, his words, had taken strons possession of his mind. 
Whether the ideä of wealth had occurred to nim for the first time on 
looking at the golden clouds that evening — and images were often pre- 
sented to his thoughts by outward objects quite as remote and dist£Uit ; 
or whether their poor and humble way of life had suggested it, by con- 
trast, long ago ; or whether the accident (as he would deem it) of the 
blind man's pursuing the current of his own remarks, had done so at 
the moment ; or he had been impressed by the mere circumstance of 
the man being blind, and, therefore, unlike any one with whom he had 
talked before ; it was impossible to teil. She tried every means to 
discover, but in vain ; and the probability is that Barnaby himself was 
equally in the dark. 

It fiilled her with uneasiness to find him harping on this strinc, but 
all that she could do was to lead him . quickly to some other subject, 
and to disuüss it from his brain. To caution him against their visitor, 
to show any fear or suspicion in reference to him, would only be, she 
feared, to increase that interest with which Bamaby regarded him, and 
to strengthen his desire to meet him once again. She hoped by plung- 
ing into the crowd, to rid herseif of her terrible pursuer, and then by 
journeying to a distance and observing increased caution, if that were 
possible, to live again unknown, in secrecy and peace. 

They reached, in course of time, their halting-place within ten miles. 

of London, and lay there for the night, after bargaining to be carried on 

for a trifle next day, in a light van which was retuming empty, and was 

to Start at five o'clock in the morning. The driver was punctual, the 

road good — save for the dust, the weather being very hot and dry — and 

at seven in the forenoon on Friday, the second of Jime, one thousand 

fieven hundred and eighty, they aUghted at the foot of Westminster 

Bridge, bade their conductor farewefi, and stood alone together on the 

scorcning pavement— for the freshness which night sheds upon such 

böÄy-thoroughfares had already departed, and the sun was shining with 

uncoiumon lustre. 
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CHAPTER XLVIIL 

Uncebtaik where to go next, and bewildered by tlie crowd of people 
wlio were alreadv astir, they sat down in one of the recesses on the 
brid^e, to rest. Thev soon became aware that the stream of life was dl 
pouring one way, ana that a vast throng of persona were crossing the 
river from the Middlesex to the Surrey shore, in unusual haste and 
evident excitement They were, for the most part, in knots of two or 
three, or sometimes half-a-dozen ; they spoke little together — ^many of 
them were quite silent ; and hurried on as if they had one absorbing 
object in view, which was common to them alL 

They were surprised to see that nearly every man in this great con- 
course, which stiü came pouring past, without slackening in the least, 
wore in his hat a blue cockade ; and that the chance passengers who 
were not so decorated, appeared timidly anxious to escape Observation or 
attack, and gave them tne wall as if they woold concilmte them. This, 
however, was natural enough, considering their inferiority in point of 
numbers ; for the proportion of those who wore blue cockades to those 
who were dressed as usual, was at least forty or fifty to one. There was 
no quarrelling, however ; the blue cockades went swarming on, passing 
each other when they could, and making all the speed that was possible 
in such a multitude ; and exchanged nothing more than looks, and very 
often not even those, with such of the passers-by as were not of their 
number. 

At first, the current of people had been confined to the two pathways, 
and but a few more eager sl^agglers kent the road. But after half an 
hour or so, the passage was completely blocked up by the great press, 
which, being now closely wedged together, and impeded by the carte 
and coaches it encountered, moved but slowly, and was sometimes at a 
stand for five or ten minutes together. 

After the lapse of nearly two hours, the numbers began to diminish 
visibly, and graduaHy dwindling away, by little and little, left the bridge 
quite clear, save that, now and then, some hot and dusty man, with the 
cockade in his hat, and his coat thrown over his Shoulder, went pantin^ 
by, fearful of being too late, or stopped to ask which way his fnends had 
taken, and being directed, hastened on again like one refreshed. In 
this oomparative solitude, which seemed quite stränge and novel after 
the late crowd, the widow had for the first time an opportunity of in- 
quiring of an old man who came and sat beside them, what was the 
meaning of that great assemblage. 

" Why, where nave you come from," he retumed, "that you haven't 
heard of Lord George Öordon's great association ? This is the day that 
he presents the petition against the Catholics, God bless him ! " 

"What have all these men to do with that ?" she said. 

"What have they to do with it ! " the old man replied. " Why, how 
you taJk ! Don't you know his lordship has declared he won't present 
it to the House at all, unless it is attended to the door by forty thousand 
good and true men at. least ? There 's a crowd for you ! " 

" A crowd indeed ! " said Bamaby. " Do you hear that, mother ! " 

"And they 're mustering yonder, as I am told," resumed the old man, 
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''nigh upon a hnndred tliousand strong. Ali ! Let Lord Qeorge alone. 
He knows his power. There '11 be a-good many faces inside them three 
Windows over there," and he pointed to where the House of Commons 
overlooked the river, ** thatll tum pale when good Lord Qeoive gets up 
this aftemoon, and with reason too l Ay, ay. Let his lordship alone. 
Let him alone. He knows !" And so, with much mumbling and chuck- 
ling, and shaking of his forefinger, he rose, with the assistance of his 
stiä, and tottered off. 

" Mother l " said Bamaby, " that 's a brave crowd he talks o£ 
Come ! » 

"Not to join it ! " cried his mother. j 

"Yes, yes,'* he answered, plucking at her sleeve. "Why notl 
Come!'' 

"You don't know," she urged, "what mischief they may do, where 
they may lead you, what their meaning is. Dear Bamaby, for my 
sake ■" 

" For your sake ! " he cried, patting her hand. " Well ! It is for your 
sake, mother. You remember what the blind man seid about the gold. 
Here's a brave crowd ! Come ! Or wait tili I come back— yes, yes, 
wait here." 

She tried with all the eamestness her fears engendered, to tum him 
from his purpose, but in vain. He was stooping down to buckle on his 
shoe, when a hackney-coach passed them rather quickly, and a voice 
inside called to the driver to stop. 

" Young man !" said a voice within. 

" Who 's that ? " cried Bamaby, looking up. 

"Do you wear this omament?" retumed the stranger, holding out a 
blue cockade. 

" In Heaven's name, no. Pray do not give it him ! " exclaimed the 
widow. 

"Speak for yourself, woman," said the man within the coach, coldly. 
"Leave the young man to his choice ; he 's old enough to make it, and 
to snap yonr apron-strings. He knows, without your teUing, whether 
he wears the sign of a loyal Englishman or not" 

Bamaby, trembling with impatience, cried " Yes ! yes, yes, I do," as 
he had cried a dozen times already. The man threw him a cockade, and 
crying " Make haste to St. George's Fields," ordered the coachman to 
drive on fast ; and left them. 

With hands that trembled with his eagemess to fix the bauble in his 
hat, Bamaby was adjusting it as he best could, and hurriedly replying 
to the tears and entreaties of his mother, when two gentlemen passed on 
the opposite side of the way. Observing them, and seeing how Bamaby 
was occupied, they etopped, whispered together for an instant, tumed 
back, ana came over to tnem. 

"Why are you sitting here ?" said one of them, who was dressed in a 
piain suit of black, wore long lank hair, and carried a great cane. " Why 
nave you not gone with the rest ? " 

'* I am going, sir," replied Bamaby, finishing his task, and putting his 
hat on with an air of pride. " I shaU be there directly." 

" Say * my lord,' young man, when his lordship does you the honour 
of speaking to you,'' said the second gentleman mildly. " If you don't 
know Lord Gkorge Gordon when you see him, it 's high time you should." 



lu. 
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** Nay, Qaflhford/' said Loi^ George, as Bamaby pulled off bis hat 
agün and made him a low bow, '* it 's no great matter on a day like tliis, 
wnich every Englishman will remember with delight and pride. Put 
on your hat, friend, and follow us, for you lag behind and are late. It's 
past ten now. Didn't you know that the hour for ajaaembling was ten 
o'clock?" 

Bamaby shook his head and looked vacantly from one to the other. 

" You might have known it, friend," said Gashford, " it was perfectly 
understood. How came jo\x to be so ill-informed V 

" He cannot teil you, sir,*' the widow interposed. " It 's of no use to 
ask him. We are out this moming come from a long distance in the 
country, and know nothing of these matters." 

" The cause has taken a deep root, and has spread its brancbes far and 
Wide," said Lord George to his secretary. '* This is a pleasant hearing. 
I thank Heaven for it ! " 

" Amen ! " cried Gashford with a solemn fsice. 

" You do not understand me, my lord," said the widow. " Pardon 
me, but you cruelly mistake my meaning. We know nothing of these 
matters. We have no desire or right to joüi in what you are about to 
do. This is my son, my poor afflicted son, dearer to me than my own 
life. In mercy's name, my lord, go your way alone, and do not tempt 
bim into danger ! " 

" My good woman," said Gashford, " how can you ! — Dear me ! — ^What 
do you mean by tempting, and by danger ? Bo you think his lordship 
is a roanng Hon, going about seeking whom ne may devour? God 
bless me l " 

" No, no, my lord, forgive me," implored the widow, layii^ both her 
hands upon his breast, and scarcely knowins what she did, or said, in 
the earnestness of her supplication, " but there are reasons whv you 
should hear my eamest mother's prayer, and leave my son witn me. 
Oh, do. He is not in his ri^ht senses, he is not, indeed ! " 

" It is a bad sign of the wickedness of these times," said Lord George, 
evading her touch, and colouring deeply, " that those who cling to tne 
truth and support the right cause, are set down as mad. Have you the 
heaiA to say tnis of your own son, unnatural mother ?" 

"I am astonished at you !" said Gashford, with a küid of meek 
severity. " This is a very sad picture of female depravity." 

" He has surely no appearance," said Lord Georoe, glancing at Bamaby, 
and whispering in his secretary's ear, " of being deranged ? And even if 
he had, we must not construe any trifling peculiarity into madness. 
Which of US " — and here he tumed red again — ** would be safe, if that 
were made the law ? " 

** Not one," repHed the secretary ; " in that case, the greater the zeal, 
the truth, and taLent : the more mrect the call from above : the clearer 
would be the madness. Witli regard to this young man, my lord," be 
added, with a lip that slightly curled as he looked at Bamaby, who 
Btood twirling his hat, and stealthily beckomng them to come away, 
** he is as sensible and self-possessed as any one I ever saw." 

"And you desire to make one of this great body?" said Lord George, 
addressing him ; «and intended to make one, did you ?" 

■r "X^-^y^f" said Barnaby, with sparkling eyes. « To be sure I did ! 
I told her so myself." 
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•*! See," replied Lord George, with a reproachful glance at the un- 
liappy mother. " I thought so. Follow me and this gentleman, and 
you snall have yoiir wish." 

Bamaby kissed liis mother tenderly on the cheek, and bidding her be 
of good cheer, for their fortunes were both made now, did as he was 
desired. She, poor woman, followed too — with how much fear and 
grief it would be hard to telL 

They passed quickly along tbe Bridge Road, where tbe shops were all 
ßliut up (for the passage of tne great crowd and tbe expectation of their 
retum had alarmed tne tradesmen for their goods and Windows), and 
where, in the upper storeys, all the inhabitants were congregated, 
looking down into the street below, with' faces vaiiouely expressive of 
alarm, of interest, expectancy , and indignation. Some of tnese applauded, 
and some hissed ; but regardless of these interruptions — for the noise of 
a vast congregation of people at a little distance sounded in his ears like 
the roaring of the sea — Lord George Gordon quickened his pace, and 
presently arrived before St. George's Fields. 

They were really fields at that time, and of considerable extent. Hera 
an immense multitiide was coUected, bearing flags of various kinds and 
ßizes, but all of the same colour — ^blue, like the cockades — some sections 
marching to and fro in military arräv, and others drawn up in circles 
Squares, and lines. A large portion, both of the bodies which paraded 
the ground, and of those which remained stationary, were occupied in 
singmg hymns or psalms. With whomsoever this originated, it was 
well done ; for the sound of so many thousand voices in the air mnst 
have stirred the heart of any man within him, and could not failto have 
a wonderful effect upon entnusiasts, however mistaken. 

Scouts had been posted in advance of the sreat body, to give notice of 
their leader's Coming. These falling back, the word was quickly passed 
through the whole host, and for a short interval there ensued aprofound 
and deathlike silence, during which the mass was so still and quiet, that 
the fluttering of a banner caught the eye, and became a circumstance of 
note. Then they burst into a tremendous shout, into another and 
another ; and the air seemed rent and shaken, as if by the discharge of 
cannon. 

" Gashford ! " cried Lord George, pressing his secretary*s arm tight 
within his own, and speaking with as much emotion in his voice, as in 
Ins altered face, " I am called indeed, now. I feel and know it ; I am 
the leaderof anhost. If they summoned me at this moment with one 
voice to lead them on to death, I'd do it — ^Yes, and fall first myself ! " 

" It is a proud sight," said the secretary. " It is a noble day for 
England, and for the great cause throughout the world. Such homage, 

my lord, as I, an humble but devoted man, can render ^" 

" What are you doing ?" cried the master, catching him by both hands ; 
for he had made show of kneeling at his feet. " Do not imfit me, dear 
Gashford, for the solemn duty of this glorious day " — the tears stood in 
the eyes of the poor gentleman as he said the words — " Let us go among 
them ; we have to find a place in some division for this new recruit — 
give me your hand." 

Gashford slid his cold insidious palm into his master^s grasp, and so, 
band in hand, and followed still by Bamaby and by his mother too, 
they mingled with the concourse. 
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They had by tliis time taken to their smging again, and as their 
leader passed between their ranks, they raised their voices to their 
utmofit. Many of those who were banded together to support the 
religion of their country, even unto death, had never heard a hynm er 
pflalm in all their lives. But these feUows having for the most pait 
strong lungs, and being naturally fond of einging, chanted any nbaldry 
or nonsense that occurred to them, feeling pretty certain that it would 
not be detected in the general chorus, and not caring much if it were. 
Many of these yoluntaries were sun^ under the yery noee of Lord Qeorge 
Goraon, who, quite unconscious of tneir biuden, passed on with his nsual 
Btiff and solemn deportment, yery much edified and delighted by the 
pious conduct of his followers. 

So they went on and on, up this line, down that, round the exterior of 
this circle, and on every side of that hoUow Square ; and still there were 
lines, and Squares, and circles out of number to reyiew. The day being 
now intensely ho^ and the sun striking down its fiercest rays upon the 
field, those who carried heayy banners oegan to grow faint and weary ; 
most of the number assembled were fain to pull off their neckcloths, and 
throw their coats and waistcoats open ; and some, towards the centre, 
quite overpowered by the excessiye heat, which was of course rendered 
more unendurable by the multitude around them, lay down upon the 
grass, and offered all they had about them for a drink of water. Still, 
no man left the ground, not eyen of those who were so distressed ; stiU 
Lord George, Streaming from eyery pore, went on with Gashford ; and 
still Bamaby and his mother foUowed close behind them. 

They had arriyed at the top of a long line of some eight hundred men 
in Single file, and Lord George had tumed his head to look back, when 
a loud cry of recogiiition — ^in that peculiar and half-stifled tone which & 
yoice has, when it is raised in the open air, and in the midst of a great 
concourse of persons — ^was heard, and a man stepped with a shout of 
laughter from the ranks, and smote Bamaby on the Shoulders with his 
heavy band. 

" How now 1 " he cried. " Bamaby Rudge ! Why, where have you 
been hiding for these hundred years ? " 

Bamaby nad been thinking within himself that the smell of the trodden 
grass brought back his old days at cricket, when he was a young boy 
and played on Chigwell Green. Confused by this sudden and boisterons 
address, he stared m a bewildered manner at the man, and could scarcdy 
say,"What! Hueh!»» 

" Hugh ! " echoed the other ; "ay, Hugh— Maypole Hugh ! You le- 
member my dog? He*s aliye now, and will know you, I Warrant 
What, you wear the colour, do you ? Well done ! Ha, ha, ha ! " 

" You know this young man, I see," said Lord George. 

" Know him, my lord ! — as weU as I know my own right band. My 
captain knows him. We all know him.** 

" Will you take him into your diyision ? ** 

" It hasn't in it a better, nor a nimbler, nor a more actiye man, than 

Bamaby Rudce," said Hugh. " Show me the man who aays it has ! 

Fall in, Bamaby. He shaU march, my lord, between me and Dennis ; 

and he shall carry," he added, taking a flag from the band of a tiied 

man who tendered it, «the gayest silken streamer in this yaliant 
army." 



^ARN^ABY MUDOJS. 267 

"In the nanie of God, no \^ shrieked the widow, darting forwaid. 
"Bamaby — my lord — see — he '11 come back — Bamaby — Bamaby !" 

"Women in the field !" cried Hiigh, stepping between them, and 
holding her off. " Holloa ! My captain there ! " 

"Wnat's the matter here?" cried Simon Tappertit, bustling iip in a 
great heat " Do you call this order ? " 

" Nothing like it, captain," answered Hugh, still holding her back with 
hia outstretched hand. " It 's against all oiders. Ladies are carrying off 
our gallant soldiers from their duty. The word of command, captain I 
They 're filing off the ground. Quick ! " 

"dose!" cried Simon, with all the power of his lungs. "Form! 
March!" 

She was thrownto the ground; the whole field was in motion; Bamaby 
was whirled away into the heart of a dense mass of men, and she saw 
liim no more. 




CHAPTER XLIX, 

The mob had been divided from its first assembl^e into f our divisions — 
the London, the Westminster, the Southwark, and the Scotch. Each of 
Ihese divisions being subdivided into various bodies, and these bodies 
being drawn up in various forms and figures, the general arrangement 
was, except to the few chiefe and leaders, as uninteÜigible as the plan of 
a great battle to the meanest soldier in the field. It was not without its 
method, however ; for, in a very short space of time after being put in 
motion, the crowd had resolved itself into three great parties, and were 
prepared, as had been arranged, to cross the river by aifferent bridges, 
and make for the House of Commons in separate detachments. 

At the head of that division which had Westminster Bridge for its 
approach to the scene of action, Lord George Gordon took his post ; with 
Gashförd at his right hand, and sundry rufiians, of most unpromising 
appearance, forming a kind of staff about him. The conduct of a second 
party, wliose route lay by Blackfriars, was entrusted to a committee of 
management, including perhaps a dozen men ; while the third, which 
was to go by London Bridge, and through the main streets, in order that 
their numbers and their serious intentions might be better known and 
appreciated by the Citizens, were led by Simon Tappertit (assisted by a 
few subaltems, selected from the Brotherhood of United Bull-dogs), 
Dennis the hangman, Hugh, and some others. 

The word of command being given, each of these great bodies took 
the read assigned to it, and departed on its way, in perfect order and 
profonnd silence. That which went throueh the City greatly exceeded 
the others in number, and was of such prodigious extent that when the 
rear began to move, the front was nearly four miles in advance, notwith- 
stancling that the men marched three abreast and foUowed very close 
upon. each other. 

17 
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At the head of this parbr, in the place where Hugh, in tlie madness o{ 
his humour, had stationed him, and Walking between that daugerous 
companion and the hangman, went Bamaby ; as many a man among the 
tboasands who looked on that day afterwards remembered well Foi^etful 
of all other things in the ecstasy of the moment, his face flushed and his 
eyes sparkling with delight, heedless of the weicht of the great baimer 
he carried, and mindful only of its fiashing in tne snn ana rostling in 
Üie Summer breeze, on he went, proud, happy, elated past all telling :— 
the only lisht-hearted, undesigning creatnre, in the whole assembly. 

" What do you think of this ? " asked Hugh, as they passed through 
the crowded streets, and looked up at the Windows which were thronged 
with spectators. " They have aU tumed out to see our flags and streamers, 
eh, Bamaby ? Why, Bamaby's the greatest man of all the pack ! His 
flag's the largest of the lot, the brightest too. There 's nothing in the 
show like Bamaby. All eyes are turned on him. Ha, ha, ha 1 " 

" Don't make that din, brother," growled the hangman, glancing with 
no very approving eyes at Bamaby as he spoke : " I hope he don't think 
there 's nothing to be done but carrying that there piece of blue rag, 
like a boy at a breakine up. You 're ready for action, I hope, eh ? You, 
I mean,'' he added, nudging Bamaby roughly with his elbow. "What 
are you staring at ? Why aon't you speak ? " 

Biamaby heä been gazing at his nag, and looked vacantly from his 
questioner to Hugh. 

" He don't understand your way," said the latter. " Here, I 'U explain 
it to him. Bamaby, old boy, attend to me." 

" I '11 attend," said Bamaby, looking anxiously round ; " but I wish I 
could see her somewhere." 

" See who ?" demanded Dennis in a gmff tone. " You ain't in love, I 
hope, brother? That an't the sort of thing for us, you know. We 
mustn't have no love here." 

" She would be proud indeed to see me now, eh, Hugh ? " said Bamaby. 
" Wouldn't it make her glad to see me at the head of this large show 1 
She'd cry for joy, I know she would. Where can she be ? She never 
sees me at my best, and what do I care to be eay and fine if skeh not 
by?" 

" Why, what palaver's this ? " asked Mr. Dennis, with supreme disdain. 
" We an't got no sentimental members among us, I hope." 

" Don't be uneasy, brother," cried Hugh, " he 's only talking of his 
mother." 

" Of his what ? " said Mr. Dennis, with a strong oath. 

"His mother." 

" And have I combined myself with this here section, and tumed out 
on this here memorable day, to hear mentalk about their mothers?" 
growled Mr. Dennis with extreme disgust. " The notion of a man's 
sweetheart 's bad enough, but a man's mother ! " — and here his disgust 
was so extreme that he spat upon the ground, and could* say no more. 

"Bamaby 's right," cned Hugh with a grin, "and I say it. Lookee, 
bold lad. If ehe 's not here to see, it 's because 1 've provided for her, 
and sent half-a-dozen gentlemen, every one of 'em with a blue flag (but 
not half as fine as yours), to take her, in state, to a grand house all hung 
round with gold and silver banners, and everything eise you please, 
where she '11 wait tili you come, and want for nothing." 
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*' Ay ! ** Said Bamaby, his face beaming with delight : " have you in- 
deed? That'sagoodhearinc. That'sfine! KindHugh!" 

" But notbing to wbat will come, bless you," retorted Hugb, with a 
wink at Dennis, wbo regarded bis new companion in anns with great 
afitonisbment 

" No, indeed 1 ^ cried Bamaby. 

" Nothing at all," eaid Hugh. " Money, cocked hats and feathers, red 
coats and gold lace— all the nne things there are, ever were, or ever will 
be— will belong to us if we are true to that noble gentleman — the best 
man in the world— carry our flags forafew days, and keep'em safe. 
That 's all we Ve got to do." 

"Is that all ?" cried Bamaby with glistening eyes, as he clutched his 
pole the tighter ; " I Warrant you I keep this one safe, then. You have 
put it in good haiids. You know me, Hugh. Nobody shall wrest this 
flag away." 

« Well Said ! " cried Hugh. " Ha, ha ! Nobly said l That 's the old 
ßfcout Bamaby, that I Ve climbed and leaped with, many and many a 
day — I knew I was not mistaken in Bamaby. — Don't you see, man," he 
added in a whisper, as he slipped to the other side of Dennis, ^ that the 
lad 's a natural, and can be got to do anvthing, if you take him the right 
way ? Lettin^ alone the fun he is, he s worth a dozen men, in eamest, 
as you 'd find if you tried a fall with him« Leave him to me. You shall 
Boon see whether he 's of use or not" 

Mr. Dennis received these explanatory remarks with many nods and 
Winks, and softened his behaviour towards Bamaby from that moment. 
Hugh, laying his finger on liis nose, stepped back into his former place, 
aud they proceeded in silence. 

It was between two and three o'clock in the aftemoon when the three 
great parties met at Westminster, and, uniting into one huge mass, raised 
a tremendous shout. This was not only done in token of their presence, 
but as a signal to those on whom the task devolved, that it was time to 
take possession of the lobbies of both Houses, and of the various avenues 
of approach, and of the gallery stairs. To the last-named place, Hugh 
and Dennis, still with their pupil between them, mshed straigntway ; 
Bamaby having given bis flag into the hands of one of their own party, 
who kept tiiem at the outer door. Their followers pressing on behind, 
they were bome as on a great wave to the very doors of the gallery, 
whence it was impossible to retreat, even if they had been so inclined, 
by reason of the tnrong which choked up the passages. It is a familiär 
eipression in describing a great crowd, that a i)er8on might have walked 
upon the people's heads. In this case it was,actually done ; for a boy 
wno had by some means got among the concourse, and was in imminent 
danger of suffocation, climbed tothe Shoulders of a man beside him, and 
walked upon the people's hats and heads into the open street ; traversing 
in bis passage the whole length of two staircases and a lona gallery. 
Nor was the swarm without less dense ; for a basket which had been 
tossed into the crowd, was jerked from head to head, and Shoulder to 
Shoulder, and went spinning and whirling on above them, until it was 
lost to view, without ever once falling in among them or Coming near 
the ground. 

Through this vast throng, sprinkled doubtless here and there with 
honest zealots, but composed for the most part of the very scum and 
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refüse of London, whose growth was fostered by bad criminal laws, l)ad 
prison regulations, and the worst conceivable police, such of the membeiB 
of both Bouses of Parliament as had not taken the precaution to be 
already at tbeir poets, were corapelled to fight and lorce their way. 
Their carriages were stopped and oroken ; the wheels wrenched off, the 
glasses Bhivered to atoma ; the panels beaten in ; drivers, footmen, and 
masters, puUed ^m their seats and rolled in tbe mud. Lords, common- 
ers, and reverend bishops, with little distinction of person or partv, were 
kicked and pindied and hustled ; passed from haiid to band throiigh 
various stages of ill-usage ; and sent to their fellow-senators at last with 
their clothes hanging in ribbons about them, their bagwigs tom off, them- 
selves speechless and breathless, and their persona covered with the 
powder which had been cnffed and beaten out of their hair. One lord 
was so long in the hands of the populace, that the Peers as a body re- 
solved to sally forth and rescue nim, and were in the act of doin^ so^ 
when he happily appeared among them covered with dirt and bruises, 
and hardly to be recognised by those who knew him best The noise 
and uproar were on the increase every moment The air was fiUed with 
execrations, hoots, and howlings. The mob raged and roared, like a mad 
monster as it was, unceasingly, and each new outrage served to swell its 
fury. 

W ithin doors, matters were even yet more threatening. Lord George 
— preceded by a man who carried the immense petition on a porter's 
knot through the lobby to the door of the House of Commons, where it 
was received by two officers of the House, who rolled it up to the table 
ready for presentation — ^had taken bis seat at an early hour, before the 
Speaker went to prayers. His followers pouring in at the same time, the 
lobby and all the avenues were immeaiately filled, as we have seen. 
Thus the members were not only attacked in their passage through the 
streets, but were set upon within the very waUs of^ Parliament ; while 
the tumult, both within and without, was so great, that those who 
attempted to speak could scarcely hear their own voices ; far less con- 
sult upon the course it would be wise to take in such extremity, or 
animate each other to dignified and firm resistance. So sure as any 
member, just arrived, with dress disordered and dishevelled hair, came 
struggling through the crowd in the lobby, it yelled and screamed in 
triumph ; and when the door of the House, partially and cautiously 
opeued by those within for bis admission, gave them a momentary 
glimpse Ol the interior, they grew more wild and savase, like beasts Ä 
the sight of pre^} and made a rush against the portal wnich strained its 
locks and bolts m their staples, and äook the very beams. 

The strangers* gallery, which was immediately above the door of the 
House, had l^en ordereä to be closed on the first rumour of disturbance, 
and was empty ; save that now and then Lord George took his seat there, 
for the convenience of Coming to the head of the stairs which led to it, 
and repeating to the jpeople what had passed within. It was on these 
stairs that Bamaby, Hugn, and Dennis were posted. There were two 
flights, Short, steep, and narrow, running parallel to each other, and lead- 
ing to two little doors communicating with a low passage which opened 
on the gallery. Between them was a Kind of well, or unglazed skylight, 
for the admission of light and air into the lobby, which might be some 
^ighteen or twenty feet below. 
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Upon one of these little staircases — ^not that at the head of which Lord 
George appeared from tiine to time, but the other, Gashford stood with 
bis eli)ow on the banister, and his cheek resting on bis band, with bis 
usual caafty aspect. Wbenever be varied tbis attitude in the sligbtest 
degree— -so mucb as by the gentlest motion of bis arm — the uproar was 
certain to increase, not merely tbere, but in the lobby below ; froin 
which place, no doubt, some man wbo acted as fugleman to the rest was 
constantly looking up and watcbing bim. 

"Order! " cried Hugb, in a voice which made itself beard even above 
the roar and tumiüt, as Lord George appeared at the top of the staircase. 
" News ! News from my lord ! " 

The noise continuedy notwithstanding bis appearance, nntil Qasbford 
looked romid. Tbere was silence immediately — even among the people 
in the passages witbout, and on the other staircases, wbo could neitber 
See nor bear, but to whom, notwithstanding, the signal was conveyed 
with marvellous rapidity. 

" Qentlemen,'* said Lord George, wbo was very pale and agitated, 
"we mußt befirm. They talk of delays, but we must have no delays. 
They talk of taking your petition into consideration next Tuesday, but 
we must have it considered now. Present appearances look bad for our 
ßuccess, but we must succeed and will ! " 

"We must succeed and will!" echoed the crowd. And so among 
their shouts and cheers and other cries, he bowed to them and retired, 
and presently came back again. Tbere was anotber gesture from Gash- 
ford, and a aead silence directly. 

" I am afraid," be said, tbis time, '* that we have little reason, gentle- 
men, to bope for any redress from the proceedings of Parliament. But 
we must redress our own grievances ; we must meet again, we must put 
our trust in Providence, and it will bless our endeavours." 

Tbis Speech being a little more temperate than the last, was not so 
favourably received. When the noise and exasperation were at their 
height. be came back once more, and told them that the alarm bad gone 
fortn for many miles round ; that when the King beard of their assem- 
bling together in that great body, be bad no doubt His Majesty would 
send down .private Orders to have their wishes complied with ; and — 
with the manner of bis speech as childisb, irresolute, and uncertain as 
his matter — was proceeding in tbis strain, when two gentlemen suddenly 
appeared at the door where he stood, and pressing past bim and Coming 
a Step er two lower down upon the stairs, confronted the people. 

The boldness of tbis action quite took them by surprise. They were 
not the less disconcerted, when one of the gentlemen, tuming to Lord 
George, spoke thus — ^in a loud voice that they might bear bim well, but 
quite coolly and collectedly. 

" You may teil these people, if you please, my lord, that I am General 
Conway, of whom they nave beard ; and that 1 oppose tbis petition, and 
all their proceedings, and yours. I am a soldier, you may teil them, and 
I will Protect the freedom of tbis place with my sword. You see, my 
lord, that the members of tbis House are all in arms to-day ; you know 
that the entrance to it is a narrow one ; you cannot be ignorant that 
tbere are men within these walls wbo are determined to defend that pass 
to the last, and before whom many lives must fall if your adherents 
persevere, Have a care what you do," 
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*' And my Lord George/' said the other gentleman, addressiiig liim in 
like manner, " I desire them to hear this, from me — Colonel Gordon— 
youT near relation. If a man among this crowd, whose uproar strikes 
US deafy crosses the threshold of the House of Commons, I swear to nin 
my sword that moment — not into his, but into your body ! " 

With that, they stepped back again, keeping their faces towards tbe 
crowd ; took each an arm of the misguided nobleman ; drew bim into 
the passage, and shut the door ; which they directly locked and fastened 
on the inside. 

This was so quickly done, and the demeanour of both gentlemen— 
who were not young men either — was so gallant and resolute, that the 
crowd faltered and stared at each other with irresolute and timid looks. 
Many tried to tum towards the door ; some of the faintest-hearted cried 
they had best go back, and caUed to those behind to give way ; and tbe 
panic and con&sion were increasing rapidly, when Gashford whispered 
Hugh. 

" What now ! " Hugh roared aloud, tuming towards them. " Whj[ go 
back? Where can you do better than here, boj^s? One good rush against 
these doors and one below at the same time, will do the business. Bush 
on, then ! As to the door below, let those stand back who are afraid. 
Let those who are not afraid, try who shall be the first to pass it Here 
goes I Look out down there ! " 

Without the delay of an instant, he threw himself headlong over the 
banisters into the lobby below. He had hardly touched the ground when 
Bamaby was at his side. The chaplain's assistant, and some memben 
who were imploring the people to retire, immediately withdrew ; and 
then, with a great shout, both crowds threw themselves against the doors 
pell-mell, and besieged the House in eamest. 

At that moment, when a second onset must have brought them into 
collision with those who stood on the defensive within, in which case 
great loss of life and bloodshed would inevitably have ensued, — ^the hind- 
most portion of the crowd gave way, and the rumour spread from mouth 
to mouth that a messenger had been despatched by water for the military, 
who were forming in the street. Fearful of sustaining a Charge in the 
narrow passt^es in which they were so closely wedged together, the throng 
poured out as impetuously as they had flocked in. As the whole stream 
tumed at once, Bamaby and Hugh went with it ; and so, fighting and 
struggling and tramnling on fallen men, and being trampled on in tum 
themselves, they and the whole mass floated by degrees into the open 
Street, where a large detachment of the Guards, both horse and foot, came 
hurrying up ; Clearing the groimd before them so rapidly that the people 
seemed to melt away as they advanced. 

The Word of command to halt being given, the soldiers formed across 
the Street ; the rioters, breathless and exhausted with their late exertions, 
formed likewise, though in a very irregulär and disorderly manner. The 
commanding officer rode hastily into the open space between the two 
bodies, accompanied by a magistrate and an officer of the House of Com« 
mons, for whose accommodation a couple of troopers had hastily dis* 
mounted. The Riot Act was read, but not a man stirred. 

In the first rank of the insurgents, Barnaby and Hugh stood side by aide, 
bomebody had thrust into Bamab/s hands when he came out into the 
Btreet, his precious flag ; which, being now rolled up and tied round the 
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pole, looked like a giant quarterstaff, as he grasped it firmly and stood upon 
nis gaard. If ever man beüeved with his whole heart and ßoul that he was 
engaged in a just cause, and that he was bound to stand by his leader to 
the last, poor Bamaby believed'it of himself and Lord George Gordon. 

After an ineffectual attempt to make himself heard, the magistrate gave 
the Word, and the Horse Guards came riding in among the crowd. But, 
even then, he galloped here and there, exhorting the people to disperse ; 
and, although heavv stones were thrown at the men, and some were 
desperately cut and bruised, they had no ordere but to maJce prisonere of 
such of the riotera as were the most active, and to drive the people back with 
the flat of their sabres. As the horses came in among them, the throng 
gave way at many points, and the Guards, following up their advantage, 
were rapidly clearmg the ground, when two or t&ee of the foremost, 
who were in a manner cut off from the rest by the people closing round 
them, made straight towards Bamaby and Hugh, who had no doubt been 
pointed out as the two men who droi)ped into the lobby ; laying about 
them now with some effect, and Inflictine on the more turbulent of their 
opponents a few slight flesh wounds, under the influence of which a man 
dropped, here and there, into the arms of his fellows, amid much groaning 
and confusion. 

At the sight of gashed and bloody faces, seen for a moment in the 
crowd, then nidden by the press around them, Bamaby tumed pale and 
fiick. But he stood his ground, and grasping his pole more firmly yet, 
kept his eye fixed upon the nearest soldier — nodding his head meanwhile, 
as Hugh, with a scowling visage, whispered in his ear. 

The soldier came spurring on, making his horse rear as the people 
pressed about him, cutting at the hands of those who would have grasped 
his rein and forced his charger back, and waving to his comrades to follow 
—and still Bamaby, without retreating an inch, waited for his Coming. 
Some called to him to fly, and some were in the very act of closing round 
him, to prevent his being taken, when the pole swept into the air above 
the people's heads, and the man's saddle waa empty in an instant. 

Then, he and Hugh tumed and fled, the crowd opening to let them 
pass, and closing up again so quickly that there was no clue to the course 
they had taken. Panting for breath, hot, dusty, and exhausted with 
fatigue, they reached the riverside in safety, and getting into a boat with 
all despatch, were soon out of any immediate danger. 

As they glided down the river, they plainly heard the people cheer- 
ing ; and supposing they might have forced the soldiera to retreat, lay 
upon their oara for a few mmutes, uncertain whether to retum or not. 
But the crowd passing along Westminster Bridge soon assured them that 
the populace were dispersing ; and Hugh rightly guessed from this that 
they had cheered the magistrate for offering to dismiss the military on 
condition of their immediate departure to their several homes, and that 
he and Bamaby were better where they were. He advised, therefore, 
that they should proceed to Blackfriars, and, going ashore at the bridge, 
make the best of their way to The Boot ; where there was not only ^ood 
entertainment and safe lodging, but where they would certainly be iomed 
by many of their late companionjs. Bamaby^ assentin^, they decided on 
this course of action, and puUed for Blackfnars accordmgly. 

They landed at a critical time, and fortunately for themselves at the 
right moment. For, coming into Fleet Street, they found it in an unusual 



264 BARNABY RÜDQE, 

stir ; and inqnirmg the cause, were told that a body of Horse Gnards 
had just galloped past, and that tliey were escorting some rioters whom 
they had made pnsoners to Newgate for safety. Not at all ill-pleased to 
have 80 narrowly escaped the cavalcade, they lost no more time in asking 
questions, but hurried to the Boot with as much speed as Hugh considered 
it prudent to make, without appearing singular or attractmg an incon- 
venient share of public notice. 




CHAPTER L. 

They were among the first to reach the tavem, but they had not been 
there many minutes, when several groups of men who had formed part 
of the cTowd, came straggling in. Among them were Simon Tappertit 
and Mr. Dennis ; both ofwhom, but espedally the latter, greeted Bamaby 
with the utmost warmth, and paid him many compliments on the prowess 
he had shown. 

"Which," Said Dennis, with an oath, as he rested his bludgeonina 
comer with his hat upon it, and took his seat at the same table with 
them, " it does me gooa to think of. There was a opportunity ! But it 
led to nothing. For my part, I don't know what would. There 's no 
spirit among the people in these here times. Bring something to eat and 
drink here. I 'm disgusted with humanity." 

"On what account?" asked Mr. Tappertit, who had been ^uenching. 
his fiery face in a half-gaUon can. "Don't you consider this a good 
beginning, mister?" 

" Qive me security tKat it ain't a ending," rejoined the hangman. 
" When that soldier went down, we might have made London ours ! but 
no ; — we stand, and gape, and look on-rthe justice (I wish he had had 
a bullet in each eye, as ne would have had, if we'd gone to work my wa^ 
says, * My lads, ii you '11 give me your word to disperse, I '11 order on 
the military,' — our people sets up a hurrah, throws up the game with the 
winning ca^^ds in their nands, and skulks away like a pack of tame cnrs 
afi they are. Ah," said the hangman, in a tone of deep disgust, " it makes 
me blush for my feUer creeturs. I wish I had been bom a ox, I do !" 

" You'd have been quite as agreeable a character if you had been, I 
think," retumed Simon Tappertit, going out in a lofty manner. 

" Don't be too sure of that," rejoined the hangman, calling after him; 
" if 1 was a homed animal at the present moment, with the smallest 
grain of sense, I 'd toss everv man in this Company, excepting them two," 
meaning Hugh and Bamaby, "for his manner of conducting himself 
this day." 

With which moumful review of their proceedings, Mr. Dennis souglit 
consolation in cold boüed beef and beer ; but without at all relaxingthe 
grim and dissatisfied expression of his face, the gloom of which was 
M-^er deepened than dissipated by their grateful influence. 

The Company who were thus libelled might have retaliated by strong 
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words, if not bv blows, but they were dispirited and wom out. The 

^^terpart of tnem had fasted since moming ; all had suffered extremely 

nom the excessive heat ; and between the day's sbouting, exertion, and 

excitement, many had quite lost Üieir voices, and so much of their strength 

that they could hardly stand. Then they were uncertain what to do 

next, fearful of the consequences of what they had done already, and 

sensible that alter all they had carried no point, but had indeed left 

matters worse than they had found them. Of those who had come to 

The Boot, many dropped off within an hour ; such of them as were really 

honest and sincere, never, after the moming^s experience, to retum, or to 

hold any communication with their lata companions. Others remained 

but to refresh themselves, and then went home desponding ; others who 

had theretofore been regulär in their attendance, avoided the place aJto- 

gether. The half-dozen prisoners whom the Guards had taken wei'e 

magnified by report into half-a-hundred at least ; and their &iends, being 

faint and sober, so slackened in their energy, and so droo^d beneath 

these dispiriting influences, that by eight o'clock in the evening, Dennis, 

Hush, and Bamaby were left alone. Even they were üäst asteep upon 

the oenches, when Gashford's entrance roused them. 

" Oh ! you eure here, then 1 " said the secretary. " Dear me ! " 

"Why, where should we be, Muster Gashford ?" Dennis rejoined, oa 

he rose into a sitting posture. 

"Oh, nowhere, nownere," he retumed with excessive mildness. " The 
stieets are filled with blue cockades. I rather thought you might have 
been among them. I am glad you are not." 
"You have Orders for us, master, then ?" Said Hush. 
"Oh dear no. Not I. No Orders, my good fdlow. What Orders 
should I have ? You are not in my Service." 

"Muster Gashford,'' remonstrated Dennis, <'we belong to the cause, 
don'twe?" 

"The cause ?" repeated the secretary, looking at him in a sort of ab- 
straction. ^* There is no cause. The cause is lost." 
"Lost!" 

" Oh yea. You have heard, I suppose ? The petition is rejected by a 
hundred and ninety-two, to six. It^s quite final. We might have spared 
ourselves some trouble. That, and my lord's vexation, are the only 
circumstances I regret I am quite satisfied in all other respects." 

As he said this, ne took a penknife from his ]^ocket, and putting his 
hat upon his knee, besan to busy himself in ripping off the blue cockade 
which he had wom all day ; at the same time humming a psalm tune 
which had been very populär in the morning, and dwelling on it with a 
gentle regret. 

His two adherents looked at each other, and at him, as if they were at 
a loss how to pursue the subject At length Hugh, after some elbowing 
and winking between himself and Mr. Dennis, ventured to stay his hand, 
and to ask him why he meddled with that riband in his hat. 

" Because," said the secretary, looking up with something between a 
snarl and a smile, " because to sit still and wear it, or to fall asleep and 
wear it, is a mockery. That 's all, friend." 
" What would you have us do, master ? " cried Hi^h. 
"N othing," retumed Gashford, shrugging his Shoulders, "nothing. 
Wnen my lord was reproached and thSeatened for standing by you, 1, 
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BB a prudent man, wonld have had yon do nothing. When the soldierö 
were tramp^ig you under their horses' feet, I would have had you do 
nothing. When one of them was strack down by a daring hand, and I 
saw confusion and dismay in all their faces, I would have had you do 
nothing— just what you did, in short. This is the young man who 
had so little prudence and so much boldness. Ah! I am sorry for 
him.** 

" Sorry, master ? " cried Hugh. 

" Sorry, Muster Qashford V echoed Dennis. 

" In case there should be a proclamation out to-morrow, offering five 
hundred pounds, or some such trifle, for his apprehension ; and in case 
it should mclude another man who dropped into the lobby £rom the stairs 
above," said Gashford, coldlv ; " still, ao nothing." 

" Fire and fury, master \" cried Hugh, starting up. " What have we 
done, that you should talk to us like this 1" 

" Nothing," retumed Gashford with a sneer. " If you are cast into 
prison ; if the young man" — ^here he looked hard at Bamaby's attentive 
face — " is dragged from us and from his friends ; perhaps from people 
whom he loves, and whom his death would kill ; is thrown into jail, 
brought out and hanged before their eyes; still, do nothing. You 11 
find it your best policy, I have no doubt." 

" Come on ! " cried Hugh, striding towards the door. " Dennis— 
Bamaby — come on ! " 

" Where? To do what ?" said Gashford, slipping past him, and Stand- 
ing with his back against it. 

"Any where! Aiiything!" cried Hugh. "Stand aside, master, or 
the Window will serve oür tum as well. Let us out ! " 

" Ha, ha, ha ! You are of such — of such an impetuous nature," said 
Gashford, changing his manner for one of the utmost good fellowship 
and the pleasantest raillery : " you are such an excitable creature— but 
you '11 drmk with me before you ^?" 

" Oh, yes — certainly," growled Dennis, drawing his sleeve across his 
thirsty lips. " No malice, brother. Drink with Muster Gashfoid ! " 

Hugh wiped his heated brow, and relaxed into a smile. The artful 
secretary laughed outright. 

" Some liquor here I Be quick, or he *11 not stop, even for that He 
is a man of such desperate aidour ! " said the smooth secretary, whom 
Mr. Dennis corroborated with sundry nods and muttered oaths. " Once 
roused, he is a fellow of such fierce determination I " 

Hugh poised his sturdy arm aloft, and olapping Bamaby on the back, 
bade him fear nothing. They shook hands together — ^poor Bamaby evi- 
dently possessed with the idea that he was among the most vlrtuous and 
disinterested heroes in the world — and Gashford laughed again. 

*^I hear." he said smoothly, as he stood among them with a great 
measure of liquor in his band, and filled their glasses as quickly and as 
often as they chose, " I hear — ^but I cannot say whether it be true or 
false — that the men who are loitering in the streets to-night are half- 
disposed to pull down a Romish ohapel or two, and that they only want 
leaders. I even heard mention of tnose in Duke Street, Lincoln's Inn 
Fields, and in Warwick Street, Golden Square ; but common report, you 
know — You are not going V* 

— "To do nothing, master, eh ?'» cried Hugh. «No jails and halter 
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for Barnaby and me. They mnst be Mghtened out of that. Leaders a]^ 
wanted, are they ? Now, boys ! " 
"A most Impettions fellow!" cried the secretary. "Ha, ha! A 

courageous, boisteroiis, most vehement fellow ! A man who ^* 

There was no need to finish the sentence. fop they had rushed oiit of 
the house, and were far beyond hearine. He stop^ed in the middle of 
alaugh, listened, drew on his gloves, and, clasping nis hands behind him, 
paced the deserted room for a long time, then bent his steps towards the 
busy town, and walked into the streets. 

They were fiUed with people, for the rumour of that day*s proceedings 
had made a great noise. Those persona who did not care to leave home, 
were at their doors and Windows, and one topic of discourse prevailed on 
every aide. Some reported that the riots were effectually put down ; 
others that they had broken out again : some said that Lord George 
Gordon had been sent under a strong guard to the Tower ; others that 
an attempt had been made upon the King's life, that the soldiers had 
been agam called out, and that the noise of musketry in a distant part of 
the town had been plainly heard within an hour. As it grew darker, 
these stories became more diref ul and myaterioua ; and often, when some 
frightened passenger ran past with tidings that the rioters were not far 
offi and were Coming up, tue doors were ßhut and barred, lower Windows 
made secure, and as much constemation engendered as if the city were 
invaded by a foreign army. 

Gashfom walked stealthily about, listening to all he heard, and dif- 
fusing or confirming, whenever he had an opportunity, such false in- 
telligence as suited nis own purpose ; and, busuy occupied in this way, 
tumed into Holbom for the twentieth time, when a great many women 
and children came flying along the street — often panting and looking 
back— and the confueed murmur of numerous voices Struck upon his ear, 
Assured by these tokens, and by the red Hsht which began to flash upon 
the houses on either side, that some of his friends were indeed approach- 
ing, he be^ed a moment's shelter at a door which opened aa he passed, 
and running with some other persona to an upper window, looked out 
upon the crowd. 

They had torches among them, and the chief feces were diatinctly 
vißible. That they had been engaged in the destruction of some building 
was sufficiently apparent, and that it was a Catholic place of worship waa 
evident from the apoila they bore as trophiea, which were easily recpg- 
nisable for the Testmenta of prieats, and nch fragmenta of altar furniture. 
Covered with soot, and dirt, and dust, and lime ; their garments torn to 
rags ; their hair hanging wildly about them ; their handa and faces 
j«^ged and bleeding with the wounda of ruaty naila ; Barnaby, Hugh, 
and Dennia hurried on before them all, like hideoua madmen. After 
them, the denae throng came fighting on : aome ainging ; aome ahouting 
in triumph ; aome quarrelling among themselvea ; aome menacing the 
spectatora aa they paased ; aome with great wooden fragmenta, on which 
they spent their rage aa if they had been alive, rending them limb from 
limo, and hurling the scattered morseis high into the air ; some in a 
drunken State, unconscious of the hurta they had received from falling 
bricks, and atonea, and beama ; one borne upon a ahutter, in the very 
midst, covered with a dingy cloth, a aenseleaa, ghaatly heap. Thua a 
visiou of coarse faces, with here and there a blot of flaring, amoky light ; 
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a dream of demon heads and savage eyes, and sticks and iion bars ttp- 
lifited in the air, and whirled about ; a bewildering horror, in which so 
much was seen, and yet so little ; which seemed so long, and yet so short ; 
in which there wereso inany phantoms, not to be forgotten all tihrough 
life, and yet so many things tnat could not be observed in one distract- 
ing glimpse — it flitted onward, and was gone. 

As it passed away upon its work of wrath and roin, a piercing scream 
was heaid. A knot oi persona ran towaids the spot ; Qashford, who just 
then emerged into the street, among them. He was on the outskirts of 
the little concourse, and could not see or hear what passed within ; but 
one who had a better place, informed him that a widow had descrieJ her 
son among the rioters. 

" Is that all ? " Said the secretarv, tuming his face homewarda. ^ Well ! 
I think tMs looks a little more like bnsiness I " 




CHAPTER LI. 

Promisikg as these outrages were to öashford's view, and mnch like 
bnsiness as they looked, they extended that night no farther. The soldiers 
were again called out, again they took half-a-dozen prisoners, and again 
the crowd dispersed after a short and bloodless scuffle. Hot and dronken 
though they were, they had not yet broken all bounds, and set all law 
and govemment at defiance. Something of their habitual deference to 
the authority erected by society for its own preservation yet remained 
among them, and had its majesty been vindicated in time, the secretary 
would have had to digest a bitter disappointment 

By midnight, the streets were elear and quiet, and, save that therc 
stood in two parts of the town a heap of nodding walk and pile of 
rubbish, where there had been at sunset a rieh and nandsome bmlding, 
everything wore its usual aspecL Even the Catholic gentry and trades- 
men, of wnom there were many resident in diflFerent parts of the City 
and its suburbs, had no fear for their lives or property, and but little 
Indignation for the wrong they had already sust^ed in the plunderand 
destruotion of their temples of worship. An honest confid^nce in the 
govemment imder whose protection they had lived for many yeais, and 
a well-founded reliance on the good feeling and right thinking of the 
great mass of the Community, with whom, notwithstanding their religioiis 
differences, they were every day in habits of confidential, aflfectionate, 
and friendly intercourse, reassured them, even under the excesses that 
had been committed ; and convinced them that they who were Protest- 
ants in anything but the name, were no more to be considered as abettors 
of these disgraceful occurrences, than they themselves were chaigeahle 
with the uses of the block, the rack, the gibbet, and the stake in cruel 
Mary's reign. 

The clock was on the stroke of one, when Gabriel Varden, with his 
lady and Miss Miggs, sat waiting in the little parlour. This fect j the 
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toppling wicks of the dull, wasted candles ; the silence that prevailed ; 
and, above all, the nightcaps of both maid and matron, were sufficient 
evidence that they had been prepared for bed some time ago, and had 
some reason for sitting up so far beyond their usnal hour. 

If any other corroborative testimony had been required, it woiild have 
been abundantly fumished in the actions of Miss Miggs, who, having 
arrived at that restless State and sensitive condition of the nervous System 
wliich are the result of long watching, did, by a constant rubbing and 
t^veaking of her nose, a perpetual change of position (arising from the 
sudden growth of imaginary knots and knobs in her chair), a frequent 
friction of her eyebrowsj the incessant recurrence of a small cough, a 
small groan, a gasp, a sigh, a snlff, a spasmodic start, and by other 
demonstrations of that nature, so file down and rasp, as it were, the 
patience of the locksmith, that after looking at her in silence for some 
time, he at last broke oUt into this apostrophe : 

" Miggs, my good girl, go to bed—do go to bed ! You 're reaUy worse 
than the dripping of a hundred water-butts outside the window, or the 
scratching of^as many mice behind the wainscot. I can't bear it. Do go 
to bed, Miggs. To oblige me — do.'* 

" You haven't got nothing to untie, 6ir," retumed Miss Miggs, " and 
therefore your requests does not surprise me. But missis has — and while 
you Sit up, mim " — she added, tuming to the locksmith's wife — ^** I 
couldn't, no, not if twenty times the quantity of cold water was aperiently 
running down my back at this moment, go to bed with a quiet spirit" 

Having spoken these words, Miss Miggs made divers efforts to rub her 
Shoulders in an impossible place, and shivered from head to foot ; thereby 
giving the beholders to understand that the imaginary cascade was still 
m fuU flow, but a sense of duty upheld her under that and all other 
sufferings, and nerved her to endurance. 

Mrs. Varden being too sleepy to speak, and Miss Miggs having, as the 
Phrase is, said her sav, the locksmith had nothing for it but to sigh, and 
te as quiet as he could. 

But to be quiet with such a basilisk before him was impossible. If he 

looked another way, it was worse to feel that she was ruboing her cheek, 

or twitching her ear, or winking her eye, or making aU. kinds of extra- 

ordinary shapes with her nose, tnan to see her do it. If she was for a 

moment free from any of theso coraplaints, it was only because of her 

foot being asleep, or of her arm having got the fidgets, or of her leg being 

doubled up witn the cramp, or of some other horrible disorder which 

racked her whole frame. If she did enjoy a moment's ease, then, with 

her eyes shut and her mouth wide open, she would be seen to sit very 

stiff and upright in her chair ; then to nod a little way forward, and stop 

with a jerk ; then to nod a little farther forward, and stop with another 

jerk ; then to recover herseif ; then to come forward again — lower — lower 

— lower — ^by very slow degrees, until, just as it seemed impossible that 

she could preserve her b«dance for another instant, and the locksmith 

was about to call out in an agony, to save her from dashing down upon 

her forehead and fracturing her skull, then all of a sudden, and without 

the smallest notice, she would come upright and rigid again, with her 

eyes open, and in her countenance an expression of aefiance, sleepy, but 

yet most obstinate, which plainly said, "I Ve never once closed 'em since 

i looked at you last, and I '11 take my oath of it ! " 
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At length, after the clock had Struck two, there was a sound at tk 
ßtreet door, as if somebodj had falleu against the knocker by accideiit 
Miss Miggs, immediately jumping up ana clappiug her hands, cried witli 
a drowsy mingling of the sacreä and proüane, " Ally Looyer, mim ! there 's 
Simmun's knock ! " 

" Who's there V said Gabriel. 

" Me 1 " cried the well-known voice of Mr. Tappertit Gabriel opened 
the door, and gave him admission. 

He did not cut a very insinuating figure, for a man of hia stature suffers 
in a crowd ; and having been active in yesterday moming's woTk, hia 
dress was literoUy crushed from head to loot ; his hat being beaten out 
of all shape, and his shoes trodden down at heel like slippers. Hiscoat 
flnttered m strips about him, the buckles were tom away Doth from hia 
knees and feet, nalf his neckerchief was gone, and the bosom of his shirt 
was rent to tatters. Yet, notwithstanding all these personal disadvantages ; 
desnite his being very weak from heat and fatigue ; and so begrimed 
witn mud and dust that he might have been in a case, for anytning of 
the real texture (either of his skin or apparel) that the eye could discern ; 
he stalked haughtily into the parlonr, and throwing himself into a chair, 
and endeavouring to thrust his hands into the pockets of his small clothes, 
which were tumed inside out and displayed upon his legs, like tasseis, 
ßurveyed the household with a gloomy dignity. 

" Simon," asid the locksmith gravely, " how comes it that you retum 
home at this time of night, and in this condition ? Give me an assurance 
that you have not been among the rioters, and I am satisfied." 

" Sir," replied Mr. Tappertit, with a contemptuous look, " I wonderat 
your assurance in making such demands." 

** You have been drinking," said the locksmith, 

" As a general principle, and in the most offensive sense of the words, 
sir," retumed the joumeyman with great seK-possession, " I consider you 
aliar. In that last Observation you have unintentionally — unintentionally, 
sir — Struck upon the truth." 

" Martha," said the locksmith, tuming to his wife, and shaking his heail 
sorrowfully, while a smile at the absuni figure before him stül jilayed 
upon his open face, " I trust it may tum out that this poor lad is not 
the victim of the knaves and fools we have so often had words about, and 
who have done so much härm to-day, If he has been at Warwick Street 
or Duke Street to-night " 

" He has been at neither, sir," cried Mr. Tappertit in a loud voice, 
which he suddenly dropped into a whisper as he repeated, with eyes fixed 
lipon the locksmith, " ne has been at neither." 

" I am glad of it, with all my heart," said the locksmith in a serious 
tone, "for if he had been, and it could be proved against him, Martha, 
your Great Association would have been to liim the cart that diaws 
men to the gallows and leaves them hanging in the aar. It would, bs 
sure as we 're alive l " 

Mra. Varderi Was too much scared by Simonis altered manner and ap- 
pearance, and by the accounts of the noters which had reached her ears 
that night, to offer any retort, or t-o have recourse to her usual matrimonial 
policy. Miss Miggs -^vriing her hands, and wept. 

«He was not at Duke Street, or at Warwick Street, G. Varden," said 
öimon, stemly ; « but he vm at Westminster. Perhaps, sir, he kicked a 
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county member ; perhaps, sir, he tapped a lord— you rnay stare, sir, I 
repeat it~blood flowed from nosee, and perhaps he tapped a lord. Who 
knows ? This," he added, putting his hand mto his waistcoat-pocket, 
and taking out a ]arge tooth, at the sight of which both Miggs and Mrs. 
Varden screamed, " this was a bishop's, Beware, G. Varden ! " 

"Now, I would rather," fsaid the lockamith hastüjr, " have paid five 
hundred pomids, than had this come to pass. You idiot, do you know 
what peril you stand in ? " 

" I know it, sir," replied his journeyman, " and it is my glorjr. I was 
there, everybody saw nie there. I was conspicuous, and pronunent. I 
will abide the consequences." 

The locksmith, really disturbed and agitated, paced to and fro in 
silence — ^glancingat his former 'prentice every now and then — ^and at 
length, stopping oefore him, said: 

" Get to oed, and sleep for a couple of hours, that you may wake 
penitent, and with some of your senses about you. Be sorry for what 
you have done, and we will try to save you. If I call him by five 
o'clock," said Varden, tuming hurriedly to his wife, " and he washes him- 
self clean and changes his dress, he may get to the Tower Stairs, and 
away bv the Qravesend tide-boat, before any search is made for him. 
Prom there he can easily get oij to Canterbury, where your cousin will 
give him work tili this storm has blown over. 1 am not sure that I do 
right in Screening him from the punishment he deserves, but he has lived 
in this house, man and boy, for a dozen years, and I should be sorry if 
for this one day's work he made a miserable end. Lock the front-door, 
Miggs, and show no light towards the street when you go upstairs. 
Quick, Simon ! Get to bed l»» 

"And do you suppose, sir," retorted Mr. Tappertit with a thickness 
and slowness of speech which contraeted forciblv with the rapidity and 
eamestness of his kind-hearted master — " and do you suppose, sir, thnt 
I am base and mean enough to accept your servile proposition ? — Mis- 
creant !"" 

" Whatever you please, Sim, but get to bed. Every minute is of con- 
sequence. The light here, Mißgs ! " 

" Yes, yes, oh, do ! Go to bea directly," cried the two women together. 

Mr. Tappertit stood upon his feet, and pushing his chair away to show 
that he needed no assistance, answered, swaying himself to and fro, and 
nianapng his head as if it had no connection whatever with his body, 

" Itou spoke of Miggs, sir — Miggs may be smothered I " 

"Oh, Smimun !" ejaculated that youns lady in a faint voice. '* Oli, 
sir ! Oh, goodness gracious, what a tum he haa given me ! " 

" This family may aü be smothered, sir," returned Mr. Tappertit, after 
glancing at her with a smile of ineffable disdain, " excepting Mrs V. I 
Have come here, sir, for her sake, this night. Mrs. Varden, take this 
piece of paper. It 's a protection, ma'am. x ou may need it." 

With these words he held out, at arm's length, a dirty, crumpled scrapof 
writing. The locksmith took it from him, opened it, and read as foUows : 

" All good friends to our cause, I hope will be particular, and do no 
injury to the property of any true Protestant. I am well assured that 
the proprietor of thia house is a staunch and worthy friend to the cause. 

" George Goedon." 
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^ What's this ?" said the locksmith, with an altered face. 

" Something that '11 do you eood Service, youns feUer," replied bis 
joumeyman, " as you 11 find. &eep that safe, and where you can lay 
your band upon it in an instant. And chalk * No Popery ' on your door 
to-morrow night, and for a week to come — that 's alL" 

'' This is a genuine document," said the locksmith, ^^ I know, for 1 have 
Seen the hand before. What threat does it imply ? What devil is 
abroad?" 

" A fiery devil," retorted Sira ; " a flaming, furious devil ! Dont you 
put yourself in its way, or you 're done for, my bück ! Be wamed in 
time, G. Varden ! Farewell ! " 

But here the two women threw themselves in bis way— -especially Miss 
Miggs, who feil upon him with such fervour that she pinnea him against 
the wall — and conjured him in moving words not to go forth tili he was 
sober ; to listen to reason ; to think of it ; to take some rest, and tlien 
determine. 

"I teil you," Said Mr. Tappertit, "that tclj mind is made up. My 
bleedjng country calls me, ana I go ! Miggs, if you don't get out of the 
way, I 'U pinch jrou." 

Miss Miggs, still clinging to the rebel, scieamed once vociferously— hnt 
whether in the distraction of her mind, or because of bis having execnted 
bis threat, is uncertain. 

*' Release me," said Simon, struggling to free himself from her chaste 
but spider-like embrace. " Let me go ! I have made arrangements for 
you in an altered State of society, and mean to provide for you comfort- 
ably in life— there ! Will that satisfy you ?" 

" Oh, Simmun ! " cried Miss Miggs. " Oh, my blessed Simmun ! Oh, 
mim ! what are mv feelinss at this conflicting moment ! " 

Of a rather turoulent description, it would seem ; for her nightcap 
had been knocked off in the scufSe, and she was on her knees upon the 
floor, making a stränge revelation of blue and yellow curl-jÄperp, 
straggling locks of hair, tags of staylaces, and strings of it 's impossibie to 
say what; panting for breath, clasping her hands, tuming her eyes 
upwards, shedding abundance of tears, and exhibiting various other 
Symptoms of the acutest mental suffering. 

" I leave," said Simon, tuming to bis master, with an utter disregaid 
of Miggs's maidenly affliction, " a box of things upstairs. Do what you 
like with 'em. I don't want 'em. I 'm ne ver coming back here any more. 
Provide yourself, sir, with a joumeyman ; I 'm my country's joumeyman; 
henceforward that 's my line of business." 

" Be what you like in two hours' time, but now go up to bed," retumed 
the locksmith, planting himself in the doorway. " Do you hear me ? Go 
tobed!" 

" I hear you, and defy you, Varden," rejoined Simon Tappertit " This 
night, sir, I have been in the country, planning an expedition which shall 
fill your bell-hanging soul with wonder and dismay. The plot demands 
my utmost energy, Let me pass ! " 

"I'll knock you down if you come near the door," replied the lock- 
smith. « You had better go to bed ! " 

Sunon made no answer, but gathering himself up as straight as he 
could, plunged head foremost at his old master, and the two went driving 
out mto the Workshop together, plying their hands and feet so briskly 
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that they looked like half-a-dozen, while Miggs and Mrs. Yarden screamed 
for twelva 

It would have been easy for Varden to knock his old 'prentice down, 
and bind him hand and foot ; but as he was loth to hurt him in his 
then defenceless State, he contented himself with parrying his blows when 
he could, taking them in perfect good part when ne couid not, and keep- 
ing between him and the door, until a favourable opportunity should 
present itself for forcing him to retreat upstairs, and shutting him in his 
own room. But, in the goodness of his heart, he calculated too much 
npon his adversary's weakness, and forgot that drunken men who have 
lost the power of Walking steadily, can of ten run. Watching his time, 
Simon Tappertit made a cunnin^ show of falling back, staggered unex- 
pectedly forward, brushed past him, opened the door (he knew the trick 
of that lock well), and darted down the street like a mad dog. The 
locksmith paused for a moment in the excess of his astonishment, and 
then gave cnase. 

It was an excellent season for a run, for at that silent hour the streets 
were deserted, the air was cool, and the flying figure before him distinctly 
vifiible at a great distance, as it sped away, with a long gaunt shadow 
foUowing at its heels. But the short-winded locksmitn had no chance 
against a man of Sim's youth and spare figure, though the day had been 
when he could have run him down m no time. The space between them 
rapidly increased, and as the rays of the rising sun streamed upon Simon 
in the act of tuming a distant comer, Gabriel Varden was fain to give 
up, and sit down on a doorstep to fetch his breath. Simon meanwhile, 
without once stopping, fled at the same degree of swiftness to The Boot, 
where, as he well knew, some of his Company were lying, and at which 
respectable hostelry — for he had ah'eady acquired the distmction of being 
in great peril of the law — a friendly watch had been expecting him all 
night, and was even now on the look-out for his Coming. 

" Gk) thy ways, Sim, co thy ways," said the locksmith, as soon as he 
could speak. " I have done my best for thee, poor lad, and would have 
saved tnee, but the rope is roimd thy neck, I fear." 

So saying, and shaking his head in a verv sorrowful and disconsolato 
manner, he tumed back, and soon re-entered his own house, where Mrs. 
Varden and the faithful Miggs had been anxiously expecting his return. 

Now Mrs. Varden (and bjr consequence Miss Miggs likewise) was 
impressed with a secret misgiving that she had done wrong ; that she 
had, to the utmost oi her small means, aided and abetted the growth of 
disturbances, the end of which it was impossible to foresee ; that she had 
lad remotely to the scene which had just passed ; and that the locksmith's 
time for triumph and reproach had now arrived indeed. And so strongly 
did Mrs. Varden feel this, and so crestfallen was she in consequence, tnat 
while her husband was pursuing their lost joumeyman, she secreted 
under her chair the little red-bricK dwelling-house with the yellow roof, 
lest it should fumish new occasion for reference to the painful theme ; 
and now hid the same still more, with the skirts of her dress. 

But it happened that the locksmith had been thinking of this very 
article on his way home, and that, Coming into the room and not seeing 
it, he at once demanded where it was. 

Mrs. Varden had no resource but to produce it, which she did with 
many tears, and broken protestations, that if she could have known— ^- 

18 
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" Yes, yes," eaid Varden, " of course — I know that. 1 don't mean to 
reproach you, my dear. But recoUect from this time that all good 
thmgs perverted to evil purposes, are worse than those which are natur- 
ally bad. A thorougmy wicked woman is wicked indeed. When 
rellgion goes wrong, süe ia very wrong, for the same reason, Let us say 
no more about it, my dear." 

So he dropped the red-brick dwelling-house on the floor, and setting 
bis heel upon it, crushed it into pieces. The halfpence, and sixpences, 
and otiber voluntary contributions, rolled about in all directions, but 
nobody offered to touch them, or to take them up. 

" That," Said the locksmith, " is easily disposed of, and I would to 
Heaven that everything growing out of the same society could be settled 
as easilv." 

" It happens very fortunately, Varden,*' said bis wife, with her hand- 
kerchief to her eyes, " that in case any more disturbances should happen 
— which I hope not ; I sincerely hope not " 

" I hope so too, my dear." 

" — ^That in case any should occur, we have the piece of paper which 
that poor misguided young man brought." 

" Ay, to be sure," said the locksmith, tuming quickly round. " Wliere 
is that piece of paper ? " 

Mrs. V arden stood aghast as he took it from her outstretched band, 
tore it into fragments, and threw them under the grate. 

" Not use it ?" she said. 

" Use it ! " cried the locksmith. " No ! Let them come and pull the 
roof about our ears ; let them bum us out of house and home; I'd 
neither have the protection of their leader, nor chalk their howl upon 
my door, thoush, for not doing it, they shot me on my own threshold. 
Use it ! Let them come and do their worst. The first man who crosses 
my doorstep on such an errand as theirs, had better be a hundred miles 
away. Let nim look to it. The others may have their wilL I wouldn't 
beg or buy them off, if, instead of every pound of iron in the place, 
there was a hundredweight of gold. Get you to bed, Martha. 1 shall 
take down the shutters, and go to work." 

*• So early ! " said bis wife. 

" Ay," replied the locksmith cheerily, " so early. Come when they 
may, they shaU not find us skulkins and hiding, as if we feared to take 
our portion of the light of day, and left it all to them. So pleasant 
dreams to you, my dear, and cheerful sleep l" 

With that he ^ve bis wife a hearty kias, and bade her delay no longer, 
or it would be time to rise before sne lay down to rest. Mrs. Varden 
quite amiably and meekly walked upstairs, foUowed by Miggs, who, 
although a good deal subdued, could not refrain from sundry stimulative 
coughs and sniffs by the way, or from holding up her hands in astonish- 
ment at the daring conduct of master. 
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CHAPTER LH. 

A MOB is Tisnally a creature of very mysterious exißtence, particularly 
in a large city. Wliere it coines from, or whither it goes, few men can 
teil. Assembling and dispersing with eqnal suddenness, it is as difficult 
to follow to its various soiirces as the sea itself ; nor does the parallel 
stop here, for the ocean is not more fickle and iincertain, more terrible 
when roused, more unreasonable, or more cruel. 

The people who were boisterous at Westminster upon the Friday 
moming, and were eagerly bent npon the work of devastation in Duke 
Street and Warwick Street at night, were, in the mass, the same. Allow- 
ing for the chance accessions of which any crowd is morally sure, in a 
town where there must always be a large number of idle and profligate 
persons, one and the same mob was at both places. Yet they spread 
themselves in various directions when they dispersed in the aitemoon, 
made nö appointment for reassembling, had no definite purpose or design, 
and, indeed, for anything they knew, were scattered beyond the hope of 
future Union. 

At The Boot, which, as has been shown, was in a manner the head- 
quarters of the rioters, there were not, upon this Friday night, a dozen 
. people. Some slept in the stable and outhouses, some in the common 
room, some two op three in beds. The rest were in their usual homes or 
haunts. Perhaps not a score in all lay in the adjacent fields and laues, 
and under haystackß, or near the warmth of brick-kilns, who had not 
their accustomed place of rest beneath the open sky. As to the public 
ways within the*town, they had their ordinary nightly occupants, and 
no others ; the usual amount of vice and wretchedness, but no more. 

The experience of one evening, however, had taught the reckless 
leaders oi disturbanco, that they had but to show themselves in the 
streets, to be immediately surrounded by materials which they could 
only have kept together when their aid was not required, at great risk, 
expense, and trouble. Once possessed of this secret, they were as con- 
fident as if twenty thousand men, deyoted to their \vill, had been en- 
camped about them, and assumed a confidence which could not have 
been surpassed, though that had really been the case. All day Satur- 
day they remained quiet. On Sunday, they rather studied how to keep 
their men within call, and in füll hope, than to follow out, by any fierce 
measure, their first day^s proceedings. 

" I hope," Said Dennis," as, with a loud yawn, he raised his body from 
a heap ot straw on which he had been sleeping, and, supporting his head 
upon his hand, appealed to Hugh, on Sunday moming, " that Muster 
Gashford allows some rest ? Perhaps he 'd have us at work again already, 
eh?» 

"It's not his way to let matters di'op, you may be sure of that," 
growled Hugh in answer. " I 'm in no humour to stir yet, though. I 'm 
as stiff as a oead body, and as fuU of ugly Scratches as if I 'd been fighting 
all day yesterday with wild cats." 

"YouVe so muoh enthusiasm, that 's it," said Dennis, lookingwith 
great admiration at the uncombed head, and matted beard, ana tom 
Lands and face of the wild figure before him ; " you 're such a devil of a 
fellow. You hurt yourself a hundred times more than you need, 
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because you will be foremost in everything, and will do more than the 
resf 

" For the matter of tbat/' letumed Hugb, sbaking back bis ragged 
hair and glancing towards tbe door of tbe stable in wbicb tbey lay, 
'* tbere 's one yonder as good as me. What did I teil you about him ? 
Did I say be was wortb a dozen, wben you doubted bim ?" 

Mr. Dennis roUed lazily orer upon bis breast, and resting bis chin 
upon bis band, in imitation of tbe attitude in wbicb Hugb lay, said, as 
he too looked towards the door : 

" Ay, ay, you knew him, brotber, you knew bim. But wbo 'd suppose, 
to look at that cbap now, that he could be the man he is ? Isnt it r. 
thousand cruel pities, brotber, that instead of taking bis nafral rest and 
qualifying bimself for furtber exertions in tbis here honourable cause, 
be sbould be playing at soldiers like a boy ? And bis cleanliness, too ! " 
Said Mr. Dennis, wbo certainly bad no reason to. entertain a fellow feel- 
ing witb anybody wbo was particular on that score, " what weakness 
he *s guilty of, witb respect to bis cleanliness ! At five o'clock tliis mom- 
ing, tnere be was at tbe pump, tbougb anyone would tbink he had gone 
througb enough, the day before yesterday, to be pretty fast asleep at 
that time. But no — ^when I woke for a minute or two, tbere be was at 
tbe pump, and if you 'd seen bim sticking them peacock's feathers iato 
bis hat when he 'd done washing, — ab ! 1 *m sorry he 's such an imper- 
fect character, but tbe best on us is incomplete in some pint of view oi 
anotber." 

The subject of tbis dialogue and of these concluding remarks, which 
were uttered in a tone of pnilosopbical meditation, was, as tbe reader wiü 
have divined, no otber than Bamaby, wbo, witb bis flag in his band, 
stood sentry in the little patch of sumight at the distant door, or walked 
to and fro outside, singmg softly to bimself, and keepin^ time to the 
music of some clear church bells, Wbether he stood still, leaning with 
both bands on the flag-stafP, or, bearing it upon his Shoulder, paced 
slowly up and down, tbe careful arrangement of bis poor dress, and his 
erect and lofty bearing, showed how high a sense he bad of the ereat 
importance of bis trust, and how bappy and how proud it made him. 
To Hugb and bis companion, wbo lay in a dark comer of tbe gloomy 
shed, be, and tbe sunlight, and the peaceful Sabbath sound to wnich he 
made response, seemed like a bright picture &amed by the door, and set 
off by the stable's blackness. The wbole formed such a contrast to them- 
selves, as tbey lay wallowing, like some obscene animals, in their squalor 
and wickedness, on the two heaps of straw, that for a few moments they 
looked on without speaking, and feit almost ashamed. 

" Ab ! " Said Hugn, at length, carrying it oflF with a laugb : "he'sa 
rare fellow is Bamaby, and can do more, witb less rest, or meat, or drink, 
than any of us. As to his soldiering, I put bim on duty tbere." 

" Then tbere was a object in it, and a proper good one, too, 111 be 
swom," retorted Dennis, witb a broad grm, and an oath of the same 
quality. " What was it, brotber ? " 

•«Why, you see," said Hugb, crawling a little nearer to bim, "that 
cur noble captain yonder came in yestemay moming ratber the worse 
for liquor, and was— like you and me — ditto last night" 

Dennis looked to where Simon Tappertit lay coüed upon a trussof 
nay, Bnormg profoundly, and nodded. ' "^ ^ 
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"And our noble cantain," continued Hugh, with another laugh, " our 
noble captain and I have plimned for to-morrow a roaring ezpedition, 
with good profit in it" 

" Again' the Papists ?" asked Dennis, rubbing bis bands. 

'* A7, against tbe Papists — against one of 'em at least, tbat some of us, 
and I for one, owe a good beavy grudge to." 

" Not Muster Gasbford's friend tbat be spoke to us about in my bouse, 
eh ?" Said Dennis, brimfull of pieasant expectation. 

"The same man," said Hugb. 

"That's your sort," cried Mr. Dennis, gaily sbaking bands witb bim, 
"that's tbekind of game. Let's bave revenges and injuries, and all 
tbat, and we shall get on twice as fast. Now you talk, indeed ! " 

" Ha, ba, ba ! Tbe captain," added Hugb, " bas tbougbts of carrying 
ofF a woman in tbe bustle, and — ba, ba, ba ! — and so bave I ! '* 

Mr. Dennis leceived tbis part of tbe scbeme witb a wry face, observing 
tbat as a general principle ne objected to women altosetber, as being 
unsafe and slippery persons on wbom tbere was no calcmating witb any 
certainty, and wbo were never in tbe same mind for four-and-twenty 
hours at a stretcb. He migbt bave expatiated on tbis suggestive tbeme 
at mncb greater lengtb, but tbat it occurred to bim to ask wbat connec- 
tion existed between tbe propoeed expedition and Bamaby's bein^ posted 
at the stable-door as sentry ; to wbicb Hugb cautiously replied in tbese 
woids : 

" Why, tbe people we mean to visit were friends of bis, once upon a 
time, and I know tbat mucb of bim to feel pretty sure tbat if be tbougbt 
we were going to do tbem any barm, be 'd be no friend to our side, and 
would lend a ready band to tbe other. So I Ve ^rsuaded bim (for I 
know bim of old) tbat Lord George bas picked bim out to guard tbis 
place to-morrow wbile we 're away, and tbat it 's a great bonour — and so 
ne 's on duty now, and as proud of it as if be was a general. Ha, ba ! 
\Vhat do you say to me for a careful man as well as a devil of a one ?" 

Mr. Dennis exbausted bimself in compliments, and tben added : 

" But about tbe expedition itself ^" 

"About tbat," said Hugb, "you sball bear all the particulars from me 
and tbe great captain coniointly and botb togetber — for see, be 's waking 
up. Eouse yourseK lion-neart ! Ha, ba ! Put a good face upon it, ana 
drink again. Anotber bair of tbe dog tbat bit you, captain ! Call for 
drink ! Tbere 's enougb of gold and silver cups and candlesticks buried 
undemeatb my bed," be added, roUing back tbe straw, and pointing to 
where tbe ground was newly tumed, " to pay for it, if it was a score of 
casks fuU. Drink, captain ! " 

Mr. Tappertit received tbese jovial promptings witb a very bad grace, 
being mucb tbe worse, botb in mind and body, for bis two ni^ts of 
debaucb, and but indifferentljr able to stand upon bis legs. Witb Hugb's 
assistance, bowever, be contnved to stagger to tbe pump ; and, baying 
J^freebed bimself witb an abundant draugbt of cold water, and a copious 
ßbower of tbe same refresbing liquid on nis bead and face, be ordered 
ßome mm and milk to be served, and upon tbat innocent beverage and 
some biscuits and cbeese made a pretty bearty meal. Tbat done, he dis- 
posed bimself in an easy attitude on tbe ground, beside bis two com- 
panions (wbo were carousing after tbeir own tastes), and proceeded to 
enlighten Mr. Dennis in reference to to-morrow's project. 
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ff 

That their conversation was an interesting one, was rendered manifest 
by its length, and by the close attention of «dl three. That it was not of 
an oppressively grave character, but was enlivened by various pleasantries 
ariaing out of tbe subject, was clear from their loud and frequent roars 
of laughter, which startled Bamaby on his post, and made him wonder 
at their levity. But he was not summoned to join them until they had 
eaten, and drunk, and slept, and talked together for some hours ; not, 
indeed, until the twilight, when they imormed him that they were 
about to make a slight demonstration in the streets — just to keep the 
people's hands in, as it was Sunday night, and the public might other- 
wise be disappointed — and that he was free to accompany them if he 
would. 

Without the slightest preparation, eaving that they camed dubs and 
wore the blue cockade, they sallied out mto the streets ; and with no 
more settled design than that of doing as much mischief .as they could, 
paraded them at random. Their numbers rapidly increasing, they soon 
divided into parties ; and agreeing to meet by-and-bye in the fields near 
Welbeck-street, scoured the town m various directions. Thelai^estbody, 
and that which augmented with the g-eatest ra^idity, was the one to 
which Hugh and ^maby belonged. This took its way towards Moor- 
fields, where there was a rieh chapel, and in which neigbourhood several 
Catholic families were known to reside. 

Beginnin^ with the private houses so occupied, they broke open the 
doors and wmdows ; and while they destroyed the furniture, and left but 
the bare walls, made a sharp search for tools and engines of destruction, 
such as hammers, pokers, axes, saws, and such like Instruments. Many 
of the rioters made belts of cord, of handkerchiefs, or any material they 
found at band, and wore these weapons as openly as pioneers upon a 
field-day. There was not the least aisguise or concealment — ^indeed, on 
this night, very little excitement or hurry. From the chapels, they tore 
down and took away the very altars, benches, pulpits, pews, and flooring; 
from the dwelling-houses, the very wainscoting and stairs. This Sunday 
evening's recreation they pursued like mere workmen who had a certain 
task to do, and did it. Fifty resolute men might have tumed them at 
any moment ; a single Company of soldiers could have scattered them like 
dust ; but no man mterposed, no authority restrained them, and, exccDt 
by the terrified persons who fled from tiieir approach, they were as Httle 
heeded as if they were pursuing their lawful occupations with the utmost 
sobriety and good conduct. 

In the same manner, they marched to the place of rendezvous agreed 
upon, made ereat fires in the fields, and reserving the most valuable of 
their spoils, bumt the rest. Priestly garments, images of^saints, rieh 
stuflfä and omaments, altar-fumiture and household goods, were cast into 
the flames, and shed a glare on the whole country round ; but they danced 
and howled, and roared about these fires tili they were tired, aud were 
never for an instant checked. 

As the main body filed on from this scene of action and passed down 
Welbeck Street, they came upon Gashford, who had been a witness of 
their proceedings, and was Walking stealthily along the pavement, 
Keeping up with him, and yet not seeming to speak, Hugh muttered in 
ms ear \ 

** Is this better, master ?" 
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«No,"ßaidGasliford. «Itisnof 

**What would you have?" said Hugh. "Fevers are never at tlieir 
height at once. They must get on by degrees." 

" I would have you," said Gashfora, pinching his arm with such male- 
volence that his nails seemed to meet in the skin ; " I would have you 
put some meaning into your work. Fools ! Can you make no better 
bonfires than of rags and scraps ? Can you burn nothing whole ? " 

"A little patience, master, said Hugh. " Wait but a few hours, and 
you shall see. Look for a redness in tne sky to-morrow night" 

With that» he feil back into his place beside Bamaby ; and when the 
secretary looked after him, both were lost in the crowd. 
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CHAPTER LIIL 

The next day was ushered in by meiry peals of bells, and by the firing 
of the Tower guns ; flags were hoisted on many of the church-steeples ,* 
the usual demonstrations were made in honour of the anniversary of the 
King's birthday ; and every man went about his pleasure or business as 
if the city were in perfect order, and there were no half-smouldering 
embers in its secret places, which, on the approach of night, would kindle 
up again and scatter ruin and dismay abroad. The leaders of the riot, 
rendered still more daring by the success of last night, and by the booty 
they had acquired, kept steadily together, and only uiought of miplicating 
the ma£S of their followers so deeply that no hope of pardon or reward 
might tempt them to betray their more notorious confederates into the 
hands of justice. 

Indeed, the sense of having gone too far to be forgiven, held the timid 
together no less than the bold. Many who would readily have pointed 
out the foremost rioters, and given evidence against them, feit that escape 
by that means was hopeless, when their every act had been observed by 
scores of people who nad taken no part in the disturbances ; who had 
sulFered in their persons, peace, or property by the outrages of the mob ; 
who would be most willing witnesses ; and whom the govemment would, 
no doubt, prefer to any King's evidence that might be offered. Many of 
this class had deserted their usual occupations on the Saturday morning ; 
some had been seen by their employers active in the tumult ; others 
knew they must be suspected, and that they would be discharged if they 
retumed ; others had been desperate from the beginning, and comforted 
themselves with the homely proverb, that, being hanged at all, they 
might as well be hanged for a sheep as a lamb. They all hoped and 
believed, in a ereater or less degree, tnat the govemment they seemed to 
have paralysed, would, in its terror, come to terms with them in the end, 
and suffer them to make their own conditions. The least sanguine among 
them reasoned with himself that, at the worst, they were too many to be 
all punished, and that he had as good a chance of escape as any other 
man. The great mass never reasoned or thought at all, but were stimu- 
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lated by their own headlong passions, by poverty, by ignorance, by thc 
love of mischief, and the hope of plunder. 

One other circumstance is wortny of remark ; and that is, that from 
the moment of their first outbreak at Westminster, every symptom of 
Order or preconcerted arrangement among them vanished. When they 
divided mto parties and ran to difPerent quarters of the town, it was op 
the spontaneous Suggestion of the moment Each party swelled as it 
went along, like rivers as they roll towards the sea ; new leaders spransr 
up as they were wanted, disappeared when the necessity was over, and 
reappeared at the next crisis. £ach tumult took shape and form from 
the circumstances of the moment ; sober workmen, going home from 
their day's labour, were seen to cast down their baskets of tools aad be- 
come rioters in an instant ; mere boys on errands did the like. In a 
Word, a moral plague ran through the city. The noise, and hurry, and 
excitement, haa for hundreds and hundreds an attraction they had no 
fimmess to resist. The contagion spread like a dread fever : an infections 
madness, as yet not near its height, seized on new victims eveiy hour, 
and Society liegan to tremble at their ravings. 

It was between two and three o'dock in the aftemoon wben Gashford 
looked into the lair described in the last chapter, and seeing onlj 
Bamaby and Dennis there, inquired for Hugh. 

He was out, Bamaby told him ; bad gone out more than an hour ago ; 
and had not yet retumed. 

" Dennis! " said the smiüng secretary, in bis smoothest voice, as he sat 
down crosö-legged on a barrel, " Dennis !" 

The hangman struggled into a sitting posture directly, and with lua 
eyes wide open, looked towards him. 

"How do you do, Dennis?" said Gashfoixi, nodding. " I hope you have 
suffered no inconvenience from your late exertions, Dennis." 

" I always will say of you, Muster Gashford," returned the hangman, 
staring at nim, " that that 'ere quiet way of yours might almost wake a 
dead man. It is," he added, with a muttered oath — still staring at him 
in a thoughtful manner — "so awful sly! " 

"So distinct, eh, Dennis?" 

" Distinct ! " he answered, scratching bis head, and keeping bis eyea 
upon the secretary's face ; " I seem to hear it, Muster Gashford, in my 
wery bones." 

" I am very glad your sense of hearing is so sbarp, and tbat I succeed 
in making myself so intelligible," said Gashford, in bis unvarying, even 
tone. " Where is your friend ? " 

Mr. Dennis looked round as in expectation of beholding him asleep 




" Nay," said the secretanr, " who should know that as well as youl 
How can I teil you, Dennis ? You are perfect master of your own actions, 
you know, and accountable to nobody — except sometimes to the law, eh?" 

Dennis, who was very much baffled by the cool matter-of-course manner 
of this reply, recovered bis self-possession on bis professional pursuits 
being referred to, and pointing towards Barnaby, shook bis head and 

" Hush ! » cried Bamaby. 
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^' Ah ! Do hosh about Ihat, Muster Gashford/' said the hangman in a 
lowvoice: pop'lar prejudices — yoii always forget — well, Barnaby, my 
lad, what's the matter r' 

"I hear him Coming,'' he answered: "Hark! Do you mark that? 
That's his foot! Bless you, I know his step, and his dog's too. Tramp, 
tramp, pit-pat, on they come together, and, ha, ha, ha ! — and here they 
are ! " he cried, joyfuUy welcoming Hugh with both handa, and then 
patting him fondly on the back, as if, instead of being the rough com- 
panion he was, he had been one of the most prepossessing of men. ** Here 
ne is, and eafe too ! I am glad to see him back again, old Hugh ! " 

"I'm a Turk if he don't give me a warmer welcome always than any 
man of sense," said Hugh, shaking hands with him with a kind of fero- 
cioiis friendship, stränge enough to see. " How are von, boy ?" 

" Hearty ! " cried Barnaby, waving his hat. " Ha, ha, ha ! And merry 
too, Hugh ! And ready to do anythmg for the good cause, and the right, 
and to help the kind, mild, pale-faced gentleman — the lord they usea so 
ül-eh,Hugh?» 

" Ay !" retumed his friend, dropping his band, and lookins at Gashford 
for an instant with a changed expression, before he spoke to nim. " Good 
day, master ! " 

" And good day to you," replied the secretary, nursing his leg. " And 
many good days — whole years of them, I hope. You are heated." 

" So would you have been, master," said Hugh, wiping his face, " if 
you'd been running here aa fast as I have." 

" You know the news, then ? Yes, I supposed you would have heard 

"News? Whatnews?" 

" You don't ? " cried Gashford, raising his eyebrows with an exclamation 
of surprise. " Dear me ! Come ; then I am the first to make you ac- 
quainted with your distin§uished position, after all. Do you see the 
King's Arms a-top ?" he smilingly asked, as he took a large paper from 
his pocket, unfolaed it, and held it out for Hugh's inspection. 

"Well," said Hugh. " What 's that to me ? " 

" Much. A great deal," replied the secretary. " Read it" 

" I told you, the first time 1 saw you, that I couldn't read," said Hugh, 
impatiently. " What in the Devil's name 's inside of it ? " 

"It is a proclamation from the King in Council," said Gashford, "dated 
to-day, and offering a reward of five hundred pounds — five hundred 
pounds is a great deal of money, and a large temptation to some people 
-—to any one who wiU discover the person or persona most active in demo- 
lishing those chapels on Saturday night." 

" Is that aU ? " cried Hugh, with an indifferent air. " I knew of that." 

" Truly I might have known you did," said Gaahford, smiling, and 
folding up the document again. " Your friend, I might have guessed — 
indeed I did guess — was sure to teil you." 

" My friend ! " stammered Hugh, with an unsuccessful effort to appear 
surprised. " What friend ? " 

** Tut tut ! — do you suppose I don't know where you have been?" re- 
torted Gashford, rubbing nis hands, and beating the back of one on the 
palm of the other, and looking at him with a cunning eye. " How duU 
you think me ! Shall I say his name ?" 

** No " said Hugh, with a hasty glance towards Dennis. 
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" You have also heard from him, no doubt,'' resumed the secretary, 
after a moment's pause, " that the rioters who had been taken (pooT 
fellows !) are committed for trial, and that some very active witnesses 
liave had the temerity to appear against them. Among others— " and 
here he clenched his teeth, as if he would suppress by force some violent 
wordß that rose upon his tongue ; and spoke very slowly — ^*'among olhers, 
a gentleman who saw the work going on in Warwick Street ; a Catholie 
gentleman ; one Haredale." 

Hugh would have prevented his iittering the word, but it was out 
abeady. Hearing the name, Bamaby turned swiftly round. 

" Duty ! duty ! bold Bamaby ! " cried Hugh, assuming his wildest and 
most rapid manner, and thrusting into his hand his staff and flag which 
leant against the wall. " Mount gUMxi without loss of time, for we are 
oflf upon OUT expedition. üp, Dennis, and get ready ! Take care that 
no one tums the straw upon my bed, brave Bamaby ; we know what's 
imdemeath it — eh ? Now, master, quick ! What you have to say, say 
speedily, for the little captain and a Cluster of 'em are in the fields, and 
only waiting for us. Sharp 's the word, and strike's the action. Quick !" 

Barnaby was not proof against this bustle and dispatch. The look of 
mingled astonishment and anger which had appeared in his face when he 
turned towards them, faded from it as the words passed from his memory, 
like breath from a polished mirror ; and grasping the weapon which 
Hugh forced upon him, he proudly took his Station at the door, beyond 
their hearing. 

" You might have spoiled our plans, master," said Hugh. " Fom, too, 
of all men ! " 

"Who would have supposed that he would be so quick?" urged 
Gashford. 

" He 's as quick sometimes — I don't mean with his hands, for that jm 
know, but with his head — as you or anv man," said Hugh. " Dennis, if s 
time we were going ; they 're waiting ror us ; I came to teil you. Reach 
me my stick and oelt. Here ! Lend a hand, master. Fling this over 
my Shoulder, and buckle it behind, will you ? " 

" Brisk as ever ! " said the secretary, adjusting it for him as he desired. 

" A man need be brisk to-day'; there's brisk work a-foot." 

" There is, is there ? " said Gashford. He said it with such a provoking 
assumption of ignorance, that Hugh, looking over his Shoulder and angrily 
down upon him, replied : 

*' Is there ! You xnow there is ! Who knows better than you, master, 
that the Hrst great step to be taken is to make examples of these witnesses, 
and frighten all men from appearing against us or any of our body, any 
more?" 

"There 's one we know of," retumed Gashford, with an expressive 
smile, " who is at least as well infoimed upon that subject as you or I." 

" If we mean the same gentleman as I suppose we do," Hugh rejoined 
softly, "I teil you this — he 's as good and quick information about 
everything as — ^" here he paused and looked round, as if to make quite 
sure that the person in question was not within hearing — " as Old Nick 
himself. Have you done that, master ? How slow you are ! " 

" It 's quite fast now," said Gashford, rising. " I say— you didn'fc find 
that your friend disapproved of to-daVs little expedition ? Ha, ha, ha ! 
it IS fortunate it jumps so weil with the witness's policy ; for, once 
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planned, it must have been carried out. And now you are going, 

eh?'' 

" Now we are going, master ! " Hugli replied. " Any parting words ? " 
" Oh dear, no, said Gashford sweetly. " None ! " 
" You 're sure ? " cried Hugh, nudging the grinning Dennis. 
"Quite sure, eh, Muster GasMoid ?" cnuckied the nangman. 
Gashford paused a moment, struggling with his caution and his malice ; 
then putting bimself between tbe two men, and laying a band upon tbe 
arm of eacb, said, in a cramped wbisper : 

"Do not, my good friends — I am eure you will not— forget our talk 
one night — in your bouse, Dennis— -about tbis person. No mercy, no 
quarter, no two beams oi bis bouse to be left standing wbere tbe builder 
placed them ! Fire, tbe saying goes, is a good servant, but a bad master. 
Make it his master, be deserves no better. But I am sure you will be 
firm, I am sure you will be very resolute, I am eure you will remember 
that he thirsts foryour lives, and tbose of all your brave companions. 
If you ever acted like stauncb fellows, you will do so to-day. Won't 
you, Dennis— won't you, Hugb ?** 

The two looked at bim, and at eacb otber ; tben, bursting into a roar 
of laushter, brandisbed their staves above tbeir beads, sbook bands, and 
hurried out. 

When tbey bad gone a little time, Gasbford followed. Tbey were yet 
in sight, and bastening to tbat part of tbe adjacent fields in wnicb their 
fellows had already mustered ; Hugb was looking back, and flourishing 
his hat to Bamaby, wbo, deligbtea witb bis trust, replied in the same 
way, and then resumed bis pacine up and down before the stable-door, 
where his feet bad wom a path already. And when Gasbford bimself 
was far distant, and looked back for the last time, he was still Walking 
to and fro, with the same measured tread j the most devoted and the 
blithest Champion tbat ever maintained a post, and feit his heart lifted 
up with a brave sense of duty, and determination to defend it to the 
last, 

Smiling at the simplicity of .the poor idiot, Gashford betook bimself 
to Welbeck Street by a (Offerent path from tbat which he knew tbe 
n'oteiB would take, and sitting down bebind a curtain in one of the upper 
Windows of Lord George Gordon's bouse, waited impatiently for their 
Coming. Tbey were so long, that althougb he knew it had been settled 
they snould come tbat way, he bad a misgiving tbey must have changed 
their plana and taken some otber route. But at length the roar of voices 
was beard in the neighbouring fields, and soon afterwards they came 
thronging past, in a great body. 

However, they were not all, nor nearly all, in one body, but were, as 
he soon found, divided into four parties, each of which stopped before 
the bouse to give three cheers, and then went on ; the leaders crying out 
in wbat direction they were going, and calling on the spectators to 
join them. The first detachment, carrying, by way of banners, some 
relics of the havoc they had made in Moorfields, proclaimed that they 
were on their way to Chekea, whence they would retum in the same 
Order, to make of the spoil they bore, a great bonfire, near at band. The 
second gave out tbat they were bound mr Wapping, to destroy a chapel ; 
the tbira, that their place of destination was £ast Smithfield, and their 
object the same. All tbis was done in broad, bright, summer day. Gay 
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ca^iiages and chairs stopped to let them pass, or tumed back to avoid 
them ; people on foot stood adde in doorways, or perhaps knocked and 
beffi^ed permission to stand at a window or in the nall, until tlie rioters 
haa paased ; but nobody interfered witb them ; and when they had gone 
by, everything went on as usuaL 

There still remained the fourth body, and for that the secretary looked 
with a most intense eagemess. At last it came up. It was numerouSi 
and composed of picked men ; for as he gazed down among them, he 
recognized many uptomed faces which he knew well— those of Simon 
Tappertit, Hugh, and Dennis in the front of course. They halted and 
cheered, as the others had done ; but when they moved c^ain, they did 
not, like them, proclaim what design they had. Hugh merely raised his 
hat upon the bludgeon he carried, and glancing at a spectator on the 
opposite side of the way, was gone. 

Qashford foUowed the direction of his ^lance instinctively, and 8aw, 
Standing on the pavement, and wearing the blue cockade, Sir John ehester. 
He held his hat an inch or two above bis head, to propitiate the mob ; 
and, resting gracefully on his cane, smiling pleasantly, and displaying his 
dress and person to the very best advantage, looked on in the most tran- 
quil State imaginable. For all that, and quick and dexterous as he was, 
Gashford had seen him recognize Hugh with the air of a patron. He 
had no longer any eyes for the crowd, out fixed his keen regards upon 
Sir John. 

He stood in the same place and posture until the last man in the con- 
course had tumed the comer of the street ; then very deliberately took 
the blue cockade out of his hat ; put it carefuUy in bis pocket, ready for 
the next emergency ; refreshed himself with a pinch of snuff ; put up lus 
box ; and was Walking slowly off, when a passing carriage stopped, and a 
lady's band let down tne glass. Sir John's nat was olf again immediately. 
Alter a minute's conversation at the carriage window, in which it was 
apparent that he was vastly entertaining on the subject of the mob, he 
stepped lightly in, and was driven away. 

Tne secretary smiled, but he had other thou^hts to dwell u{)on, and 
^oon dismissed the topic Dinner was brought in, but he sent it down 
untasted ; and, in restless pacings up and down the room, and constant 
glances at the clock, and many lutile efforts to sit down and read, or go 
to sleep, or look out of the window, consumed four weary hours. When 
the dial told him thus much time had crept away, he stole upstairs to 
the top of the house, and Coming out upon the roof, sat down, with his 
face towards the east. 

Heedless of the fresh air that blew upon his heated brow, of the 
pleasant meadows from which he turned, of the piles of roofe and 
chimneys upon which he looked, of the smoke and rising mist he vainly 
sought to pierce, of the shrill cries of children at their evening sporte, 
the distant hum and turmoil of the town, the cheerful countir breath 
that rusüed past to meet it, and to droop, and die ; he watched, and 
watched, tili it was dark — save for the specks of light that twinkled in 
the streets below and tar away — and, as the darkness deepened, strained 
his mze and grew more eager yet. 
cc " -^^^^^ out gloom in that direction, still ! " he muttered lestlessly. 

Dog ! where is the redness in the sky you promised me ?" 
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CHAPTER LIV. 

BüMOüRS of the prevailiiig disturbances had, by tbis tdme, begun to 
be pretty generally circulateä through tbe towns and villages round 
London, and the tidings were everywbere received with that appetite 
for the marvellous and love of the terrible which have probably been 
among the natural characteristics oi mankind since the creation of the 
World. These accounts, however, appeared to many persona at that day 
— as they would to us at the present, but that we Know them to be 
matter of history — so monstrous and improbable, that a great number of 
those who were resident at a distance, and who were credulous enough 
OE other points, were really unable to bring their minds to believe that 
such things could be ; and rejected the intelligence they received on all 
liands, as wholly fabulous and absurd. 

Mr. Willet — ^not so much, perhaps, on account of his having argued 
and settled the matter with himself, as by reason of his constitutional 
obstinacy — was one of those who ^ositively refused to entertain the 
current topic for a moment. On this very evening, and perhaps at the 
yery time when Qashford kept his solitary watch, old John was so red 
in the face with perpetuaUy shaking his head in contradiction of his 
three ancient cronies and pot companions, that he wa£ quite a phenomenon 
to behold, and lighted up the Maypole porch wherein they sat together, 
like a monstrous carbuncle in a fairy tale. 

"Do you thihk, sir," said Mr. Wület, looking hard at Solomon Daisy 
—for it was his custom in cases of personal altercation to fasten upon the 
smallest man in the party — " do you think, sir, that I 'm a born fool ? " 

" No, no, Johnny," retumed Solomon, looking round upon the little 
circle of which he formed a part ; " we all know better than that. You 're 
no fool, Johnny. No, no! " 

Mr. Cobb and Mr. Parkes shook their heads in unison, muttering, 
" No, no, Johnny, notyou ! " But as such compliments had usually the 
eflfect of making Mr. Willet rather more dogged than before, he surveyed 
them with a look of deep disdain, and retumed for answer : 

" Then what do you mean by coming here, and telling me that this 
evening you 're a-going to walk up to London together — you three— you 
— and have the evidence of your own senses ? An't," said Mr. Willet, 
putting his pipe in his mouth with an air of solemn disgust, '^ an't the 
evidence of my senses enough for you ? " 

" But we haven't got it, Johnny," pleaded Parkes humbly. 

•*you haven't got it, sir?" repeated Mr. Willet, eyeing him from top 
to toe. " You have'nt got it, sir ! You have got it, sir 1 Don't I teil 
you that his blessed Majesty King George the Third would no more 
stand a rioting and rollicking in his streets, than he'd stand being crowed 
over by his own Parliament ?" 

"Yes, Johnny, but that 's your sense— not your senses," said the 
adventurous Mr. Parkes. 

" How do you know ? " retorted John, with great dignity. " You 're a 
contradicting pretty free, you are, sir. How ao ytm know which it is ? 
I 'm not aware I ever told you, sir." 

Mr. Parkes, finding himself in the position of having got into meta- 
physics without exacüy seeing his way out öf them, stammered forth an 
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apology, and retreated from tbe aigninent. Tbere then ensued a silence 
ot Bome ten minutes or a quarter of an hour, at the expiration of which 
period Mr. Willet was observed to romble and shake with laughter, and 
presently remarked, in leference to bis late adversary, ^ tbat be boj)ed 
ne bad tackled bim enough." Tberenpon Messrs. Gobb and Daisy 
laugbed, and nodded, and Parkes was looked upon as tboronghly and 
efiEectually put down. 

" Do yoQ snppose, if all tbis was trae, tbat Mr. Haredale would be 
constantly away firom b(»ne, as be is ?" said Jobn, after anotber silence. 
^ Do yon tbink be wouldn't be afraid to leave bis bouse witb them two 
yonng women in it, and only a conple of men or so ? '^ 

" Ay, but tben, von know," retomed Solomon Daisy, " bis bonse is a 
goodisb way out of London, and tbey do say tbat tbe rioters won't go 
more tban two mile, or tbree at tbe fartbest, off tbe stones. Besides, you 
know, Bome of tbe Catbolic gentlefolks bave actually sent tnnkets and 
sucb-like down bere for safety — ^at least, so tbe story ^oes.*' 

" Tbe story goes I *' said Mr. Willet testily. " Yes, sir. Tbe story goes 
tbat you saw a gbost last Marcb« But nobody believes iV* 

" Well ! ^ Said Solomon, rising to divert tbe attention of bis two friends, 
wbo tittered at tbis retort : ^ believed or disbelieved, it 's true ; and true 
or not, if we mean to go to London, we must be going at once. So sbake 
bands, Jobnny, and gSod nigbt." 

" I sball sbake b£Uids," retumed the landlord, putting bis into bis 
pockets, '* witb no man as goes to London on sucb nonsensical errands." 

The tbree cronies were tberefore reduced to tbe necessity of sbaking 
bis elbows ; baving performed tbat ceremony, and brougbt from the 
bouse tbeir bats, and sticks, and great-coats, tbey bade bim eood night 
and departed ; promising to bring bim on tbe morrow fim and true 
accounts of tbe real State of tbe city, and if it were quiet, to give bim the 
füll merit of bis victory. 

Jobn Willet looked after tbem, as tbey plodded along tbe road in the 
rieb glow of a summer evening ; and knocKing tbe ashes out of bis pipe, 
laugbed inwardly at tbeir folly, imtil bis sides were sore. Wben he nad 
quite exbausted nimself — ^wbich took some time, for be laugbed as slowly 
as be tbougbt and spoke — ^be sat bimself comfortably witb bis back to 
tbe bouse, put bis legs upon tbe bencb, tben bis apron over bis face, and 
feil sound asleep. 

How long be slent matters not \ but it was for no brief space, for when 
be awoke tbe rieb ligbt bad faded, tbe sombre bues of night were Mling 
fast upon tbe landscape, and a few brigbt stars were alieady twinkling 
overbead. Tbe birds were all at roost, tbe daisies on tbe green had 
closed tbeir fairy boods, tbe boneysuckle twining round tbe porcb ex- 
baled its perfume in a twofold degree, as tbougb it lost its coyness at 
that silent time, and loved to sbed its fragrance on tbe night ; theivy 
scarcely stirred its deep green leaves. How tranquil and bow beautiful 
it was ! 

Was tbere no sound in tbe air, besides tbe gentle rustling of tbe treea 
and tbe grassbopper's merry cbirp ? Hark ! Sometbing very faint and 
distant, not unlike tbe murmuring in a sea-sbeU. Now it grew louder, 

\^A ^^^' ^^^ ^^^ ^* altogetber died away. Presently, it came again, 
subeided, came once more, grew louder, fainter— swelled into a roar. 
AI was on tbe road, and varied witb its windings. All at once it buwt 
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into a distinct Bound— the voices, and the tramping feet of many 

men. 

It is questionable whether old John Willet, even then, would have 
thought of the rioters but for the cries of his cook and housemaid, who 
lan screaming upstairs and locked themselves into one of the old garrets 
— shrieking dismally when they had done so, by way of rendering their 
place of reftige perfectly secret and secure. These two females did after- 
wards depone that Mj. Willet, in his constemation, uttered but one word, 
and called that up the stairs in a stentorian voice, six distinct times. 
But as this word was a monosyllable, which, however inoflfensive when 
applied to the qnadruped it denotes, is highly reprehensible when used 
in connection with females of unimpeachable character, many persons 
were inclined to believe that the yoimg women laboured under some 
Iiallucination, caused by excessive fear ; and that their ears deceived 
them. 

Be this as it may, John Willet, in whom the very uttermost extent of 
dnll-headed perplexity supplied the place of courage, stationed himself 
in the porch, and waited for their coming up. Once, it dimly occurred 
to him that there was a kind of door to the house, which had a lock and 
bolts ; and at the same time some shadowy ideas of shutters to the lower 
Windows, flitted throu^h his brain. But he stood stock still, looking 
down the road in the direction in which the noise was rapidly advancing, 
and did not so much a^ take his hands out of his pockets. 

He had not to wait long. A dark mass, looming through a cloud of 
dust, soon became visible ; the mob quickened their pace^ shouting and 
whooping like savages, they came rushing on pell-mell ; and in a few 
seconas he was ban(ued from hand to band, in the heart of a crowd of 
men. 

" Halloa ! " cried a voice he knew, as the man who spoke came cleaving 
through the throng, " Where is he ? Give him to me. Don't hurt him. 
How now. old Jack ! Ha, ha, ha ! " 

Mr. Willet looked at him, and saw it was Hugh ; but he said nothing, 
and thought nothins. 

" These lada are thirsty and must drink ! " cried Hugh, thrusting him 
back towards the house. " Bustle, Jack, bustle. Show us the best-— the 
venr best — the over-proof that you keep for your own drinking, Jack ! " 
John faintly articulated the words, " Who *s to pay V* 
" He says, * Who 's to pay ? ' " cried Hugh, with a roar of laughter, 
which was loudly echoed by the crowd. Then tuming to John, he 
added, •* Pay ! Why, nobody." -- 

John stared round at the mass of faces — some erinning, some fierce, 
8ome lighted up by torches, some indistinct, some ausky and shadowy ; 
aouiQ looking at him, some at his house, some at each other — and while 
he was, as he thought, in the very act of doing so, found himself, with- 
out any consciousness of having moved, in the bar ; sitting down in an 
arm-chair, and watching the destruction of his property, as if it were 
some queer play or entertainment, of an astonishing and stupefying 
iiature, but having no reference to himself — ^that he could make out — at 
aU. 

Yes. Here was the bar — ^the bar that the boldest never entered with- 
out special invitation — the sanctuary, the mystery, the hallowed ground : 
here it was crammed with men, cIuds, sticks, torches, pistols ; filled with 
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a deafening noise, oaths, shouts, screams, hootings ; cbanged all at once 
into a bear-garden, a mad-house, an infernal temple : men daiting in 
and out, by door and window, smasliing the glass, tuming the taps, 
drinking liqiior out of china ^unch-bowls, sitting astride of casks, 
Smoking private and personal pipes, cutting down the sacred grove of 
lemons, hacking and hewing at tne celebrated cheese, breaking open in* 
violable drawers, putting things in their pockets which didn't belong to 
tbem, dividin^ bis own money before bis own eyes, wantonly wasting, 
breaking, puUing down, and tearing up : notbing quiet, notbing private; 
men everywbere — above, below^ overbead, in tne bedrooms, in the 
kiteben, in tbe yard, in tbe stables— clambering in at Windows when 
tbere were doors wide open ; dropping out of Windows wben tbe stairs 
were bandy ; leaping over banisters into cbasms of passages ; new faces 
and figures presenting tbemselves every instant — some yelling, some 
einging, some fighting, some breaking glass and crockery, some layine 
the dust with the liquor they couldn't <&ink, some ringing the beUs, tili 
they jjulled them down, others beating them with pokers tili they beat 
them into fragmjents : more men still— more, more, more, — ^swarming on 
like insects : noise, smoke, ligbt, darkness, frolic, anger, laughter, groans, 
plunder, fear, and ruin ! 

Nearly all the time, while John looked on at this bewildering scene, 
Hugh kept near bim ; and thougb he was the loudest, wildest, most de- 
structive villain there, he saved bis old master's bones a score of times. 
Nay, even wben Mr. Tappertit, excited by liquor, came up, and, in asser- 
tion of bis prerogative, politely kicked John Willet on tne shins, Hugli 
bade him return the compliment ; and if old John had had sufficient 

Eresence of mind to understand this whispered direction, and to profit 
y it, he might no doubt, under Hugh's protection, have done so with 
impunity. 

At length the band began to reassemble outside tbe house, and to call 
to those within to join them, for thev were losing time. These murmms 
increasing, and attaiuing a high pitcn, Hugh, and some of those who yet 
lingered in the bar, and who plainly were the leaders of the troop, took 
counsel together apart, as to wbat was to be done with John, to keep 
him quiet until their Chigwell work was over. Some proposed to set the 
house on fire and leave him in it ; others that he should be reduced to a 
State of temporary insensibility, by knocking on the head ; others, that 
he should be swom to sit where he was until to-morrow at the same 
hour ; others, again, that he should be gagged and taken off with them, 
under a sufficient guard. All these propositions being overruled, it was 
concluded, at last, to bind bim in bis chair, and the word was passed for 
Dennis. 

" Look 'ee here, Jack ! " said Hugh, striding up to him : " We are 
going to tie you band and foot, but otherwise you won*t be hurt. I^ye 
hear?" 

John Willet looked at another man, as if he didn't know which was 
the Speaker, and muttered something about an ordinary every Sunday 
at two o'clock. 

"You won't be hurt, 1 teil you, Jack — do you hear me?" roared 
Hugh, impressing the assurance upon him by äieans of a heavy blow on 
the back. «He^s so dead scared, he 's woolgathering, I think. Give 
mm a drop of something to drink here. Hand over, one of you." 
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Aglass of liquor being passed forward, Hiigh poured the contents 
down old John's throat Mr. Willet feebly smacked his lips, thmst bis 
haud into his pocket, and inquired what was to pay ; adding, as he looked 
vacantly round, that he believed there was a tnfle of broken glass. 

"He 's out of his senses for the time, it's my belief/' said Hugh, after 
shaking him, without any visible effect upon his System, until his keys 
rattled in his pocket. 

" Where 's that Dennis ?" 

The Word was asain passed, and presentlv Mr. Dennis, with a long 
coid bound about nis middle, something arter the manner of a friar, 
came hurrying in, attended by a body-guard of half a dozen of his 
men. 

"Come! Be alive here!" cried Hugh, stamping his foot upon the 
ground. " Make haste ! " 

Dennis, with a wink and a nod, unwound the cord from about his 
peison, and raising his eyes to the ceiling, looked all over it, and round 
the walls and comice, with a curious eye ; then shook his he»äd. 

" Move, man ; can't you ! " cried Huch, with another impatient stamp 
of his foot '^ Are we to wait here, tm the cry has gone for ten miles 
round, and our work 's interrupted ?" 

"It's all very fine talking, brother," answered Dennis, stepping 
towards him ; " but unless" — and here he whispered in his ear — "unless 
we do it over the door, it can't be done at all in this here room." 

"What can't?" Hugh demanded. 

"What can't?" retorted Dennis. " Why, the old man can't." 

" Why, you weren't going to hang him ?" cried Hugh. 

" No, brother," retumed the hangman, with a stare. " What eise ?" 

Hugh made no answer, but snatching the rope from his companion's 
band, proceeded to bind old John himself ; but his very first move was 
so bungling and imskilf ul, that Mr. Dennis entreated, almost with tears 
in his eyes, that he might be permitted to perform the duty. Hugh con- 
senting, he achieved it in a twinkling. 

" There," he said, looking moumfully at John Willet, who ÜisdLayed 
no more emotion in his bonds than he had shown out of them. "That 's 
what I call pretty and workmanlike. He 's quite a picter now. But, 
brother, just a word with you — now that he 's ready trussed, as one m^ 
say, wouldn't it be better for all parties if we was to work him off ? It 
would read uncommon well in the newspapers— it would, indeed. The 
public would think a great deal more on us." 

Huffh, inferring what his companion meant, rather from his gestures 
than his technicaL mode of expressins himself (to which, as ne was 
i^orant of his calling, he wanted the due), reiected this proposition for 
tne second time, and gave the word " Forward ! " which was echoed by 
a hundred voices from without. 

"To The Warren!" shouted Dennis, as he ran out, foUowed by the 
reat " A witness's house, my lads 1 " 

A loud yell foUowed, and the whole throng hurried off, mad for pillage 
and destruction. Hu^h lingered behind for a few moments, to stimulate 
himself with more drmk, and to set all the taps running, a few of which 
liad accidentally been spared ; then, glancing round the despoiled and 
plundered room, through whose shattered Windows the noters had 
tlirust the Maypole itseu — ^for even that had been sawn down — ^lighted 

19 
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a torcb, clapped the mute and motionless John Willet on tbe back, and 
waving bis ligbt above bis head, and uttering a fierce sbout, bastened 
after hiß companions. ' 




CHAPTER LV. 

John Willet, left alone in bis dismantled bar, continued to sit staring 
about bim : awake as to bis eyes, certainly, b'nt with all "bis powere of 
reason and reflection in a sound and dreamless sleep. He looked round 
lipon tbe robm wbicb had been for years, and was'witbin an hour ago, 
tne pride of bis beart ; and not a muscle of bis face was moved. Tbe 
nigbt witbout looked Wack and cold tbrougb tbe dreaiy gaps in the 
casement; tbe precious liquids, now neärly lÄked away, dripped witha 
bollow sound upon tbe floor ; tbe Maypole peered ruefully in tbiougli 
tbe broken window, like tbe bowsprit of a wrecked sbip ; Uie ground 
migbt have been tbe bottom of tbe sea, it was so strewn witb precions 
fragments. Currents of air rusbed in as tbe old doors jarred and creaked 
upon tbeir binges ; tbe candles flickered and guttered down, and made 
long winding-sbeets; tbe cbeery deep-red curtains flapped and fluttered 
idly in tbe wind ; even tbe stout Dutcb kegs, overtbrown and lying 
empty in dark comers, seemed tbe me?re busks of good fellows wiioee 
jollity bad departed, and wbo could kindle witb a friendly glow no 
more. Jobn saw tbis desolation, and yet saw it not. He was perfectly 
contented to sit tbere, staring at it, and feit no more indigiation er dis- 
comfort in bis bonds tban if tbe^ bad been robes of bonour. So far a8 
he was personally concemed, old Time lay snoring, and tbe world stood 
ßtilL 

Save for the dripping from the barrels, the rustling of such ligbt frag- 
ments of destruction as the wind affected, and the dull creaking of the 
' open doors, all was profoundly quiet : indeed, these sounds, fike the 
ticking of the deatb-watch in tbe nigbt, only 'made the silence they 
invaded deeper and more apparent. But qiiiet or noisy, it was all one 
to Jobn. If a train of beavy artillery coüld have comfe up and com- 
menced ball practice outside the window, it would have been all the 
same to bim. He was a long way beyond surpriSe. A gböst couldnt 
have overtaken him. . . f ,,• 

By-and-bye he heard a footstep— a hurried, and yet cautious footstep 
— Coming on towards the bouse. It stopped, aavanced agaik, theli 
seemed to go quite round it. Having done thaf, it came berieath the 
window, and anead looked in. - . 

It was strongly relieved against tbe darkness outside by the glare of 
thÄ guttering candles. A pale, wom, witbered facö; the eyes— biit that 
was owing to its gaunt cöndition — unnaturaUy large and bright; the 
hair, a grizzled black. It gave a searching glance aU i^Aund tne room, 
and in a deep voice, Said : , . ,. .. 

" Ate you älone in tbis boiise ? '' ' 



BARNABY RVDÖE, 291 

John made no sign, though the question was repea|;ed twice, and he 
heard it distinctly. After a moment's pause, the man go|; in at the 
Window. John was not at all surprised at this either. There had been 
so much getting in and out of the window in the course ot the last hour 
or so, that he had quite forgotten the door, and seemed to have lived 
among such exercises from infancy. 

. The man wore a large, dark, faded cloa^, and a sloi;ched hat ; he 
walked up dose to John, and looked at him. John re^urned the com- 
pliment with interest. 

" How long have you been sitting thus ?" said Jihe man. 

John considered, but nothing came of it. 

** Which way have the party gone ?" 

Some Wandering speculations relative to tlie faslijon of the stranger's 
boots, got into Mr. Willet's mind by some accident or other, but they 
got out again in a huny, and left him in his former sta|;e. 

"You would do well to speak," said the man: "you may keep a 
whole skin, though you have notlung eise left that can be hurt. Which 
way have the party gone ? " 

" That 1 " said John, finding his voice all at once, and nodding with 
perfec}; good faith — he couldn^t point, he was so tightly bound — in 
exactly the opposite direction to the right one. 

" You lie ! " said the man angrily, and with a threatening gesture. " I 
came that way. You would betray me." 

It was so evident that John's imperturbability was not assumed, but 
was the result of the late proceedings under his roof, that the man stayed 
his band in the very act of striking him, and turned away. 

John looked affcer him without so much as a twitch in a Single nerve 
of his face. He seized a glass, and holding it under one of the little 
casks until a few drops were coUected, drank them greedily off ; then 
throwing it down upon the floor impatiently, he took the vessel in his 
hands and drained it into his throat. Some scraps of bread and meat 
were scattered about,and on thes6 he feil n:ext,eating them with voracity, 
and pausing every now and then to listen for some fencied noise outside. 
When he had refreshed himself in this manner with violent haste, and 
raised another barrel to his Ups, he pulled his hat upon his brow as 
though he were about to leave the house, and turned to tfohn. 

" Where are your servants ? " 

Mr. Willet ihdistinctly remembered to have heard the rio^ers calling 
to them to throw the key of the room in which they were, out of window, 
for their keeping. He therefore replied : " Jjockea up." 

" WeU for them if they remain quiet, and well for you if you do Jihe 
like," said the man. " Now show me the way the party went." 

This time Mr. Willet indicated it correctly. The man was hurrying 
to the door, when suddenly there came towards them on the wind, the 
loud and rapid tolling of an alarm bell, and then a bright and vivid 
glare 8treame4 up, which illumined, not only the whole Chamber, but all 
the country. 

It was not the sudden change from darkness to this dreadful light, it 
was not the sound of distant snrieks and shouts of triumph, it was not 
this dread invasion of the serenity and peace of night, that drove the 
man back as though a thimderbolt had Struck him. It was the Bell. If 
the ghastliest shape the human mind has ever pictured in its wildest 
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dreams had risen np before him, hecould not have staggered backwaid 
from its touch, as he did from the first sound of that loud iron voice. 
With eyes that started from his head, his limbs convulsed, his ÜEice most 
horrible to see, he raised one arm high up into the air, and holding 
something visionary back and down, with his other hand drove at it as 
though he held a knife and stabbed it to the heart. He clutched Ids 
hair, and stopped his ears, and travelled madly round and round ; then 
gave a frightiul cry, and with it rushed away ; still, still, the Bell tolled 
on and seemed to follow him — ^louder and louder, hotter and hotter yet. 
The glare grew brighter, the roar of voices deeper ; the crash of heavy 
bodies falling shook the air ; bright streams of sparks rose up into the 
sky ; but louder than them all — ^risinjg faster Üar, to Heaven — a million 
times more fierce and furious — pouring forth dreadful secrets after its 
long silence — speaking the language of the dead — ^the Bell — the Bell ! 

What hunt of spectres could surpass tha^ dread pursuit and flight ! 
Had there been a iegion of them on nis track, he could have better bome 
it. They would have had a beginning and an end, but here all space 
was füll. The one pursuing voice was everywhere : it sounded in the 
earth, the air ; shook the long grass, and howled among the trembling 
trees. The echoes caught it up, the owls hooted as it flew upon the 
breeze, the nightingale was silent and hid herseif among the thickest 
boughs : it seemed to goad and urge the angry fire, and lash it into 
madness ; everything was steeped in one prevaiHng red ; the glow was 
everywhere ; nature was drenched in blood ; still tne remorseless ciying 
of that awf ul voice — ^the Bell, the Bell ! 

It ceased ; but not in his ears. The knell was at his heart No werk 
of man had ever voice like that which sounded there, and wamed him 
that it cried unceasindy to Heaven. Who could hear that Bell, and not 
know what it said ! There was murder in its every note — cruel, relent- 
less, savage murder — the murder of a confiding man, by one who held 
his every trust. Its ringing summoned phantoms from their graves. 
What face was that, in which a friendly smile changed to a look of half- 
incredulous horror, which stiffened for a moment into one of pain, then 
changed into an imploring glance at Heaven, and so feil idly down with 
uptumed eye^ Uke the d^ia stags' he had often peeped at when a Httle 
child : shrinking and shuddering — there was a dreadful thing to think 
of now ! — and cunging to an apjron as he looked ! He sank upon the 
ground, and grovelling down as if he woidd dig himself a place to hide 
m, covered his face and ears ; but no, no, no — a hundred walls and roofs 
of brass woidd not shut oüt tiiat Bell, for in it spoke the wrathful voice 
of God, and from that voice the whole wide umverse could not afford a 
refuge ! 

While he rushed up and down, not knowing where to tum, and while 
he lay crouching there, the work went briskly on indeed. When they 
left the Maypole, the rioters formed into a solid body, and advanced at a 
quick pace towards The Warren. Rumour of their approach having 
gone before, they found the garden doors fast closed, the Windows made 
secure, and the house profoundly dark : not a light being visible in any 
Portion of the building. After some fruitless ringing at the bells and 
beating at the iron gates, they drew off a few paces to reconnoitre, and 
confer upon the course it would be best to take. 

Very little Conference was needed, when all were bent upon one 
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desperate purpose, infuriated with liquor, and flushed with successfal 
not The word being given to Surround the house, some climbed the 
gates, or dropped into the shallow trench and scaled the garden wall, 
while othera pulled down the solid iron fencc, and while they made a 
breach to enter by, made deadly weapons of the bars. The house being 
completely encircled, a small number of men were despatched to break 
open a tool-shed in the garden; and durin^; their absence on this errand, 
the remainder contented themselves with knocking violently at the 
doors, and calling to those within, to come down and open them on peril 
of their lives. 

No answer being retumed to this repeated summons, and the detach- 
ment who had been sent away, Coming back with an accession of pick- 
axes, spades, and hoes, they, together with those who had such axms 
already, or carried (as many did) axes, poles, and crow-bars, — struggled 
into tue foremost rank, ready to beset the doors and Windows. TTieyhad 
not at this time more than a dozen üghted torches among them : but 
when these preparations were completed, flamine links were distributed 
and passed frorn hand to hand with such rapidity, that, in a minute's 
time, at least two-thirds of the whole roaring mass bore, each man in his 
hand, a blazing brand, Whirling these about their heads they raised a 
loud shout, ana feil to work upon the doors and Windows. 

Amidst the clattering of heavy blows, the rattling of broken glass, the 
cries and execrations of the mob, and all the din and turmoil of the 
seene, Hugh and his friend kept together at the turret-door where Mr. 
Haredale nad last admitted him and old John Willet ; and spent their 
united force on that. It was a streng old oaken door, guarded by good 
bolts and a heavy bar : but it soon went crashing in upon the narrow 
stairs behind, and made, as it were, a platform to facilitate their tearing 
up into the rooms above. Almost at the same moment, a dozen other 
points were forced, and at every one the crowd poured in like water. 

A few armed servant-men were posted in the nall, and when the riot- 
ers forced an entrance there, they fired some half-a-dozen shots. But 
these taking no efifect, and the concourse coming on like an army of devils, 
they only thought of Consulting their own safety, and retreated, echoing 
their assailants cries, and hoping in the confusion to be taken for rioters 
themselves ; in which stratagem they succeeded, with the exception of 
one old man who was never heaid of again, and was said to have had his 
brains beaten out with an iron bar (one of his fellows reported that he 
had Seen the old man fall), and to have been afterwards bumt in the 
flames. 

The besiegers being now in complete possession of the house, spread 
themselves over it from garret to cellar, and plied their demon labours 
fiercely. While some small parties kindled bonfires undemeath the 
Windows, others broke up the fumiture, and cast the fragments down to 
feed the flames below ; where the apertures in the wall (windows no 
longer) were large enough, they threw out tables, chests of drawers, beds, 
mirrors, pictures, and flung them whole into the fire ; while every fresh 
addition to the blazing masses was received with shouts, and howls, and 
yellß, which added new and dismal terrors to the conflagration. Those 
who had axes and had spent their fury on the movables, chopped and 
tore down the doors and window-frames, broke up the flooring, hewed 
away the lafters, and buried men who lingered in the upper rooms, in 
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heaps of rains. Some searched the diawers, the cliests, the boxes, writing- 
desKs, and closete, for jewels, plate, and money ; while others, less mind- 
ful of gain and more mad for destruction, cast their whole contents into 
the conrtyard without examination, and called to those below to heap 
tbem on the blaze. Men who had been into the cellars, and had staved 
the casks, rushed to and fro stark mad, settin^ iire to all they saw — often 
to the dresses of their own friends—and kmdling the building in so 
many parts that some had no time for escape, and were seen, with 
drooping hands and blackened faces, hanging senseless on the window- 
siUö to which they had crawled, until they were sucked and drawn into 
the buming gulf. The more the fire crackled and raged, the wilder and 
more cruel the men grew ; as thongh, moving in that element they became 
ilends, and changed their earthly natnre for the quiQities that give de- 
light in helL 

The buming pile, revealing rooms and passages red hot, through gaps 
made in the crumbling walls ; the tribntary fires that licked the outer 
bricks and stones, wltn their long-forked tongues, and ran up to meet 
the glowing mass within : the shining of the flames upon the villains 
who looked on and fed them \ the roaring of the angry blaze, so bright 
and high that it seemed in its rapacity to have swaÜowed np the very 
smoke ; the living flakes the wind bore rapidly away and hurried on 
with, like a storm of fiery snow ; the noiseless breaking of great beams 
of wood, which feil like feathers on the heap of ashes, and crumbled in 
the very act to sparks and powder ; the lurid tinge that overspread the 
sky, arid the darkness, very deep by contrast, wHich prevailed around ; 
' the exposure to the coarse, common gaze, of every little nook which 
üsagea of home had made a sacred place, and the destruction by rüde 
hands of every little household favourite which old associations made a 
dear and precious thing ; all this takiug place — not among pityiag looks 
and frienaly murmurs of compassion, but brutal shouts anci exultations, 
which seemed to make the very rats who stood by the old house too long, 
creatures with some claim upon the pity and regard of those its roof hau 
sheltered — combineid to form a scene never to be forgotten by those who 
saw it and were not äctors in the work, so long as liie endured. 

And who were they ? The alatm-bell tang— and it was pulled by no 
faint or hesitatirig hands — for a long time ^ but not a soul was seen. 
Some of the insurgents said that when it ceased, they heard the shrieks 
of women, and säw some oarments fluttering in the air, as a party of men 
bore away no unresisting burdens. No one could say that this was true 
or false, in such an uproar ; but where was Hugh ? Who among them 
Had seen him, since the forcing of the doors ? The cry spread through 
the body. Where was Htigh ?• 

" Here ! " he hoarsely cried, appearing from the darkness ; out of 
bteath, and blackened with ihe smoke. " We have done all we can ; the 
fite is burnliig itself out ; and even the comers where it hasn't spread, 
are hothinö but heaps of nlins. Disperse, my lads, while the coast's 
clear ; get babk by dl^reilt ways ; and meet as usual ! " With that, he 
disappeared ägain — conträry to his wont, for he was al ways first toad- 
vance, and last to go awäy — leaving them to foUow Homewards as they 
tvould. 

; 5*-f as not an easy task to draw off such a throng. If Bedlam gates 
nad been fitmg open wide, there would not have issued forth such maniacs 
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fe the frenzy of that tiglit had made. There were meii there, wjio danced 
ätld trampled ok the beds of flowers as thoiigh they trod down human 
eneinies, and wrenched them from the fetalks, like savages who twisted 
hiiman necks. Thete were men who cast their lighted torches in the 
air, and suffered them to fall lipon theit heads and faces; blistering the 
ftkin with deep unseemly burtis. Thete wei^ men who rushed up to the 
fire, and t)adc[led in it with their hands as if in water j and others who 
were resträined by force from plünging in, td gratify theit deadly long- 
ing. Oü tiie skull of ohe drunken lad— llot twenty; by his looks — who 
lay lipon the grouiicl \Vitt a bottle to liis itiouth, the lead from the roof 
eame etreaüiing dowh in a shower of licjuid fire, white hot } melting his 
hfead like wäx. When the scattel^d parties were coUected, men — living 
yet, but feiiiged as ^th hot irons — wete plucked out of tne cellars; and 
catried off upon the Shoulders of others, wno strove to Wake them äs they 
i^eüt älöhg, With ribald jokes, and left them, dfeäd; in the passages of 
hosjjitals. But of all the howling throhg not one leamt mercy from, nor 
sickeüed ät these öights ; hör was the fietce, besotted, senseless rage of one 
man ghitted. 

Slowly, and in smäll Clusters; with hoarse hutrahs and repetitions of 
tjieir iisual cry, the ässembly dropped away. The last few red-eyed 
stragglets reeled after those who had gone befote ; the distant noise of 
men calling to each other, and whistling for others whom they missed, 
grew fainter and faiiiter ; at length even these sounds died away, and 
silence reigned alone. 

Silehce injdeed ! The gläre of the flames had sunk into a fltful, flash- 
Ing light ; and the sentle stars, invisible tili now, looked down upon the 
blackeniiig heap. A dull smoke hung upon the Iniin, as though to hide 
it from those eyes of Heaven ; and tne wind forbore to move it. Bare 
Walls, roof open to the sky — Chambers, whete the beloved dead had many 
and many a fair day, risen to new life and energy *, where so many dear 
ones had been sad and merry j isrhich were connected with so many 
thoughts änd hopes, regrets and thahges— all gone. Nothing left but a 
diill ahd dreary blank — a smouldering heap of dust and ashes — the 
silence and solitude of utter desolation. 




CHAPTER LVI. 

TMe ilaypole croniesj little dreaming of the change so soon to cotne 
upon their favourite haunt, Struck through the Forest path upon their 
way to London : and avoiding the main-foad, which was hot and dusty, 
ke^t to the bjrpäths and the fields. As the^ drew nearer to their desti- 
nation, they began to make inquiries of the people whom they passed, 
conceming the riots, and the truth or falsehood of the stories they had 
heard. Tne answers went far beyond any intelligence that had spread 
to quiet Chigwell. One man told them that that afternoon the Guards, 
conveying to Newgate some rioters who had been re-examined, had been 
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set upon by the mob and compelled to retreat ; anotber, tbat tbe boiises 
of two witnesses neap-Clare Market were about to be puUed down when 
be came away ; anotber, tbat Sir George Saville's nouse in Leicester 
Fields was to be bomed tbat nigbt, and tbat it would go bard with Sir 
George if be feil into tbe people's bands, as it was be wbo bad brought 
in tbe Catbolic BilL All accounts agreed tbat tbe mob were out, in 
stronger numbers and more numerons parties tban bad yet appeared ; 
tbat tbe streets were unsafe ; tbat no man's bouse or life was wortb an 
bour's purcbase ; tbat tbe public constemation was increasing every 
momeAt ; and tbat many families bad already fled tbe city. One fellow 
wbo wore tbe populär colour, damned tbem for not baving cockades in 
tbeir bats, and bade tbem set a good watcb to-morrow nigbt upon their 
pnson doors, for tbe locks would bave a straining ; anotber asked if they 
were fire-proof, tbat tbey walked abroad witbout tbe distingmshins 
mark of all good and true men ; and a tbird, wbo rode on borseluick, and 
was quite ak>ne, oidered tbem to tbrow eacb man a sbilling, in bis bat, 
towards tbe support of tbe rioters. Altbougb tbey were amdd to refose 
compliance witb tbis demand, and were mucb alarmed by tbese reports, 
tbey agreed, baving come so far, to go forward, and see tbe real state of 
tbings witb tbeir own eyes. So tbey pusbed on quicker, as men de wbo 
are excited by portentous news ; and ruminating on wbat tbey bad beaid, 
spoke little to eacb otber. 

It was now nigbt, and as tbey came nearer to tbe city tbey bad dismal 
confirmation of tbis intelligence in tbree great fires, all close togetber, 
wbicb bumt fiercely and were gloomily reflected in tbe sky. Aniviim 
in tbe immediate suburbs, tbey found tbat almost every bouse bad chalked 
upon its door in large cbaracters " No Popery," tbat tbe sbops were shut, 
and tbat alarm and anxiety were depicted in every face tbey pajBsed. 

Noting tbese tbings witb a degree of apprebension wbicb neitber of 
tbe tbree cared to impart, in its füll extent, to bis companions, thev 
came to a tumpike-gate, wbicb was sbut. ' Tbey were passing through 
tbe tumstile on tbe patb, wben a borseman rode up from London at a 
bard gallop, and called to tbe toll-keeper in a voice of great agitation, to 
open quickly in tbe name of God. 

Tbe adjuration was so eamest and vebement, tbat tbe man, with a 
lautem in bis band, came running out — ^toll-keeper tbougb be was— and 
was about to tbrow tbe gate open, wben, bappening to look bebind him, 
be exclaimed : " Good Heaven, wbat 's tbat ? Anotber fire ! " 

At tbis, tbe tbree tumed tbeir beads, and saw in tbe distance— strai^ht 
in tbe direction wbence tbey bad come — a broad sbeet of flame, casting 
a tbreatening ligbt upon tbe clouds, wbicb glimmered as tbougb the 
conflagration were bebind tbem, and sbowed Kke a wratbful sunset 

"My mind misgives me," said tbe borseman, "or I know from wliat 
far bnilding tbose flames come. Don't stand agbast, my good fellow! 
Open tbe gate ! " 

" Sir," cried tbe man, laying bis band upon tbe borse*s bridle as he let 
bim tbrougb : " I know you now, sir ; be advised by me ; do not goon. 
I saw tbem pass, and know wbat kind of men tbey are. You will be 
mnrdered." 

*• So be it ! " said tbe borseman, looking intently towards tbe fire, and 
not at him wbo spoke. 
" But ßir— sir," cried tbe man, grasping at bis rein more tightly yet, 
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"if rou do go on, wear the blue riband. Here sir/' he added," taking 
one rrom his own hat, " it 's necessity, not choice, that makes me wear it : 
it's love of life and home, sir. Wear it for this one night, sir ; only for 
this one night." 

" Do ! " cried the three friends, pressing round his horse, ** Mr. Hare- 
dale — worthv sir — good gentleman — ^pray be persuaded." 

" Who 's tnat ? " cried Mr. Haredale, stooping down to look, " Did I 
hear Daisy's voice ? " 

" You did, sir," cried the little man. " Do be persuaded sir. This 
gentleman says very true. Your life may hang upon it." 
" Are you," said Mr. Haredale abruptly, " anaid to come with me ? " 
«I,8ir1— N-n-no." 

" Put that riband in youp hat. If we meet the rioters, swear that I 
took you prisoner for wearing it. I wül teil them so with my own lips ; 
for as I hope for mercy when I die, 1 wül take no quarter from them, 
nor shall they have quarter from me, if we come band to band to-night. 
üp here — behind me — quick 1 Clasp me tight round the body, and fear 
nothing." . 

In an instant they were riding away, at füll gallop, in a dense cloud 
of dust, and speeding on, like hunters in a dream. 

It was well the good horse knew the road he traversed, for never 
once— no, never once in all the joumey — did Mr. Haredale cast his eyes 
upon the ground, or tum them, for an instant, from the light towards 
wüich they sped so madly. Once he said in a low voice, " It ü my 
house." but that was the only time he spoke. When they came to dark 
and doubtful places, he never forgot to put his band upon the little man 
to hold him more securely in his seat, out he kept bis head erect and 
his eyes fixed on the fire, then, and always. 

The road was dangerous enough, for they went the nearest way — 
headlong — far from the highway — by lonely lanes and paths where 
waggon-wheels had wom deep ruts ; where hedge and ditch hemmed in 
the narrow strip of ground ; and tall trees, arching overhead, made it 
profoundly dark. But on, on, on, with neither stop nor stumble, tili 
thev reached the Maypole door, and could plainly see that the fire began 
to rade, as if for want of fuel. 

" Down — for one moment — for but one moment," said Mr. Haredale, 
helping Daisy to the ground, and following himself. " Willet — ^Willet 
— where are my niece and servants ? — Willet ! " 

Crying to him distractedly, he rushed into the bar. — The landlord 
bound and fastened to his chair; the place dismantled, stripped and 
pulled about his ears ; — nobody could have taken shelter here. 

He was a strong man, accustomed to restrain himself, and suppress his 
strong emotions ; but this preparation for what was to follow — though 
he had seen that fire buming, and knew that his house must be razed 
to the ground — was more than he could bear. He covered his face with 
his hands for a moment, and tumed away bis head. 

" Johnny, Johnny," said Solomon — and the simple-hearted fellow cried 
outright, and wnmg his hands — " Oh, dear old Johnny, here's a change ! 
That the Maypole bar should come to this, and we should live to see it ! 
The old Warren too, Johnny — Mr. Haredale — oh, Johnny, what a piteous 
sight this is I " 

Pointing to Mr. Haredale as he said these words, little Solomon Daisy 
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put his elbows on the back of Mr. "Willet's chair, and fairly blubbered on 
nifl Shoulder. 

While Solomon was speaking, old Jobn sat, mute as a stockfisb, staring 
at him with an unearthly glare, and displaying, by every possible symptom, 
entire and complete unconsciousness. But trheri Solomon was silent again, 
John followed, with his great round eyes, the diiection of his looks, and 
did appear to have some dawning mstant notion that somebody Iiad 
come to see him. 

"You know US, don't you, Johnny!" said the little clejk, rapping 
himself on the breast. "Daisy, you know — Chigwell Church— bell- 
ringer — ^little desk on Sundaj^s— eh, Johnny ?" 

Mr. Willet reflected for a tew moments, and then muttered, äs it were 
mechanicallv : " Let us siuff to the praise ähd glory of " 

" Yes, to be sure,** cried the little man hastil^ } "that 's it — that 'sme, 
Johnny. You 're all right now, ain't you ? Say yoii 're all rights Johmiy." 

" All right ? " pondered Mr. Willet, as if that V^ere a matter entirely 
between himself and his conscience. " All right ? Ah ! " 

" They haven't been misusing you with sticts, or pokers, or any other 
blunt instruments — have they, Johnny ? " asked Solomon, with a very 
anxious clance at Mr. Willet's head. " They didn't beat you, did they?" 

John knitted his brow ; looked downwards, as if he were mentally 
engaged in some arithmetical calculation ; then upwards, as if the total 
would not come at his call ; then at Solomon Daisy, from his eyebrow 
to his ßhoe-buckle ; theh very slowly round the bar. And then a great, 
round, leaden-looking, and not at all transparent tear, came rolling out 
of each eye, and he said, as he shook his head : 

" If they 'd only had the goodness to murder me, I 'd have thanked 
'em kindly." 

" No, no, no, don't say that, Johnny," whimpered his little friend. " It 's 
very, very bad, but not quite so bad as that. No, no ! " 

" Look'ee here, sir 1 " cried John, tuming his rueful eyes on Mr. Haie- 
dale, who had dropped on one knee, and was hastily beginninff to untie 
his bönds. "Loolree here, sir! The very Matpo^e — the 3d dumb 
Maypole — stares in at the winder, as if it said, * John Willet, let 's goand 
pitch ourselves in the nighest pool of watet as is deej) enough to hold 
US ; for our day is over ! "' 

" Don't, Johnny, don't," cried his friend : no less affected with this 
mournful effort of Mr. Willet's Imagination; thari b^ the sepulchtal tone 
in wliich he had spoken of the Maypole. " Please don'ti Johnny ! " 

" Your loös is great, and yoüf misiorturie ä heavy one," said Mi, Hare- 
dale looking festlessly towards the door: " änd this ü not a time to comfort 
you. If it were, 1 am in no condition to do so. Before I leave you, teil 
me one thing, änd tly to teil me plainly, I Ünplore yoü. Have you seen 
or heard of Emma ? " 

« No ! " said Mr. Willet. 

" Nor anyone but these bloodhoünds ? " 

«No!" 

"They rode away, I trtist in Heaven, before thesö dteaidful scenes 
began," said Mr. Haredale, who, between his agitation, his eagemess to 
mount his horse again, and the dexterity with which the cords were 
Ued, had ecarcely yet undone one knot. " A knife, Daisy ! " 

You didnt,» said John, looking about, as though he had lost his 
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pocket-Handkercbiefy or some such slight article — *' eitber of you gentle- 
men— see a^~a coflELn any wheres, did you ? " 

"Willetl" cried Mr. Haredale. Solomon dropped the knife, and 
instantly becoming limp from head to foot, exclaimed " Good gracious I " 
"— Because," said Jonn, not at all regarding them, " a dead man called 
a litüe time ago, on bis way yonder. I could have told you what name 
was on the plate, if he Lad brought bis coffin witb bim, and left it 
behind. If be didn't, it don't signffy." 

His landlord, wbo had listen^ to tbese words witb breatbless atten- 
tion, etarted tbat moment to bis fijet ; and, witbout a word, drew Solomon 
Baisy to tbe door, mounted bis borse, took bim up bebind again, and 
flew rather tban galloped towards tbe pile of ruins, wbicb tbat day's sun 
had shone upon, a stately bouse. Mr. Willet stared after tbem, Hstened, 
looked down upon bimself to niake quite sure tbat be was still unbound, 
and without any manifestion of impatience, disappointment, or 6un)rise, 
gently relapsed into tbe condition from wbicb be bad so imperfectly 
recovered. 

Mr. Haredale tied bis borse to tbe trunk of a tree, and graeping bis 
companion's arm, stole softly along tbe footpatb, and into wbat bad oeen 
the ^irden of bis bouse. He stopped for an instant to look upon its 
Smoking walls, and at tbe stars tbat sbone tbrougb roof and fioor upon 
the heap of crumbling asbes. Solomon glanced timidly in bis face, but 
his bps were tigbtly pressed togetber, a resolute and stern expression sat 
upon nis brow, and not a tear, a look, or gesture indicating grief escaped 
him. 

He drew bis sword ; feit for a moment in bis breast, as tbougb be 
camed otber arms about bim ; tben grasping Solomon by tbe wrist again, 
went witb a cautious Step all round tbe bouse. He looked into every 
doorway and gap in tbe wall ; retraced bis steps at every rustling of tbe 
air among tbe leaves ; and searcbed in every sbadowed nook witb out- 
fitretched bands. Tbus tbey made tbe cif cuit of tbe building ; but tbey 
retumed to tbe spot from wbicb tbey bad set out, witbout encountering 
any human being, or finding tbe least trace of any concealed strahier. 
After a sbort pause, Mr. Haredale sbouted twice or tbrice. Tben 
cried aloud, " Is tbere anyone in biding bere, wbo knows my voice ? 
There is notbing to fear now. If any of my people are near, I entreat 
them to answer ! " He call^ tbem all by name ; bis voice was ecboed 
in many mournful tones ; tben all was silent as before. 

Tbey were standing near tbe foot of tbe turret, wbere tbe alarm-bell 
hung. Tbe fire bad raged tbere, and tbe floors bad been sawn, and 
hewn, and beaten down, besides. . It was open to tbe night ; but a part 
of the staircase still remained, winding upward from a great niound of 
dust and cindets; Fragments of tbe jagged and broken steps offered an 
insecure and giddy footing bere and tbere, and tben were lost again, bebind 
protruding angles of tbe waJl, or in the deep shadows cast upon it by otber 
portions of tbe ruin ; for by tbis time tbe moon bad nsen and shone 
brighüy. : . 

As tbey stood bere, listening to tbe ecboes as tbey died away, and 
hoping in vain to bear a voice tbey knew, some of tbe asbes in tbis turret 
slipped and rolled down. Startled by the least noise in tbat melancboly 
place, Solomon looked up in his companion's face and saw tbat he bad 
tumed towards the spot, and tbat he watched and listened keenly. 
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He covered the litüe man's mouth with bis liand, and looked again. 
InstanÜy, with kindling eyes, he bade him on bis life keep still, and 
neither speak nor move. Then holding bis bieatb, and stooping down, 
be stole into tbe turiet, witb bis drawn sword in bis ba^d, and 
disappeared. 

Terrified to be left tbere by bimself, under sucb desolate circumstc^ices, 
and after all be bad seen and beard tbat nigbt, Solomon would have 
followed, but tbere bad been sometbing in Mr. Haredale's manner and 
bis look, tbe recollection of wbicb beld bim spell-bound. He stood 
rooted to tbe spot ; and scarecly venturing to breatbe, looked up with 
mingled fear and wonder. 

Again tbe asbes slipped and rolled — very, veiy softly — ^again— and 
tben again, as tbongb tney crombled undemeatb tbe tread of a stealthy 
foot And now a ngure was dimly visible ; climbing very sofüy ; and 
often stooping to look down ; now it pursued its difficolt way ; and now 
it was bidden from tbe view again. 

It emerged once more, into tbe sbadowy and uncertain light — higher 
now, but not mach, for tbe way was steep and toilsome, and its progress 
verjr slow. Wbat phantom of tbe brain aid be pursue ; and wby did he 
look down constantly ? He knew he was alone. Sui^y bis mind was 
not affected bv that night* s loss and agony ? He was not about to throw 
bimself beadlong from tbe summit of the tottering wall ? Solomon 
tumed sick, and clasped bis bands. His limbs trembled beneath him, 
and a cold sweat broke out upon his pallid face. 

If he complied with Mr. Haredale's last injunction now, it was becanse 
be bad not tbe power to speak or move. He strained bis gaze, and fixed 
it on a patcb of moonligbt, into wbicb, if be continued to ascend, 
be must soon emerge. Wben he appeared tbere, be would try to call to 
him. 

Again tbe asbes slipped and prumbled ; some stones rolled down, and 
feil with a duU, heavy sound uiNon the ground below. He kept bis eyes 
upon tbe piece of moonligbt. Tbe figure was Coming on, for its shadow 
was already thrown upon tbe walL Now it appeared — and now looked 
round at bim — and now — 

The horror-stricken derk uttered a ecream that pierced the air, and 
cried, " Tbe gbost ! the ghost ! " 

Long before tbe echo of bis cry bad died away, anotber form rushed 
out into the light, flung itself upon tbe foremost one, knelt down upon 
its breast, and clutcbed its throat with both bands. 

" ViUain ! " cried Mr. Haredale in a terrible voice — for it was he. 
" Dead and buried, as all men suppoeed througb your infernal arts, but 
reserved by Heaven for this — at last — ^at last—-! have you. You, whoee 
lumds are red with my brotber's blood, and tbat of bis faithful servant, 
shed to conceal your öwn atrocious guilt. You, Rudge, double murderer 
and monster, I arrest you in the name of God, who bas delivered yoa 
into my bands. No ! Thougb you bad the strength of twenty men," he 
odded, as the murderer writhed and struggled, '^ you could not escape 
me or loosen my grasp to-night l" 
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CHAPTER LVII. 

Barnabt, armed as we have seen, continued to pace np and down 
before the stable-door ; glad to be alone again, and heartilv rejoicing in 
the unaccustomed silence and tranquillity. After the whiri of noise and 
not in which the last two days had oeen passed, the pleafiures of solitude 
and peace were enhanced a thousandfold. > He feit quite happv ; and as 
he leaned upon his staff and mused, a bright smile overspread his face, 
and none but cheerful visions floatea into his brain« 

Had he no thoughts of her, whose sole delight he was, and whom he 
had unconsciously plunged in such bitter sorrow and such deep afflic- 
tion ? Oh, yes. She was at the heart of all his cheerful hopes ana proud 
reflections. It was she whom all this honour and distinction were to 
gladden ; the joy and profit were for her. What delight it gave her to 
near of the bravery of her poor boy 1 Ah 1 He would nave known that, 
without Hush's telling him. And what a precious tMng it was to know 
she hved so happily, and heard with so much pride (he pictured to him- 
self her look wnen they told her) that he was in such high esteem ; bold 
among the boldest, and trusted before them alL And when these frays 
were over, and the good lord had conquered his enemies, and they were 
all at pace again, and he and she were rieh, what happiness they would 
have in talking of these troubled times when he was a great soldier ! 
And when they sat alone together in the tranquil twilight, and she had 
no longcr leason to be anxious for the morrow, what pleasure woidd 
he have in the reflection that this was his doing — his, i>oor foolish 
Bamaby's ; and in patting her on the cheek, and saying with a merry 
laugh, "Am I silly now, mother — am I silly now ?" 

With a lighter heart and step, and eyes the brighter for the happy 
tear that dimmed them for a moment, Bamaby resumed his walk ; and 
singing gaily to himself, kept guard u|)on his quiet post. 

His comrade Grip, the partner of his watch, though fond of basking 
in the sunshine, preferred to-day to walk about the stable, having a 
great deal to do in the way of scattering the straw, hiding under it such 
snaall articles as had been casually left about, and haunting Hugh's bed; 
to which he seemed to have taken a particular attachment. Sometimes 
Bamaby looked in and calleid him, and then he came hopping out ; but 
he merely did this as a concession to his master's weakness, and soon re- 
tumed again to his own grave pursuits — peering into the straw with his 
bill, and rapidly covering up tJie place, as if, Midas-like, he were whis- 
pering secrets to the earth and burying them ; cionstantly busying him- 
self upon the sly ; and affecting, whenever Bamaby came pait, to look 
up in the clouds and have nothing whatever on his mind ; in short, con- 
ducting himself in many respects, in a more than usually thoughtful, 
deep and mysterious manner. 

As the day crept on, Bamaby, who had no directionfl forbidding him 
to eat and drink upon his post, but had been, on the contrary, supplied 
with a bottle of beer and a oasket of provisions, determined to break his 
fast, which he had not done since moming. To this end, he sat down 
on the ground before the door, and putting his staff across his knees ir 
case of alarm or siirprise, summoned Grip to dinner* 
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This call the bird obeyed with great alacrity ; crying, as he sidled up 
to his master, " I'm a devil, I'm a Polly, I'm a kettle, I'm a Protestant, 
No Popery ! " Having leamt this latter sentiment from the gentry 
among whom he had Hved of late, he delivered it with uncommon em- 
phasis. 

" Well Said, Grip ! " cried his master, as he fed him wth the daintiest 
bits. « Well Said, old boy ! " 

" Never say die, bow, wow, wow, keep up your spirits, Qrip, Grip, 
Grip, Holloa I We'll all have tea, I'm a Protestant ketüe, No Popery l" 
cried the raven, 

" Gordon for ever, Grip ! " cried Bamaby. 

The raven, placin^ his head upon the groimd, looked at bis master 
sideways, as though he woiüd have said, " Say that again 1 " Perfectly 
imderstanding lüs desire, Bamaby repeated the phrase a great many 
times. The bird listened with profound attention; sometiines le- 
peatin^ the populär cry in a low voice, as if to compare the twp, and 
try if it would at all help him to this new accomplishment ; sometimes 
flapping his wings or barking ; and sometimes in a kind of desperation 
drawing a multitude of corks with extraordinary viciöusness. 

Bamaby was so intent upon his favourite, that he was not at ßrst 
aware of the approach of two persons on horseback, who were riding at a 
foot pace, and Coming straigM towards his post. "Wlien he perceived 
them, however, which he did when they were within some fifty yards of 
him, he jumped hastily up, and ordering Grip within doorä, stood with 
both hands on his staff, waiting until he should know wnether they were 
friends or foes. 

He had hardly done so, when he observed that those who advanced 
were a gentleman and his servant ; almost at the same moment he recog- 
nized Lord George Gordon, before whom he stood uncovered, with ^ 
eyes tumed towards the ground. 

" Good day ! *' said Lord Gteorge, not reining in his horse until he was 
close beside him. " Well ! " 

"All quiet, sir, all safe ! ^ cried Bamaby. ."The rest are away— they 
went by that path — that one. A grand party ! " ' 

" Av ? " sai4 Lord George, looking thoughtfully at him. « And you ?" 

" Oh 1 Thev left me here to watch — ^to mount guatd — ^to keep every- 
thing secure tili they come back. 1 '11 do it, sit, for your sake. You're 
n good gent}eman ; a kihd gentleman~ay, you are. There are many 
against you, but we ?11 be a match for them, never fear I " ' 

"What'sthat?" said Lor4 George — ^pointing to the raven, who was 
peeping out of the stable-door —but still loojiing thoughtfully, and in 
ßome perplexity, it seemed, at Bamaby. ' 

** Whyi don't you know?" retorted Bamaby, with a wondering laugt. 
"Not know what hei^'i A bird, to be sure. My bird— my mend— 
Grip." 

" A devil, a kettle, a Grip, a Polly, a Protestant, No Popery ! " cried 
the raven. 

" Though, indeed," added Bamaby, laying his band upon the neck of 
•Lord George^s horse, and speaking softly : " you had good reason to ask 
me what he is, for sometimes it puzzles me — and I am used to him— to 
think he 's only ä bird. He 's my brother, Grip is— always with me- 
always talking— always merry— eh, Grip ?" 
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The raven answered bv au affectionate croak, and hopping on his 
master's arm, which he held downwaxds for tbat purpose, RUbipitted with 
anairof perfect indiiSerence to be fondled» and tumea his restleBs, curious 
eye, now upon Lord peorge, and now upon his man. 

Lord Geoige, bitingbis nails in a discomftted manner, regarded Bamaby 
for Bome time in silence ; then beckoning \q bis servant, said ; 

«Come hither, John." 

John Grueby touched his hat, and came. 

"Have you evey seen this young man before ?" bis master asked in a 
lowvoicfe. 

" Twice, my lord," said John. " I see bim in tbe crowd last night and 
Saturday.f ... 

" Did— did it seem to von that bis manner was at all wild or stränge ? " 
Lord Qeorge demanded mlteringly. 

" Mad," said John, with emphatic brevity. 

^' And why do you tbink bim mad, sir ?'' said bis master, speaking in 
a peevisb tone. " Pon't use that word too freely. Wby do you tbink 
him mad V* 

"My lord," Jobn Grueby answered, "look at bis dress, look at bis 
eyes, look at his restless way, bear bim cry ' No Popery 1 ' Mad, my lord." 

"So, because one man dresses unlike another,^ retumed his angry 
master, glancing at bimself, '^ and bappens to differ from other men in 
his carriage and manner, and to advocate a great cause which tbe irre- 
ligious desert, be is to be accounted mad, is he ? " 

"Stärk, staxing, raving, roaring mad, my lord," retumed the unmoved 
John. ' • ' 

" Do you say this to my face ? " cried bis master, tuming sbarply upon 
him. 

"To any man, my lord, wbo asks me," answered John. 

" Afr. Gashford, 1 find, was right," said Lord Geoi^e ; " I tbougbt bim 




" You are an ill-conditioned, most ungrateful fellow," said Lord George : 
" ^ ^y> ^^^ anythin^ I know. Mr. Gashford is perfectly correct, as I 
might have feit convinced be was. I have done wrong to retain you in 
my Service. It is a tacit insult to him as my choice and confiaential 
friend to do so, remembering the cause you sided with, on the day he 
was maligned at Westminster. You will leave me to-night — nay, as soon 
as we reach bome. The sooner, th<e better." 

" If it comes to that, I say so too, my lord. Let Mr. Gashford have 
his will. As to my being a spy, my lord^ you know me better than to 
believe it, I am sure. I doii^t know much about causes. My cause is 
the cause of one man against two hundred ; and I hope it always will be." 

" You have said quite enough," retumed Lord George, motioning him 
to go back. " I desire to bear no more." ' ' 

" If you *11 let me have another Word, my lord," retumed John Grueby, 
" I 'd give this silly fellow a caution not to stay here by bimself. The 

Eroclamation is in a good many hands already, and it 's well known that 
e was concerned in the business it relates to. He bad better get to a. 
place of safety if he can, poor creature." 
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''You hear what thiB man eays?" cried Lord George, addressing 
Barnaby, who had looked on and wondered while this dudogue passef 
" He tninks you may be afraid to remain upon your post, and are kept 
here perhaps against your wilL What do you say ? " 

<< I think, young man," said John, in explanataon, ^ that the Boldiers 
may tum out and take you ; and that if tibey do, you will certainly be 
hung by the neck tili you 're dead — dead — dead. And I think youhad 
better go from here a9 fast as you can. That 's what 1 think.'' 

" He 's a coward, Grip, a coward ! " cried Bamaby, putting the raven 
on the ground, and shouldering hlEi staff. '' Let them come ! Gordon 
for ever ! Let them come ! " 

" Ay ! " said Lord George, " let them ! Let us see who will venture to 
attack a power like ours ; the solemn league of a whole people. Tim 
a madman t You have said well, very welL I am proud to be the Icader 
of such men as you." 

Bamaby's heart swelled within his bosom as he heard these words. 
He took Lord George's band and carried it to bis lips ; x>atted bis hoise V 
crest, as if the affection and admiration he had conceived for the man 
extended to the animal he rode ; then unfurHng bis flag, and proudly 
waving it, resumed bis pacing up and down. 

Lord George, with a kindling eye and glowing cheek, took off his hat, 
and flourishing it above his head, bade him exmtingly farewell ! — then 
cantered off at a brisk pace ; after glancing an^rily round to see that his 
servant followed. Honest John set spurs to bis horse and rode after his 
master, but not before he had again wamed Bamaby to retreat, with 
many significant gestures, which indeed he continued to make, and 
Bsüüiaby to resist, until the windings of the road concealed them from 
each other's view. 

Left to himself with a still higher sense of the importance of his post, 
and stimulated to enthusiasm by the special notice and encouragement 
of his leader, Bamaby walked to and fro in a delicious trance rather 
than as a waking man. The sunshine which prevailed around was in 
his mind. He had but one desire ungratified. If she could only see 
him now 1 

The day wore on ; its heat was gently giving place to the cool of 
evening ; a light wind sprung up, fanning his long hair, and making the 
banner rustle pleasantly above his head. There was a freedom and 
freshness in the sound and in the time, which chimed exactly with his 
mood. He was happier than ever. 

He was leaning on his staff looking towards the declining sim, and 
reflecting with a smile that he stood sentinel at that moment over buried 
gold, wnen two or three figures appeared in the distance, making 
towards the house at a rapid pace, and motioning with their hands as 
though they urged its inmates to retreat from some approaching danger. 
As they drew nearer, they became more eamest in their gestures ; and 
they were no sooner within hearing, than the foremost among them 
cried that the soldiers were Coming up. 

At these words, Bamaby furled his flag, and tied it round the pole. 
His heart beat high while he did so, but he had no more fear or thought 
of retreating than the pole itself. The friendly stragglers hurried past 
him, after giving him notice of his dauger, and quickly passed into the 
house, where the utmost confusion immediately prevaüed. As those 
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within hastily closed the Windows and the doors, they nrged him by 
looks and signs to fly without loss of time, and called to nim manv times 
to do so ; but he only shook lus head indignanüy in answer, and stood 
the firmer on bis post, Einding tbat be was not to be persuaded, they 
took care of themselves ; and leaving tbe place witb only one old woman 
in it, speedily witbdrew. 

As yet tbere*bad been no symptom of tbe news baving any better 
foundation than in tbe fears of tbose wbo brought it, but Tbe Boot bad 
not been deserted five minutes, wben tbere appeared, Coming across tbe 
fields, a body of men wbo, it was easy to see, by tbe glitter of tbeir arms 
and Ornaments in tbe sun, and by tbeir orderly and regulär mode of 
advancing — for tbey came on as one man — were soldiers. In a very little 
time, Bamaby knew tbat tbey were a strong detacbment of the Foot 
Guards, baving along with them two gentlemen in private clotbes, and a 
small party of borse ; the latter brought up the rear, and were not in 
nmnber more than six or eight. 

They advanced steadily ; neitber quickening tbeir pace as they came 
nearer, nor raising any cry, nor showing the least emotion or anxiety. 
Thougb tbis was a matter of course in the case of regulär troops, even to 
Bamaby tbere was something particularly impressive and disconcerting 
init to one accustomed to the noiseand tumult of an undisciplined mob. 
For all tbat, be stood bis ground not a whit the less resolutely, and 
looked on undismayed. 

Presently, they marched into the yard, and halted. The commanding- 
officer despatched a messenger to the horsemen, one of whom came riding 
back, Some words passed between them, and they glanced at Bamaby; 
who well remembered the man be bad unhorsed at Westminster, and 
saw bim now before bis eyes. The man being speedily dismissed, saluted, 
and rode back to bis comrades, who were drawn up apart at a short distance. 

The officer then gave the word to prime and load. The heayy ringing 
of the musket-stocks upon the ground, and the sharp and rapid rattling 
of the ramrods in tbeir barreis, were a kind of relief to Bamaby, deadly 
thougb he knew the purport of such sounds to be. When this was done, 
other commands were given, and tbe soldiers instantaneously formed in 
Single file all round the house and stables ; completely encircling them 
in every part, at a distance, perhaps, of some half-dozen yards ; at least 
that seemed in Bamaby's eyes to be about the space left between himself 
and those wbo confronted bim. The horsemen remained drawn up by 
themselves as before. 

The two gentlemen in private clothes, who bad kept aloof, now rode 
forward, one on eitber side the officer. The proclamation baving been 
produced and read by one of them, called on Bamaby to surrender. 

He made no answer, but, stepping within the door before whicb he 
had kept guard, held bis pole crosswise to protect it. In the midst of a 
profound silence he was again called upon to yield. 

Still he offered no reply. Indeed he had enough to do, to run bis eye 
back ward and forwara along tbe half-dozen men wbo immediately 
fronted bim, and settle burriedly within himself at which of them he 
would strike fi rst, when they pressed on him. He caught the eye of one in 
the centre, and resolved to bew that fellow down, thougb he died for it. 

Again there was a dead silence, and again the same voice called upou 
him to deliver himself up. 

20 
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Ne:d; moment he was back in the stable, dealing blows about bim like 
a mAfJmftTi. Two of the men lay stretched at bis feet : the one he had 
marked, dropped first — he had a thought for that, even in the bot blood 
and hurry of the stmggle. Another blow — another ! Down, mastered, 
wounded in the breast by a heavy blow from the butt-end of a gun (he 
saw the weapon in the act of falling) — ^breathless — and a prisoner. 

An exclamation of snrprise from the officer recallea bim, in some 
degree, to himself. He looked round. Grip, after working in secret all 
the aftemoon, and with redonbled vigour while everybody's attention 
was distracted, had plucked away the stiaw from Hugh's bea, and tumed 
up the loose ground with bis iron bilL The hole had been recklessly 
filled to the brim, and was merely sprinkled with earth. Golden cups, 
spoons, candlesticks, coined guineas — aU the riches were revealed. 

They brought spades and a sack ; dug up everything that was hidden 
there ; and camea away more than two men conld lift. They handcuffed 
him and bound bis arms, searched bim, and took away all he had. 
Nobody qnestioned or reproached him, or seemed to have much curiosity 
about him. The two men he had stunned, were camed off by their 
companions in the same business-like way in which everything eise was 
done. FinaUy, he was left under a guard of four soldiers with fixed 
bayonets, while the officer directed in person the search of the house and 
the other buildings connected with it. 

This was soon completed. The soldiers formed again in the yard ; he 
was marched out, with bis guard about him ; and ordered to fall in, 
wbere a Space was left The others closed up all round, and so they 
moved away, with the prisoner in the centre. 

When they came into the streets, he feit he was a sight ; and looking 
up as they passed quickly along, could see people running to the Windows 
a little too late, and throwing up the sashes to look after him. Some- 
times he met a staring face beyond the heads about him, or under the 
arms of bis conductors, or peering down upon him from a w£^on-top or 
coach-box ; but this was all he saw, being surrounded by so many men. 
The very noises of the streets seemed muffled and subdued ; and the air 
came stale and bot upon him, like the sickly breath of an oven. 

Tramp, tramp. Tramp, tramp. Heads erect, Shoulders Square, every 
man stepping in exact tmie — all eo orderly and regulär — nobody look- 
ing at him — nobody seeming conscious of bis presence — he could hardly 
believe he was a prisoner. But at the word, though only thought, not 
spoken, he feit tue handcuffs galling bis wrists, the cord pressing his 
arms to his sides, the loaded guns levelled at his head, and those cold, 
bright, sharp, shining points tumed towards him : the mere looking 
down at which, now tnat he was bound and helpless, made the warm 
current of his life run cold. 
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They were not long in reaching the barracks, for the officer who com- 
manded the party was desirous to avoid rousing the people by the display 
of aiilitary force in the streets, and was himianely anxious to give aä 



BARNABY RUDOE. 307 

litüe opportnnity as poseible for anv attempt at rescue ; knowing that it 
must lead to bloodshed and loss of life, and that if the civil authorities 
by whom lie was accompanied, empowered him to order his men to fire, 
aany innocent persona would probably fall whom curiosity or idleness 
had attracted to the spot. He therefore led the party briskly on, avoid- 
ing, with a merciful prudence, the more public and crowded thorough- 
fares, and pursuing tnose which he deemed least likely to be infested by 
disoiäerly persons. This wise proceeding not only enabled them to gain 
their quarters without any interruption, but completely baffled a body 
of rioters who had assembled in one of the main etreet, through whicn 
it was considered certain they would pass, and who remained gathered 
together for the purpose of releasing the prisoner from their hands, long 
after they had deposited him in a place of security, closed the barrack 
gates, and set a double guard at every entrance for its better protection. 

Amved at this place, poor Barnaby was marched into a stone-fioored 
room, where there was a very powerful smell of tobacco, a strong thorough 
dranght of air, and a great wooden bedstead, large enough for a score of 
men. Several soldiers in undrees were lounging about, or eating from 
tin cans; military accoutrements dangled on rows of pegs along the 
whitewashed wall ; and some half-dozen men lay fast asleep upon their 
backs, snorin^ in concert. After remaining here just Ions enough to 
note theee tmngs, he was marched out again, and conveyed across the 
parade-ground to another portion of the building. 

Perhaps a man never eees so much at a glance as when he is in a Situa- 
tion of extremity. The chances are a hundred to one, that if Bamaby 
had lounged in at the gate to look about him, he would have loungeä 
out again with a very imperfect idea of the place, and would have re- 
membered very little about it. But as he was taken handcuffed across 
the gravelled area, nothing escaped his notice, The dry, arid look of 
the dusty Square, and of the bare brick building ; the clothes hanging 
at 8ome of the Windows ; and the men in their shirt-sleeves and braces, 
lolling with half their bodies out of the others ; the green sun-blinds at 
the offioers' (juarters, and the little scanty trees in front ; the drummer- 
boys practising in a distant courtyard ; the men at drill on the parade ; 
the two soldiers carrying a basket between them, who winked to eäch 
other as he went by, and slyly pointed to their throats ; the spruce 
Sergeant who hurried paßt with a cane in his band, and under his arm 
a clasped book witii a vellum cover ; the fellows in the cround-floor 
rooms furbishing and brushing up their different articles of dress, who 
stopoed to look aJt him, and whose voices as they spoke together echoed 
loudly through the empty galleries and passages ; — everything, down to 
the stand of muakets before the guard-house, and the drum with a pipe- 
clayed belt attached, in one corner, impressed itself upon his Observation 
as though he had noticed them in the same place a hundred times, or 
had been a whole day among them, in place of one brief hurried minute. 
He was taken into a small paved back yard, and there they opened a 
great door, plated with iron, and pierced some five feet above the ground 
with a few noles to let in air and light. Into this dungeon he was 
walked straightway ; and having locked him up there, and placed a 
sentry over him, they left him to his meditations. 

The cell, or black hole, for it had those words painted on the door, 
was very dark, and having recently accommodated a drurk'^n deserter, 
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by no means clean. Bamaby feit bis way to some straw at the fartlier 
end, and looking towards tbe door, tried to accustom bimself to the 
gloom, wbicb, Coming from the bright sunsbine out of doors was not an 
easy taak. 

Tbere was a kind of portico or colonnade outside, and tbis obstnicted 
even tbe little ligbt tbat at tbe best conld bave found its way through 
tbe small apertures in tbe door. Tbe footsteps of tbe sentinel echoed 
raonotonouslv as be paced its stone pavemont to and fro (remindin» 
Bamaby of the watch ne bad so lately kept bimself) ; and as he passed 
and repassed tbe door, be made tbe cell for an instant so black by the 
interposition of 'bis body, tbat bis going away again seemed like the 
appearance of a new ray of ligbt, and was quite a circumstance to look 
for. 

Wben the prisonet bad sat some time upon tbe ground, gazing at the 
chinks, and listening to tbe advancing and receding K)otsteps of bis guard, 
tbe man stood still upon bis post. Bamaby, quite unable to think, or 
to speculate on wbat would be done with bim, bad been luUed into a 
kind of doze by bis regulär pace ; but bis stopping roused bim ; and 
tben be became aware tbat two men were in conversation under the 
colonnade, and very near tbe door of bis celL 

How long tbey bad been talking tbere be could not teil, for he had 
fallen into an unconsciousness of bis real position, and, wben the foot- 
steps ceased, was answering aloud some question wbicb seemed to have 
been put to bim by Hugb in tbe stable, thougb of tbe fancied purport, 
eitber of question or reply, notwithstanding tbat be awoke with the 
latter on bis lips, be bad no recoUection wbatever. Tbe first words that 
reacbed bis ears were these : 

" Wby is be brought bere, tben, if he bas to be taken away again so 
soon?" 

" Wby, where would you bave bim go ? Damme, be 's not as safe 
anywbere as among tbe king's troops is be ? Wbat wmdd you do with 
bim ? Would you band bim over to a pack of cowardly civilians, that 
shake in their shoes tili tbey wear the soles out, with trembling at the 
threats of the ragamuffins he belongs to ?" 

" That 's true enoügb." 

** True enougb ! I '11 teil you wbat. I wish, Tom Green, that I was 
a commissioned instead of a non-commissioned officer, and that I had 
tbe command of two companies — only two companies of my own regi- 
ment. Call me out to stop these riots — give me the needful authori^, 
and half a dozen rounds ot ball-cartridge ^" 

" Ay ! " Said the other voice. " That 's all very well, but tbey won't 
give the needful authority. If tbe magistrate won't give the word, 
wbat 's the officer to do ? " 

Not very well knowing, as it seemed, how to overcome tbis difficulty, 
the other man contented nimself with damning the magistrates. 

" With all my beart," said bis friend. 

"Where 's the use of a magistrate?" returned tbe other voice. 
"Wbat 's a magistrate in tbis case, but an impertinent, unnecessaiy, 
unconstitutional sort of interference ? Here's a proclamation. Here's 
a man referred to in that proclamation. Here 's proof against bim, and 
awitness on the spot Damme! Take bim out and shoot bim, sir! 
W ho wants a magistrate ? " 
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"When does he go before Sir John Fielding?" aaked the man wha 
had spoken first. 

"To-night at eight o'clock," retumed the other. "Mark what 
follows. The magistrate commits him to Newgate. Our people take 
him to Newgate. The rioters pelt our people. Our people retire before 
the rioters. Stones are thrown, insults are offered, not a shot'ö fired. 
Why ? Because of the magistrates ! Damn the magistrates I '* 

When he had in some degree relieved his mind by cursing the magis- 
trates in various other forms of speech, the man was silent, save for a 
low growling, still having reference to those authorities, which from 
time to time escaped him. 

Bamaby, who nad wit enough to know that this conversation con- 
cerned, and very nearly concerned, himself, remained perfectly quiet 
until thev ceased to speak, when he groped his way to the door, and 
peeping tbrough the air-holes, tried to maike out what kind of men they 
were to whom he had been listening. 

The one who condemned the civü power in such stroug terms, was a 
Sergeant — engaged just then, as the Streaming ribands in his cap 
amiounced, on the recruiting Service. He stood leaning sideways 
against a pillar nearly opposite the door, and as he growled to himself, 
drew figures on the pavement with his cane. The other man had his 
back towards the dungeon, and Bamaby could only see his form. To 
iudge from that, he was a gaUant, manly, handsome fellow, but he had 
lost his left arm. It had been taken off between the elbow and the 
Shoulder, and his empty coat-sleeve hung across his breast. 

It was probably this circumstance which gave him an interest beyond 
any that his companion could boast of, and attracted Bamaby's atten- 
tion. There was something soldierly in his bearing, and he wore a jaunty 
cap and jacket. Perhaps ne had been in the Service at one time or other. 
If he had, it could not have been very long ago, for he was but a young 
fellow now. 

" Well, well,** he said, thoughtfully ; " let the fault be where it maj, 
it makes a man sorrowful to come back to old England, and see her in 
this condition." 

"I suppose the pigs will join 'em next," said the Sergeant, with an 
imprecation on the rioters, "now that the birds have set 'em the 
example." 
** The birds ! " repeated Tom Green. 

"Ah — ^birds," said the sergeant, testily ; " that 's English, ain't it?" 
" I don't know what you mean." 

" Go to the guard-house, and see. You 11 find a bird there, that 's got 
their cry as pat as any of 'em, and bawls "No Popery,'* like a man— or 
like a devil, as he says he is. I shouldn't wonder. The devil's loose in 
London somewhere. Damme if I wouldn't twist his neck round, on the 
Chance, if 1 had my way !" 

The young man nad taken two or three Steps away, as if to go and see 
this creature, when he was arrested by the voice of Bamaby. 

" It 's mine," he called out, half laughing and half weeping — " my pet, 
my friend Qrip. Ha, ha, ha ! Don't hurt him, he has done no härm. 
I taught him ; it 's my fault. Let me have him, if you please. He 's 
the only friend I have left now. He '11 not dance, or talk, or whistle for 
you, I know; but he will for me, because he knows me and loves me — 
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though you wouldn't think it — very well. You wouldn-t hurt a bird, 
I *m sure. You 're a brave soldier, sir, and wouldn^t harm a woman or 
child — no, no, nor a poor bird, I *m certain." 

This last adjuration was addressed to the Sergeant, whom Bamaby 
judged fpom bis red coat to be high in pfiice, and able to seal Grip*a 
destiny by a word. But that gentleman, in reply, surlily damned him 
for a thief and rebel he was, and with many disinterested imprecationa 
on his own eyes, liver, blood, and body, assured him that ii it rested 
with hira to decide, he would put a final stopper on the bird, and hia 
master too. 

" You talk boldly to a caged man," said Bamaby, in anger. " If I was 
on the other side of the aoor and there were none to part us, you 'd 
change your note — ay, you may toss your head — you would 1 Kül the 
bird— <io. Kill an3rthing you can, and so revenge yourself on those who. 
with their bare hands untied could do as much to you ! " 

Having vented his defiance, he flung himself into the farthest comer 
of his prison, and muttering, "Good-bye, Grip — good-bye, dear old 
Grip 1 ^ shed tears for the first time since he had been taken captive ; 
and hid his face in the straw. 

He had had some fancy at first that the one-armed man would help 
him, or would give him a kind word in answer. He hardly knew why, 
but he hoped and thought so. The young fellow had stopped when he 
called out, and checking himself in the very act of tuming round, stood 
listening to.e very word he said. Perhaps he built his feeble trust on 
this; perhaps on his being young, and having a frank and honest 
manner. However that might be, he built on sand. The other went 
away directly he had finished speaking, and neither answered him, nor 
returned. Is o matter. They were all against him here : he might havo 
known as much. " Good-bye, old Grip ; good-bye ! " 

After some time, they came and unlocked the door, and called to him 
to come out. He rose directly, and complied, for he would not have 
. them think he was subdued or frightened. He walked out like a man, 
and looked from face to face. 

None of them returned his eaze or seemed to notice it They marched 
him back to the parade by tue way they had brought him, and there 
they halted among a body of soldiers, at least twice as numerous as that 
which had taken him prisoner in the aftemoon. The officer he had seen 
before, bade him in a few brief words take notice that if he attempted 
to escape, no matter how favourable a chance he might suppose he had, 
certain of the men had Orders to fire upon him that moment. They 
then closed round him as before, and marched him off again. 

In the same unbroken order they arrived at Bow Street, followed and 
beset on all sides by a crowd which was continually increasing. Here 
he was placed before a blind gentleman, and asked if he wished to say 
anything. Not he. What had he got to teil them ? After a very little 
talking, which he was careless of and quite indifferent to, they told him 
he was to go to Newgate, and took him away. 

He went out into the street,* so surrounded and hemmed in on every 
side by soldiers, that he could see nothing ; but he knew there was a 
great crowd of people, by the murmur ; and that they were not friendly 
to the soldiers, was soon rendered evident by their yells and hisses. How 
often and how eagerly he listened for the voice of Hugh ! No, There 
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was not a voice -he knew among thera all. Was Hugh a prisoner too ? 
Was there no hope ? 

As they came nearer and nearer to the prison, tbe hootings of the 
people grew more violent ; stones were thrown ; and every now and then, 
a nish was made against the soldiers, which they staggered nnder. One 
of them, close before him, smarting under a blow upon tne temple, levelled 
his musket, but the officer Struck it unwards with bis sword, and ordered 
him on peril of bis life to desist. Tliis was the kst thing he saw with 
any distinctness, for directly afterwards he was tossed about, and beaten 
to and fro, as though in a tempestuous sea. But go where he would, 
there were the same guards about him. Twice or tnrice he was thrown 
down, and so were they ; but even then he could not elude their vigilance 
for a moment. They were up again, and had closed about him, before 
he, with bis wiists so tightljr oound, could scramble to his feet. Fenced 
in, thus, he feit himself hoisted to the top of a low flight of steps, and 
then for a moment he caught a glimpse of the fighting in the crowd, and 
of a few redcoats sprinkled together, here and there, struggling to rejoin 
•their fellows. Next moment, everything was dark and gfoomy, and he 
was Standing in the prison lobby ; the centre of a group of men. 

A smith was speedily in attendance, who riveted upon him a set of 
heavy irons. Stumbhnß on as well as he could, beneath the unusual 
bürden of these fetters, he was conducted to a strong stone cell, where, 
fastening the door with locks, and bolts, and chains, they left him, well 
secured ; having first, unseen by him, thrust in Grip, who, with his head 
drooping and bis deep black plumes rough and rumpled, appeared to 
comprehend and to partake his master's fallen fortunes. 




CHAPTER LIX. 

It is necessary at this juncture to retum to Hugh, who, having, as we 
have Seen, callea to the rioters to disperse from about The Warren, and 
meet again as usual, glided back into the darkness from which he had 
emerged, and reappeared no more that night. 

He paused in the copse which sheltered him from the Observation of 
his mad companions, and waited to ascertain whether they drew off at 
his bidding, or still lingered and called to him to join them. Some few, 
he saw, were indisposed to go away without him, and made towards thö 
s;pot where he stood concealed as though they were about to follow in 
his footsteps, and urge him to come back ;. but these men, being in their 
tum callea to by their friends, and in truth not greatly caring to venture 
into the dark parts of the grounds, where they misht be easily surprised 
and taken, if any of the neighbours or retainers of the family were watqji- 
ing them from among the trees, soon abandoned the idea, and hastily 
assembling such men as they found of their mind at tbe moment, 
straggled off. 

When he was satisfied that the great mass of the insurgents were imi- 
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tating this example, and that the ^und was rapidly cleariiig,he plunged 
into the thickest portion of the little wood ; and, crashins the brancnes 
as he went, made straight towards a distant light : guided by that, and 
by the siiUen glow of the fire behind him. 

As he drew nearer and nearer to the twinkling beacon towards which 
he bent his course, the red glare of a few torches began to reveal itself, 
and the voices of men speaking together in a subdued tone broke the 
silence which, save for a distant shonting now and then, akeady pre- 
vailed. At length he cleared the wood, and, springing across a ditch, 
ßtood in a dark lane, where a small body of ill-looking vajgabonds, whom 
he had left there some twenty minut^ before, waited h^ coming with 
impatience. 

They were gathered round an old postchaise or chariot, driven by one 
of themselves, who sat x^stilion-wise upon the near horse. The blinds 
were drawn up, and Mr. Tappertit and Dennis kept guard at the two 
Windows. The former assumea the command of the party, for he chal- 
lenged Hugh as he advanced towards them ; and when he did so, those 
who were resting on the ground about the carriage rose to their feet and 
clustered round nim. 

" Well ! " Said Simon, in a low voice ; " is all right ? " 

" Right enough," replied Hugh, in the same tone. " They 're dispereing 
now — ^had begun before I came away." 

" And is the coast clear ? " 

" Clear enough before our men, I take it," said Hugh. •* There are not 
many who, knowing of their work over yonder, wül want to meddle 
with 'em to-night.— -Who 's got some drink here?" 

Everybody had some plunder from the cellar ; half-a-dozen flasks and 
bottles were offered directly. He selected the largest, and putting it to 
his mouth, sent the wine gurgling down his throat. Having emptied it, 
he threw it down, and stretched out his band for another, wnich he 
emptied likewise, at a draught Another was given him, and this he 
half emptied too. Reserving what remained to nnish with, he asked : 

"Have you got anythii^ to eat, any of you? I 'm as ravenous as a 
hungry wolf. Which of you was in the larder — come ?" 

" I was, brother," said Dennis, pulling off his hat, and fumbling in the 
crawn. " There 's a matter of cold venison pasty somewhere or anothei 
here, if that 'Udo." 

" Do 1 " cried Hugh, seating himself on the pathway. " Bring it out ! 
Quick ! Show a lignt here, and gather round ! Let me sup in State, my 
lads ! Ha, ha, ha ! " 

Entering into his boisterous humour, for they all had drunk deeplv, 
and were as wild as he, they crowded about him, while two of their 
number who had torches, held them up, one on either side ot him, that 
his banquet might not be despatched m the dark. Mr. Dennis, havmg 
by this time succeeded in extricating from his hat a great mass of pasty, 
which had been wedged in so tightly that it was not easily got out, put 
it before him ; and Hugh, having borrowed a notched and ja^ed knife 
from one of the Company, feil to work upon it vigorously. 

" I should recommend you to swallow a little fire every day, about an 
hour afore dinner, brother," said Dennis, after a pause. "It seems tc 
agree with you, and to stittnulate your appetite." 

Hugh looked at him, and at the blackeaed faces by which he was siir- 
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ronnded, and, stopping for a moment to flourish his knife above his head, 
answered with a roar of laughter. 

" Keep Order, there, will you ! " said Simon Tappertit. 

" Why isn't a man allowed to regale himself, noble captain?" retorted 
his lieutenant, parting the men who stood between them with bis knife, 
that he might see him, — " to regale himself a little bit after such work 
aa mine ? What a hard captain ! What a strict captain ! What a 
tyrannical captain ! Ha, ha, ha ! " 

" I wish one of you fellers would hold a bottle to his mouth to keep 
him quiet,'' said Simon, ^^unless you want the military to be down npon 

US." 

"And what if they are down npon us V* jetorted Hugh. "Who caresi 
Who*8 afraid ? Let 'em come, I say, let 'em come. The more, the merrier. 
üive me bold Bamaby at my side, and we two will settle the military, 
without troubling any of you. Bamaby's the man for the military! 
Bamaby'shealth!" 

But as the majoritr of those present were by no means anxious for a 
second engagement that night, being already weary and exhausted, they 
pided with Mr. Tappertit, and presswl him to make haste with his supper, 
for they had already delayed too long. Knowing, even in the heignt of 
his frenzy, that they incurred great danger by lingering so near the 
scene of the late outrages, Hugh made an end of his meal without more 
remonstrance, and rising, stepped up to Mr. Tappertit, and smote him on 
the back. 

"Now then," he cried, " I'm ready. There are brave birds inside this 
cage, eh ? Delicate birds, — tender, loving little doves. I caged 'em — I 
caged 'em— one more peep ! " 

He thrust the little man aside as he spoke, and mounting on the steps, 
which were half let down, puUed down the blind by force, and stared 
into the chaise like an oere into his larder. 

" Ha, ha, ha ? and did you Scratch, and pinch, and struggle, pretty 
mistress ? " he cried, as he grasped a little hand that sought in vain to 
free itself from his grip ; " you, so bright-eyed, and cherry-lipped, and 
daintily made ? But I love you better for it, mistress. Ay, I do. You 
should Stab me and welcome, so that it pleased you, and you had to eure 
me afterwards. I love to see you proud and scomful. It makes you 
handsomer than ever ; and who so nandsome a^s you at any time, my 
pretty one?" 

"dome !*' said Mr. Tappertit, who had waited during this speech with 
considerable impatience. " There 's euou^h of that. Come down." 

The little hand seconded this admonition by thrusting Hugh's great 
head away with all it force, and drawing up the blind, amidst his noisy 
laughter, and vows that he must have another look, for the last glimpse 
of that sweet face had provoked him past all bearing, However, as the 
suppressed impatience of the party now broke out into open murmurs, 
he abandoned tnis desisn, and taking his seat upon the bar, contented him- 
self with tapping at Üie front Windows of the carriage, and trying to 
steal a glance inside ; Mr. Tappertit mounting the steps and hanging on 
by the door, issued his directions to the driver with a commanding voice 
and attitude ; the rest got up behind, or ran by the side of the carriage 
as they could ; some, in Imitation of Hugh, endeavoured to see the face 
he had praised so highly, and were reminded of their impertinence by 



314 BÄRNÄBT BUBGR 

hints from the cudgel of Mr. Tappertit. Thus they pursued their joumey 
by circuitous and winding roads ; preserving, except when they halted to 
take breath, or to quarrel about the best way of reaching London, pretty 
good Order and tolerable silence. 

In the meantime, Dolly — beautiful, bewitching, captivating little 
Dolly — her hair dishevelled, her dress tom, her dark eyelashes wet with 
tears, her bosom heaving — her face, now pale with fear, now crimsoned 
with Indignation — ^her whole seif a hundred times more beautiful in this 
heightened aspect than ever she had been before — vainly strove to com- 
fort Emma Haredale, and to impart to her the consolation of which she 
stood in so much need herseif. The soldiers were sure to come ; they 
must be rescued ; it would be impossible to convey them through the 
streets of London when they set the threats of their guards at defiance, 
and shrieked to the passengers for help. If they did this when they 
came into the more rrequented ways, she was certain — she was quite 
certain — they must be released. So poor Dolly said, and so poor Dolly 
tried to think ; but the invariable conclusion of all such arguments was, 
that Dolly burst into tears ; cried, as she wrung her hands, what would 
they do or think, or who would comfort them, at home, at the Golden 
Key ; and sobbed most piteously. 

Miss Haredale, whose feelings were usually of a quieter kind than 
Dolly's, and not so much upon the surface, was dreadfully alarmed, and 
indeed had only just recovered from a swoon. She was very pale, and the 
band which Dolly held was quite cold ; but she bade her, nevertheless, 
remember that under Providence, much must depend upon their own 
discretion ; and if they remained quiet, and lulled the vigilance of the 
ruffians into whose hands they had fallen, the chances of their being 
able to procure assistance when they reached the town, were very much 
increased ; that imless society were quite unhinged, pursuit must be 
immediately commenced ; and that her uncle, she might be sure, would 
never rest imtü he had found them out and rescued them. But as ßhe 
said these latter words, the idea that he had fallen in a general massacre 
of the Catholics that night— no very wild or improbable supi)osition after 
what they had seen and undergone — Struck her dumb ; and, lost in the 
horrors they had witnessed, and those they might be yet reserved for, 
she sat incapable of thought, or speech, or outward show of grief ; as 
rigid, and almost as white and cold as marble. 

Oh, how many, many times, in that long ride, did Dolly think of her 
old lover — poor, fond, slighted Joe I How many, many times, did she 
recall that night when she ran into his arms from the very man now 
projecting his nateful gaze into the darkness where she sat, and leering 
through the glass in monstrous admiration ! And when she thought of 
Joe, and what a brave fellow he was, and how he would have ridden 
boldly up, and dashed in among these villains now — yes, though they 
were double the number — and nere she clenched her little band, and 
pressed her foot upon the ground — the pride she feit for a moment in 
having won his heart, ended in a burst of tears, and she sobbed more 
bitterly than ever. 

As the night wore on, and they proceeded by ways which were auite 
rmknown to them — for they could recognise none of the objects of which 
they sometimes caught a hurried glimpse — their fears increased ; nor 
were they without good foundation j it was not difiicult for two beau- 
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tiful Yova\^ women to find, in their being bome they knew not whither 
by a band of daring villains, wbo eyed them as some among these feUows 
did, reasons for the worst alarm. When they at last entered London by 
a subiirb with which they were wholly unacquainted, it was past raid- 
night, and the streets were dark and empty. Nor was this the worst, for 
the carriage stopping in a lonely spot, Hugh suddenly opened the door, 
jiimped in, and took his seat between them. 

It was in vain they cried for help. He put his arm about the neck of 
each, and swore to stifle them with kisses if they were not as silent ajs 
the srave. 

"I come here to keep you quiet," he said ; ** and that's the nieans I 
ßhall take. So don't be quiet, pretty mistresses ; make a noise — do — and 
I ßhall like it all the better." 

They were proceeding at a rapid pace, and apparently with fewer 
attendantö than before, though it was so dark (the torches being ex- 
tineuished) that this was mere conjecture. They shrank from his touch, 
each into the farthest comer of the carriage ; but shrink as Dolly would, 
his arm encircled her waist, and held her fast. She neither cried nor 
ßpoke, for terror and disgust deprived her of the power ; but she plucked 
at hiß band as though she would die in the effort to disengage nerself ; 
and crouching on the ground, with her head averted and heia down, re- 
pelled him with a strength she wondered at as much as he. The carriage 
etopped again. 

" Lift this one out," said Hugh to the man who opened the door, as 
he took Miss Haredale's band, and feit how heavily it feil. " She 's 
fainted." 

" So much the better," growled Dennis — it was that amiable gentle- 
man. "She 's quiet I always like 'em to faint, unless they're very 
tender and composed." 
"Can you take her by yourself ?" asked Hugh. 
" I don't know tiU 1 try. I ought to be able to ; I Ve lifted up a 
good many in my time," said the hangman. " üp then ! She 's np 
ßmall weight, brother ; none of these here fine gfids are. Up again ! 
Now we have her." 

Having by this time hoisted the young lady into his arms, he stagpered 
off with Eis bürden. 

"Look ye, pretty bird," said Hugh, drawing Dolly towards him. 
" Remember wnat 1 told you — a kiss for every cry. Scream, if you love 
me, darling. Scream once, mistress. Pretty mistress, only once, if you 
love me." 

Thrusting his face away with all her force, and holding down her 
head, Dolly submitted to be carried out of the chaise, and borne after 
Miss Haredale into a miserable cottage, where Hugh, after hugging her 
to bis breast, sat her gently down upon the floor. 

Poor Dolly I Do what she would, she only looked the better for it, 
and tempted them the more. When her eyes flashed angrily, and her 
ripe lips slightly parted, to give her rapid breathing vent, who could 
resist it ? When she wept and sobbed as though her heart would break, 
and bemoaned her misenes in the sweetest voice that ever feil upon a 
listener's ear, who could be insensible to the little winning pettisnnesg 
which now and then displayed itself, even in the sincerity and eamest- 
ness of her grief ? When, forgetful for a moraent of berself, as she waisr 
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now, ehe feil on her knees beside her friend, and bent over her, and laid 
her cheek to hers, and put her arms about her, what mortal eyes could 
have avoided wandering to the delicate bodice, the Streaming hair, the 
neglected dresa, the p^ect abandonment and unconscioosness of the 
blooming little beauty ? Who could look on and eee her lavish caresses 
ai^d endearments, and not desire to be in Emma Haredale's place ; to be 
eitk^r her or Dolly ; either the hugging or the hugged ? Not HugL Not 
Dennis. 

" I teil you what it is, young women," said Mr. Dennis, " I ain't much 
of a lady's man mvself, nor am I a x>arty in the present business, further 
than lending a wiÜing band to my Mends : but if I see much more of 
this here sort of thing, 1 shall become a principal instead of ^ accessory. 
I tellyou candid." 

" Why have you brought ua here ?" said Emma. " Are we to be mur- 
dered?» 

^ Murdered ! " cried Dennis, sitting down upon a stool, and regaxding 
her with great &vour. ** Why, my dear, who 'd murder such chicka- 
biddies as you ? If you was to ask me now, whether you was brought 
here to be married, there might be sometMng in it." 

And here he exchanged a grin with Hugh, who removed bis eyes from 
Dolly for the purpose. 

" JJo, no," Said Dennis, ** there 11 be no murdering, my pets. Nothing 
of that sort Quite the contraiTy." 

''You are an older man than your companion, sir," said Emma, 
trembling. " Have you no pity for us ? Do you not consider that we 
are women?" 

" I do indeed, my dear," retorted Dennis. " It would be very haid 
not to, with two such specimens afore my eyes. Ha, ha ! Oh yes, I 
consider that We all consider that, Miss." 

He shook bis head waggishly, leered at Hugh again, and laughed very 
much, as if he had said a noble thing, and rather uiought he was coming 
out 

" There 11 be no murdering, my dear. Not a bit on it I teil you 
what, though, brother," said Dennis, cocking bis hat for the convenience 
of scratchi^ bis head, and looking gravely at Hugh, " it 's worthy of 
notice, as a proof of the amazing equcdness and dignity of our law, that 
it don't make no distinction between men and women. I Ve heerd the 
judge say, sometimes, to a highwayman or housebreaker, as had tied the 
ladies neck and heels — ^you II excuse me making mention of it, my dar- 
lings — and put 'em in a cellar, that he showed no consideration to women. 
Now, I say that there judge didn't know bis business, brother ; and that 
if I had been that there highwayman or housebreaker, I should have 
made answer : * What are you talking of, my lord ? I showed the women 
as much consideration as the law does, and what more woiüd you have 
me do ? ' If you was to count up in the newspapers the number of 
fenudes as have been worked off m this here city alone, in the last ten 
year," said Mr. Dennis softly, " you 'd be surprised at the total — quite 
amazed, you would. There 's a di^ified and eoual thing ; a beautiful 
thing ! But we Ve no security for its lastmg. Now that they Ve begun 
to favour these here Papists, 1 shouldn't wonder if they went and altered 
ev^ <ÄÄ«, one of these davs. Upon my soul, I shouldn't" 

Ine subject, perhaps from being of too exdusivje and professional« 
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nature, failed to inteiest Hugh as much as his friend had anticipated ; 
bat he had no time to pursue it, for at thia crisis Mr. Tappertit entered 
precipitately ; at sight of whom Dolly uttered a scream of joy, and fairly 
threw herseif into ms arms. 

" I knew it, I was sure of it 1 " cried Dolly. " My dear father 's at the 
door. Thank God, thank God ! Bless you, Sim ! Heaven bless you for 
this! 

Simon Tappertit, who had at first implicitly believed that the lock- 
smith's daugnter, unable any longer to suppress her secret passion for 
himself, was about to give it füll vent in its intensity, and to declare 
that she was his for ever, looked extremely foolish when she said these 
words ; the more so, as they were received by Hugh and Dennis with a 
loud laugh, which made her draw back, and regard him with a fixed 
and eamest look. 

" Miss Haredale," said Sim, after a veiy awkward silence, '* I hope 
you're as comfortable as circumstances will permit of. Dolly Varden, 
my darling — my own, my lovely one — I hope you We pretty comfortable 
likewise." 

Poor little Dolly 1 She saw how it was ; hid her face in her hands ; 
and sobbed more bitterlv than ever. 

" You meet in me, Miss V.," said Simon, lajring his hand upon his 
breast, " not a 'prentice, not a workman, not a slave, not the victim of 
yourfather's tyrannical behaviour, but the leader of a great people, the 
captain of a noble band, in which these gentlemen are, as 1 may say, 
corporals and serjeants. You behold in me, not a private individuaJ, but 
a public character ; not a mender of locks, but a healer of the wounds 
of his unhappy country. Dolly V., sweet Dolly V., for how many years 
have I lookea forward to this present meeting ! For how many years 
has it been my Intention to exalt and ennoble you! I redeem it. 
Behold in me your husband. Yes, beautiful Dolly — charmer — enslaver, 
S. Tappertit is all your own." 

As ne said these words he advanced towards her. Dolly retreated tili 
she could go no farther, and then sank down upon the floor. Thinking it 
very possible that this might be maiden modesty, Simon essayed to raise 
her ; on which Dolly, goaded to desperation, wound her hands in his 
hair, and crying out amidst her tears that he was a dreadful little wretch, 
and always had been, shook, and pulled, and beat him, until he was fain 
to call for help most lustily. Hugh had never admired her half so much 
as at that moment. 

" She 's in an excited State to-night," said Simon as he smoothed his 
rumpled feathers, " and don't know when she 's well off. Let her be by 
herseif tili to-morrow, and that '11 bring her down a little. Carry her 
into the next house!" 

Hugh had her in his arms directly. It might be that Mr. Tajppertit's 
heart was really softened by her distress, or it might be that he feit it in 
some degree indecorous that his intended bride should be struggling in 
the grasp of another man. He commanded him, on second thoughts, to 
put her down again, and looked moodily on as she flew to Miss Haredale's 
side, and, clingmg to her dress, hid her flushed face in its folds. 

" They shall remain here together tili to-morrow," said Simon, who 
had now quite recovered liis dignity — " tili to-morrow. Come away 1 " 
" Ay 1 " cried Hugh. " Come away, captain. Ha 1 ha 1 ha l " 
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" What are you laughing at ?" deinanded Simon stemly. 

" Nothing, captain, nothing," Hugh rejoined ; and as he spoke, and 
clapped his hand upon the Shoulder of the little man, he laugned again, 
for some unknown reason, with tenfold violence. 

Mr. Tappertit surveyed him from head to foot with lofty scom (this 
only made nim langh the more), and tuming to the prisoners, said, 

" You 'U take notice, ladies, that this place is well watched on every 
side, and that the least noise is certain to be attended with unpleasant 
consequences. You 11 hear — both of you — moreof our intentions to- 
morrow. In the meantime, don^t show yourselves at the window, er 
appeal to auy of the people you may see pass it ; for if you do, it '11 be 
known directly that you come from a Catholic house, and all the exertions 
our men can make, may not be able to savfe your lives." 

With this last caution, which was true enough, he turned to the door, 
followed by Hugh and Dennis, They paused for a moment, going out, 
to look at them clasped in each othei^s arms, and then left the cottage ; 
fastening the door, and setting a good watch upon it, and indeed all round 
the house. 

" I say," growled Dennis, as they walked in Company, " that 's a dainty 
pair. Muster Gashford's one is as handsome as the other, eh ?" 

" Hush 1 " said Hugh, hastily. " Don't you mention names. It 's a bad 
habit." 

" I wouldn't like to be him, then (as you don't like names), when he 
breaks it out to her ; that 's all," said Dennis. " She 's one of them fine, 
black-eyed, proud gals, as I wouldn't trust at such times with a knife too 
near 'em. I've seen some of that sort afore now. I recollect one that 
Was worked off many year ago — and there wajs a gentleman in that case 
too — that says to me, with her lip a trembling, but her hand as steady aa 
ever I see one ; 'Dennis, I 'm near my end, but if I had a dagger in these 
fingers, and he was within my reach, I 'd strike him dead afore me ; '— ^ 
ah, she did — and she 'd have done it too ! " 

" Strike who dead ? " demanded Hugh. 

" How should I know, brother ?" answered Dennis. " She never said ; 
not she." 

Hugh looked for a moment, as though he would have made some 
further inquiry into this incoherent recollection ; but Simon Tappertit, 
who had been meditating deeply, gave his thoughts a new direction. 

" Hugh ! " said Sim. ** You have done well to-day. You shall be 
rewarded. So have you, Dennis. — There 's no young woman you want 
to carry off, is there ?" 

" N — ^no," retumed that gentleman, stroking his grizzly beard, which 
was some two inches long. " None in partikler, I think." 

" Very good," said Sim ; " then we '11 find some other way of making 
it up to you. As to you, old boy " — he turned to Hugh — " you shall have 
Miggs (her that I promised you, you know) within three days. Mind. 
I pass my Word for it." 

^ugh thanked him heartily ; and as he did so, his laughing fit retumed 
with such violence that he was obliged to hold his side with one hand, 
and to lean with the other on the Shoulder of his small captain, without 
whose Support he would certainly have roUed upon the ground. 
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CHAPTER LX. 

The three worthies tumed their faces towards The ßoot, with tlie 
intention of passing the night in that place of rendezvous, and of seeking 
the repose thejr so much needed in the shelter of their old den ; for now 
that the miscnief and destruction they had purposed were achieved, and 
their prisonexs were safely bestowed for tne night, they began to be 
coQjscious of exhaustion, and to feel the wasting effects of the madness 
which had led to such deplorable results. 

Kotwithstanding the lassitude and fatigue which oppressed him now, 
in common with his two companions, and indeed witn all who had taken 
an active share in that nightfs work, Hugh's boisterous merriment broke 
out afresh whenever he looked at Simon Tappertit, and vented itself — 
much to'that gentleman's Indignation — in sucn shouts of laughter as bade 
fiedr to bring tne watch upon them, and involve them in askirmish, to 
which in tneir present wom-out condition they miglit prove by no 
meana equal. Even Mr. Dennis, who was not at all particular on the 
score of gravity or di^ity, and who had a great relisn for his young 
friend's eccentric humours, took occasion to remonstrate with him on 
this imprudent behaviour, which he held to be a species of suicide, tanta- 
mount to a man's working himself off without being overtaken by the 
law, than which he could imagine nothing more ndiculous or imper- 
tinent 

Not abatins one jot of his noisy mirth for these remonstrances, Hugh 
reeled along oetween them, having an arm of each, until they hove in 
6ight of The Boot, and were within a field or two of that convenient 
tavem. He happened by great good luck to have roared and shouted 
himself into silence by this time. Thejr were proceeding onward without 
noise, when a scout who had been creeping about the ditches all night, to 
warn any stragglers from encroaching further on what was now such 
dangerous ground, peeped cautiously from his hiding-place, and called to 
them to stop. 

"Stop ? and why ?" said Huffh. 

Because (the scout replied) the house was fiUed with constables and 
soldiers : having been surprised that aftemoon. The inmates had fled 
or been taken into custody, he could not say which. He had prevented 
a great many people from approaching nearer, and he believed they had 
gone to the markets and such places to pass the night. He had seen the 
aistant fires, but they were all out now. He had heard the people who 
passed and repassed, speaking of them too, and could report that the 
prevailing opinion was one of apprehension and dismay. He had not 
neard a word of Barnaby— didn't even know his name — ^but it had been 
Said in his hearing that some man had been taken and carried off to 
Newgate. Whether this was true or false, he could not affirm. 

The three took counsel together on hearing this, and debated what it 
might be best to do. Hugh, deeming it possible that Bamaby was in 
the hands of the soldiers, and at that moment under detention at The 
Boot, was for advancing stealthily, and firing the house ; but his com- 
panions, who objected to such rash measures unless they had a crowd afc 
their backs, represented that if Bamaby were taken he had assuredly 



820 BARNABT RUDGR 

been removed to a stronffer prison ; they would never have dreamed, he 
Said, of keeping him all night in a place so weak and open to attack. 
Yielding to this reasoning, and to tbeir persuasions, Hugh consented to 
tum back and to repair to Fleet Market ; for whicb place, it seemed, a 
few of tbeir boldest associates bad sbaped tbeir course, on receiving tbe 
same intelligence. 

Feeling tbeir strengtb recroited and tbeir spirits roused, now thafc 
tbere was a new necessi*y for action, tbey burried away quite forgetful 
of tbe fatigue under wbicb tbey bad been sinking but a few mümtes 
before ; and soon arrived at tbeir new place of destination. 

Fleet Market, at tbat time, was a long irregulär row of wooden sbeds 
and pentbouses, occupying tbe centre of wbat is now called Farringdon 
Street. Tbey were jumbled togetber in a most unsigbtly fasbion,iii the 
middle of tbe road, to tbe great obstruction of tbe tborougbfiare and the 
annoyance of passengers, wbo were fain to make tbeir way, as tbey best 
could, among carts, baskets, barrows, trucks, casks, bulks, and*benches, 
and to jostle witb porters, bucksters, waggoners, and a motley crowd of 
buyers, seUers, pickpockets, vagrants, and idlers. Tbe air was perfumed 
witb tue stencb of rotten leaves and faded fruit ; tbe refuse of the 
butcbers* stalLs, and offal and garbage of a bundred kinds. It was indis- 
pensable to most public conveniences in tbose days, tbat tbey sbould be 
public nuisances likewise ; and Fleet Market maintained tbe pnndple 
to admiration. 

To tbis place, perbaps, because its sbeds and baskets were a tolerable 
Substitute Tor beds, or perbaps because it afforded tbe means of a hasty 
barricade in case of need, many of tbe rioters bad straggled, not only 
tbat night, but for two or three nights before. It was now broad day, 
but the moming being cold, a group of tbem were gathered round a fire 
in a public-house, drinking bot purl, and smoking pipes, and planning 
new schemes for to-morrow. 

Hugh and bis two friends being known to most of tbese men, were 
received witb signal marks of approbation, and inducted into the most 
bonourable seats. Tbe room-door was closed and fSstened, to keep in- 
truders at a distance, and then they proceeded to exchange news. 

" The soldiers have taken poasession of The Boot, I bear," said Hugh. 
** Wbo knows anytbing about it ? " 

Several cried tbat tbey did ; but the majority of tbe Company having 
been engaged in the aasault upon The Warren, and aU present having 
been coneemed in one or other of the night*s expeditions, it proved that 
they knew no more than Hugh bimself ; having been merely wamed by 
each other, or by the scout, and knowing notbing of tbeir own knowledge. 

" We left a man on guard tbere to-day," said Hugh, looking round 
bim, " wbo is not bere. You know wbo it is — Barnaby, wbo brought 
the soldier down at Westminster. Has any man seen or heard of him ?" 

Tbey shook tbeir heads, and murmured an answer in the negative, as 
each man looked round and appealed to bis fellow ; wben a noise was 
heard without, and a man was heard to say that he wanted Hugh— that 
be must see Hugh. 

"He is but one man," cried Hugh to tbose wbo kept the door; "let 
bim come in." 

" Ay, ay ! » murmured the others. « Let bim come in. Let him 
come in," 
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The door was accordingly unlocked and opened. A one-armed man, 
with his head and face tied up with a bloody cloth, as though he 
had been severely beaten, his clothes tom, and his remaining band 
grasping a thick stick, nished in among them, and panting for breath, 
demanded which was Hugh. 

" Here he is," replied the person he inquired for. " I am Hugh. What 
do you want with me ? " 

"I have a message for you," said the man. "Do you know one 
Bamaby?" 

" What of him ? Did he send the message ? " 

" Yes. He's taken. He's in one of the strong cells in Newgate. He 
defended himself as well as he could, but was overpowered by numbers. 
Thaf 8 his message." 

" When did you see him ?" asked Hugh, hastily. 

" On his way to prison, where he was taken by a party of soldiers. 
They took a by-road, and not the one we expected. 1 was one of the 
few who tried to rescue him, and he called to me, and told me to teil 
Hugh where he was. We made a good struggle, though it failed. Look 
here!" 

He pointed to bis dress and to his bandaged head, and, stiU panting 
for breath, glanced round the room ; then faced towards Hugh again. 

"I know you by sight," he said, "for I was in the crowd on Friday, 
and on Saturday, and yesterday, but I didn't know your name. You're 
a bold fellow, I know. So is he. He fought like a lion to-night, but it 
was of no use. I did my best, considering that I want this limb." 

Again he glanced inquisitively round the room — or seemed to do so, 
for his face was nearly hidden by the bandage — and again facing eharply 
towards Hugh, grasped his stick as if he half expected to be set upon, 
and stood on the deiensive. 

If he had any such apprehension, however, he was speedily reassured 
by the demeanour of all present. None thought of tne bearer of the 
tidings. He was lost in the news he brought. Oaths, threats, and exe- 
crations, were vented on all sides. Some cried that if they bore this 
tamely, another day would see them all in jail ; some, that they should 
have rescued the other prisoners, and this would not have happened. 
One man cried inaloud voice, "Who'U foUow me to Newgate?" and 
there was a loud shout and general rush towards the door. 

But Hugh and Dennis stood with their backs against it, and kept them 
back, until the clamour had so far subsided that their voices could be 
heard, when they called to them together that to go now, in broad day, 
would be madness ; and that if they waited until night and arranged a 
plan of attack, they might release, not only their companions, but all the 
prisoners, and bum down the jail. 

" Not that jail alone," cried Hugh, " but every jail in London. They 
shall have no place to put their prisoners in. We '11 bum them all down ; 
make bonfires of them every one ! Here ! " he cried, catching at the 
hangman's band. "Let aU who're men here, ioin with us. Shake 
hands upon it. Bamaby out of jail, and not a jail left standing ! Who 
joins ? " 

Every man there. And they swore a great oath to release their friends 
from Newgate next night ; to force the doors and bum the jail ; orperish 
in the.fire themselves. 

21 
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CHAPTER LXI. 

On that same night — events so crowd npon each otlier m convulsed 
and distracted times, that more than the stirring incidents of a whole 
life often become compressed intö the compass of four-and-twenty hours 
— on that same night, Mr. Haredale, having strongly bound his jrisoner, 
with the assistance of the sexton, and forced him to mount his horse, 
conducted him to Chigwell ; bent u^n procuring a conveyance to 
London from that place, and carrying him at once before a justice. The 
disturbed state of the town would be, he knew, a sufficient reason for 
demanding the murderei^s committal to prison before daybreak, as no 
man conld answer for the security of any of the watch-houses or oidinary 
places of detention ; and to convey a prisoner through the streets when 
the mob were again abroad, would not only be a task of great dan^er and 
hazard, but would be to challenge an attempt at rescue. Directing the 
sexton to lead the horse, he walked close by the murderer's aide, and in 
this Order they reached the viUafie about the middle of the night 

The people were all awake and up, for they were fearful of being burnt 
in their beds, and sought to comfort and assure each other by watching 
in Company. A few of the stoutest-hearted were armed and gathered in 
a body on the green. To these, who knew him well, Mr. Haredale 
addressed himsel^ briefly narrating what had happened, and beseeching 
them to aid in conveying the prisoner to London before the dawn of 
day. 

But not a man among them dared to help him by so much as the 
motion of a finger. The rioters, in their* passage through the villa^e, 
had menaced with the fiercest vengeance any person who should aid in 
extinguishing the fire, or render the least assistance to him, or any 
Catholic whomsoever. Their threats extended to their lives and all they 
possessed. They were assembled for their own protection, and could 
not endanger themselves by lending any aid to him. This they told him, 
not without hesitation ana regret, as they kept aloof in the moonUght 
and ^lanced fearfully at the ghostly rider, who, with his head droopmfi 
on his breast, and his hat slouched down upon his brow, neither moved 
nor spoke. 

Finding it impossible to persuade them, and indeed hardly knowing 
how to do so after what they had seen of the fury of the crowd, Mr. 
Haredale besought them that at least they would leave him free to act 
for himself, and would suffer him to take the only chaise and pair of 
horses that the place afforded. This was not acceded to without some 
difficulty, but in the end they told him that he cöuld do what he would, 
and go away from them in Heaven's name. 

Leaving the sexton at the horse's bridle, he dr^w out the chaise with 
his own hands, and would have hamessed the horsesi but that the post- 
boy of the village— a soft-hearted, good-for-nothing, vagabond kind of 
fellow — ^was moved by his eamestness and passion, and, throwing down 
a pitchfork with which he was armed, swore that the rioters might cnt 
him into mincemeat if they liked, but he would not stand by anaseean 
honest gentleman who had done no wrong, reduced to such extremity, 
Without doing what he could. to help him. Mr. UÜedale shoqk him 
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Warmly by tBe hand, and thaiiked bim from his heart. In five minutes* 
tdme tne chaise was ready, and this good scapegrace in his saddle. The 
mnrdeier was put inside, the blinds were drawn up, the sexton took his 
seat npon the bar, Mr. Haredale mounted hishorse and rode close beside 
the door ; and so they started in the dead of night, and in profound 
silence, for London. 

The constemation was so extreme, that even the horses. which had 
escaped the flames at The Warren, could find no friends to snelter them. 
They passed them on the road, browsing on the stunted grass : and the 
drlyer told them that the poor beasts had wandered to tne vlUage first, 
bat had been driven away, lest they should bring tiie vengeance of the 
crowd on anv of the inhabitants. 

Nor was this feeling confined to such small places, where the people 
were timid, ignorant, and unprotected. When they came near London, 
thejrmet, in thegray Hght of moming, more than one poor Catholic 
family who, terrined by the threats and wamings of their neighbours, 
were quitting the city on foot, and who told them they could hire no 
cart or horse for the removal of their goods, and had been compelled 
to leave them behind, at the mercy of the crowd. Near Mile Ena they 
passed a house, the master of which, a Catholic gentleman of smaU 
means, havftig hired a waggon to remove his fumiture by midnight, had 
had it all brought down into the street, to wait the vehicle's airival, and 
save time in uie packinR. £ut the man with whom he had made the 
bai^ön, alarmed by the nres that night, and by the sight of the rioters 
passing his door, had refused to keep it ; and Öie poor j^entleman, with 
nis wife and servant and their Httle children, were sitting tremblin^ 
among their goods in the open street, dreading the arrival of day, and 
not knowing where to tum or what to do. 

It was the same, they heard, with the public conveyances. The panic 
was so great, that the mails and stage-coaches were afraid to carry 
passengers who professed the obnoxious religion. If the driv^rs knew 
them, or they aomitted that they held that creed, they would not take 
them, no, though they offered large sums ; and yesterday, people had 
been a&aid to recognize Catholic acquaintances in the streets, lest they 
should be marked by spies, and bumt out, as it was called, in conse- 
quence. One mild old man — a priest, whose chapel was destroved, a 
very feeble inoffensive creature — who was trudging away, alone, design- 
ing to walk some distance from town, and then try his lortune with the 
coaches, told Mr. Haredale that he feared he might not find a ma^strate 
who would have the hardihood to commit a prisoner to jail. on ms com- 
plaint. But notwithstanding these discouraging accounts tney went on, 
and reached the Mansion House soon after sunnse. 

Mr. Haredale threw himself from his horse, but he had no need to 
knock at the door, for it was already open, and there stood uponthe step 
a portly old man, with a very red, or rather purple face, who with an 
anxious expression of countenance, was remonstrating with some unseen 
personage upstairs, while the porter essayed to close wie door by degrees 
and get rid of him. With the mtense impatience and excitement natural 
to one in his condition, Mr. Haredale thrust himself forward and was 
about to speak, when the fat old gentlemen interposed : 

" My good sir," said he, " pray let me get an ans wer. This is the sixth 
time I have been herc. I was here five times yesterday. My house is 
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tbreatened with destruction. It is to be bumed down to-niglit, and waa 
to have been last night, but they had other business on tlieir hands. 
Pray let me get an answer." 

" My good sir," retumed Mr. Haredale, shaking bis bead, " my house 
is bumed to tbe ground. But Heaven forbid that youra should be. Gtet 
your answer. Be brief, in mercy to me." 

**Now, you hear this, my lord ?" — said the cid gentleman, calling up 
tbe stairs, to where tbe skirt of a dressing-gown fluttered on the lancBng- 
place. " Here is a gentleman here, whose nouse was actually bumt down 
uist night." 

" Dear me, dear me," replied a testy voice. " I am very sorry for it, 
but what am I to do ? I can*t build it up again. The cluef magistrate 
of the city can't go and be. rebuilding of people^s houses, my good sir. 
Stuff and nonsense ! " 

" But the Chief magistrate of the city can prevent people's houses from 
having any need to be rebuilt, if the chief magistTate's a man, and not a 
dummy — can't he, my lord?" cried the old gentleman, in a choleric 
manner. 

"You are diejrespectable, sir," said the Lord Mayor — "leastways disre- 
spectful I mean." 

" Disrespectful, my lord ! " retumed the old gentleman. " I was re- 
spectful five times yesterday. I can't be respectful for ever. Men can't 
stand on being respectful when their houses are going to be bumt over 
their heads, with them in 'em. What am I to do, my lord ? Am I to 
have any protection ? " 

"I told vou, yesterday, sir," said the Lord Mayor, "that you might 
have an alderman in your house, if you could get one to come." 

"What the devil^s the good of an alderman?'' retumed the choleiic 
old gentleman. 

"To awe the crowd, sir," said the Lord Mayor. 

" Oh, Lord ha' mercy ! " whimpered the old gentleman, as he wiped 
bis forehead in a state of ludicrous distress, "to think of sending an 
alderman to awe a crowd ! Why, my lord, if they were even so many 
babies, fed on mothers' milk, what do you think they'd care for an alder- 
man ? Will you come ? " 

"II" said the Lord Mayor, most emphatically. " Certainly not" 

" Then what," retumed the old gentleman, " what am I to do ? Am 
I a Citizen of England ? Am I to have the benefit of the laws ? Am I 
to have any retum for the King*s taxes \ '* 

" I don't know, I am sure," said the Lord Mayor ; " what a pity it is 
you 're a Catholic ! Why couldn't you be a Protestant, and then you 
wouldn't have got yourself into such a mess ? I 'm sure I don't know 
what 's to be done. — There are great neople at the bottom of these riots. 
— Oh dear me, what a thing it is to oe a public character ! You must 
look in again in the course of the day. — ^Would a javelin man do ? — Or 
there 's Philips the constable, — he 's disengaged, — ^he 's not very old for a 
man at bis time of life, except in bis legs, and if you put him up at a 
Window he'd look quite young by candle-light, and might frighten 'em 
very much. — Oh dear !— well !— we'll see about it." 

" Stop ! " cried Mr. Haredale, pressing the door open as the porter 
strove to shut it, and speaking rapidly, " My Lord Mayor, I beg you not 
to go away, I bave a man here, wno committed a murder eight-and 
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twenty years aga Half-a-dozen words from me, on oath, will justify you 
in committing him to prison for re-examination. I only seek, just now, 
to have him conßigned to a place of safety. The least delay may involve 
his being rescued oy the rioters.'' 

"Oh dear me!" cried the Lord Mayor. "Qod bless my soul— and 
body — oh Lor I — well, I ! — there are great people at the bottom of theee 
riots, you know. — You really mustn't." 

"My lord, eaid Mr. Haredale, "the murdered gentleman was my 
brother : I succeeded to hie inheritance ; there were not wanting slanderous 
tongues at that time, to whisper that the guilt of this most foul and 
cruel deed waa mine — mine^ who loved him, as he knows, in Heaven, 
dearly. The time has come, after all these years of sloom and misery, 
for avenging him, and bringing to light a crime so artful and so devilish 
that it has no parallel. Every second's delay on your part, loosens this 
man's bloody hands again, and leads to his escape. My lord, I charge 
you hear me, and despatch this matter on the instant." 

" Oh dear me ! " cried the chief magistrate ; " these ain't business hours, 
you know. I wonder at you — how ungentlemanly it is of you — you 
mustn't — you really mustn't. And I suppose you are a Cathollc too ? " 

" I am," Said Mr. Haredale. 

" God bless mv soul, I believe people turn Catholics a' purpose to vex 
and ^orrit me ! " cried the Lord Mayor. " I wish you wouldn't come 
here they '11 be setting the Mansion house afire next, and we shaU have 
you to thank for it. i ou must lock your prisoner up, sir — give him to 
a watchman — and — and call again at a proper time. Then we'll see 
about it" 

Before Mr. Haredale could answer, the sharp closine of a door and 
drawing of its bolts gave notice that the Lord Mayor had retreated to his 
bedroom, and that mrther remonstrance would be unavailing. The two 
Clients retreated likewise, and the porter shut them out into the street. 

" That 's the way he puts me oflf," said the old sentleman. " I can get 
no redress and no help. What are you going to do, sir ? " 

"To try elsewhere," answered Mr. Haredale, who was by this time on 
horseback. 

" I feel for you, I assure you — and well I may, for we are in a common 
cause," said the old gentleman. " I may not have a house to oflfer you 
to-niffht ; let me tender it while I can. On second thoughts, thou^h," 
he added, putting up a pocket-book he had produced while speaking, 
"111 not cive you a card, for if it was found upon you it mi^ht get you 
into trouble. Langdale — that 's my name — vintner and distiller— Hol- 
born Hill — you 're heartily welcome, if you '11 come." 

Mr. Haredale bowed, and rode off, close beside the chaise as befor« : 
determining to repair to the house of Sir John Fielding, who had the 
reputation of being a bold and active magistrate, and fully resolved, in 
case the rioters should come uoon them, to do execution on the murderer 
with his own hands, rather tiian suffer him to be released. 

They arrived at the magistrate's dwelling, however, without molesta- 
tion (for the mob, as we have seen, were then intent on deeper schemes), 
and knocked at the door. As it had been pretty generally rumoured 
that Sir John was proscribed by the rioters, a body of thief-takers had 
been keeping watch in the house all night. To one of them Mr. Hare- 
dale stated his business, which appearing to the man of sufficient moment 
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to Warrant bis arousing the justice, procured him au immediate audi- 
ence. 

No tiine was lost in committing the murderer to Newgate; then anew 
building recently coinpleted at a vast expense, and considered to be of 
enormous strength. The Warrant being made out, tliree of the thief- 
takers bound him afresh (he had been struggling, it seemed, in the chaise, 
and had loosened bis manacles) ; gagged him lest theyshould meetwith 
any of the mob, and he should caÜ to them for help ; and seated them- 
selves, along with him in the carriage. These men being all well armed, 
made a formidable escort ; but they drew up the blinds again, as though 
the carria^ were empty, and directed Mr. Haredale to ride forward, 
that he mi^ht not attract attention by seeming to belong to it. 

The wisoom of this proceeding was sufficiently obvious ; for as they 
hurried through the City they passed among several groups of men,who, 
if they had not supposed the chaise to be quite empty, would certainly 
have stopped it feut those within keeping quite close, änd the driyer 
tarrying to be asked no questions, they reached the prison without In- 
terruption, and, once there, had him out and safe within its gloomy 
walls in a twinkling. 

With eaeer eves and strained attention, Mr. Haredale saw him chained, 
and lockea and barred up in bis cell. Nay, when he had left the jaü, 
and stood in the free strcet without, he feit the iron plates upon the 
doors with bis hands, and drew them over the stone wall, to assure him- 
self that it was real ; and to exult in its being so strong, and rough, and 
cold. It was not until he tumed his back upon the jail, and glanced 
along the empty streets, so lifeless and quiet in t^e bright moming, that 
he feit the weight upon his heart ; that he knew he waa tortured by 
anxiety for those he had left at home ; and that home itself was but 
another bead in the long rosary of bis regrets. 




CHAFTEE LXII. 

ThS prisoner, left to himself, sat down upon his bedstead ; and resting 
his elbows on bis knees, and his chin upon his hands, remained in that 
attitude for hours. It would be hard to say of what nature bis re- 
flections were. They had no distinctness, and, saving for some flashes 
now and then, ho reierence to his condition or the train of circumstances 
by which it had been brought about. The cracks in the pavement of 
his cell, the chinks in the wall where stone was joined to stone, the bars 
in the window, the ring upon the floor, — such things as these, subsiding 
strangely into one another, and awakening an indescribable kind of 
interest and amusement, engrossed his whole mind ; and «dthoUgh at the 
bottom of his every thought there was an uneasy sense of guilt and 
dread of death, he feit no more than that vague consciousness of it, 
Tt ti^^ \ 1^1 ^^ ?? P?"^- ^* pursues him through his dreams, gnaws 
at tue heart of all bis fancied pleasures, robs the banquet of its teste, 
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mnsic of its sweetness, makes liappiness itself unhappj, and yet is no 
bodily Sensation, but a phantom without shape or form, or visible prea- 
ence ; pervading everything, but having no existence ; recognisable 
everywnere, but nowhere seen, or touched, or met witk face to face, 
until the sleep is past and waking agony retums. 

After a long time the door of bis cell opened. He looked up — saw 
the blind man enter — and relapsed into bis former position. 

Guided by bis breathing, the visitor advanced to where he sat ; and 
stopping beside bim, and stretcbing out bis band to assure bimself that 
he was ri^bt, remained, for a good Space, silent. 
" This IS bad, Rudge. Tbis is baa/' he said at lengtb. 
The prisoner sbuffled witb bis feet upon the ground in tuming bis 
body from bim, but made no other answer. 

" How were you taken f " be asked. " And where ? You never told 
me half your secret. No matter ; I know it now. How was it, and 
where, eh ? ^ he asked asain, coming still nearer to bim. 
" At Chigwell," said me other. 
" At Chigwell ! How came you there ? " 

"ßecause I went there to avoid the man I stumbled on," he answered. 
"Because I was chased and driven there, by bim and Fate. ßecause I 
was urged to go there, by sometbing stronger than my own will When I 
found bim watching in the house she used to live in, night after night, 

I knew I never could escape bim — never ! and when I heard the Bell ^* 

He shivered ; muttered that it was very cold ; paced quickly up and 

down the narrow cell ; and sitting down again, feil into bis old posture. 

" You were saying," said the blind man, after another pause," " that 

when you heard the Bell ^^ 

" Let it be, will you ! " he retorted in a hurried voice. " It hangs 
there yet" 

The blind man tumed a wistful and inc[uisitive face towards bim, but 
he continued to speak, without noticing him. 

" I went to ChigweU, in search of the mob. I have been so hunted 
and beset by this man, that I knew my only hope of safety lay in joining 
them. They bad gone on before ; I foUowed tnem when it left off." 
« When what left off ? '^ 

" The Bell. They bad quitted the place. I hoped that some of them 

might be stül lingering among the ruins, and was searching for them 

when I heard — ^" he drew a long breath, and wiped bis forehead with 

bis sleeve — " bis voice." 

"Saying what?" 

"No matter what. I dont know. I was then at the foot of the 

tiirret, where I did the ^" 

" Ay," said the blind man, nodding bis head with perfect composure, 
" I understand." 

" I climbed the stair, or so much of it as was left, meaning to hide tili 
he bad gone. But he heard me, and foUowed almost as soon as I set foot 
upon the ashes." 

" You might have hidden in the wall, and thrown him down, or stabbed 
him," said the blind man. 

" Aligbt I ? Between that man and me, was one who led him on — I 
saw it, though he did not — and raised above bis head a bloody band. 
It was in the room above that he and I stood glaring at each other on 
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the night of the mnrder, and before he feil he raised his hand like tbat, 
and fixed his eyes on me. I knew the chase would end there." 

" You have a strong fancy/' said the blind man, with a sinile. 

" Strengthen youra with blood, and see what it will come to." 

He groaned, and rocked himself, and looking np, for the first time, 
said, in a low, hollow voice : 

" Eight-and-twenty years ! Eight-and-twenty years ! He has never 
changed in all that time, never grown older, nor altered in the least 
degree. He has been before me in the dark night, and the broad suimy 
day ; in the twiüght, the moonlight, the sunlight, the light of fire, and 
lamp, and candle ; and in the deepest gloom. Always the same ! In 
Company, in solitude, on land, on shipboard ; sometimes leaving me 
alone for months, and sometimes always with me. I have seen him, at 
sea, come gliding in the dead of night along the bright reflection of the 
moon in tne calm water ; and I have seen him, on qnays and market- 
places, with his hand nplifted, towering, the centre of a busy crowd, un- 
conscions of the terrible form that had its silent stand among them. 
Fancy ! Are you real ? Am I ? Are these iron fetters, riveted on me 
by the smith's hammer, or are they fancies I can shatter at a blow?" 

The blind man listened in silence. 

« Fancy ! Do I fancy that I killed him ? Do I fancy that aa 1 left 
the Chamber where he lay, I saw the face of a man peeping from a dark 
door, who plainly showed me by his fearful looks that he suspected what 
I had done ? Do I remember that I spoke fairly to him — ^that I drew 
nearer — ^nearer yet — with the hot knife in my sleeve ? Do I fancy how 
he died ? Did he stagger back into the angle of the wall into which I 
had hemmed him, and, bleeding inwardly, stand — ^not fall— a corpse 
before me ? Did I see him, for an instant, as I see you now, erect and 
on his feet — but dead ! " 

The blind man, who knew that he had risen, motioned him to sit 
down again upon his bedstead : but he took no notice of the gesture. 

" It was then I thought, for the first time, of fastening tiie mnrder 
upon him. It was then I dressed him in my clothes, and dr^ged 
him down the back-stairs to the piece of water. Do I remember listening 
to the bubbles that came rising up when I rolled him in? Do I 
remember wiping the water from my face, and because the body 
splashed it there, in its descent, feeling as if it mrist be blood ? 

" Did I go home when I had done ? And oh, my Gtod ! how long it 
took to do ! Did I stand before my wife and teil her ? Did I see ner 
fall upon the ground ; and, when I stooped to raise her, did she throst 
me back with a force that cast me off as if I had been a child, staining 
the hand with which she clasped my wrist ? Is that fancy ? 

" Did she go down upon her knees, and call on Heaven to witness that 
she and her unbom child renounced me from that hour ; and did she, 
in words so solemn that they tumed me cold — me, fresh from the horrois 
my own hands had made — warn me to fly while there was time : for 
though she would be silent, being my wretched wife, she would not 
ßhelter me ? Did I go forth that night, abjured of God and man, and 
anchored deep in hell, to wander at my cable's length about the earth, 
and surely be drawn down at last ? " 

« w?^ 4i\yo^ retum ?» said the blind man. 
vvny 18 blood red? I could no more help it, than I could live 
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withoui üreath. I struggled against the impulse, but I was drawn back, 
througb everv difficult and adverse circumstance, as by a inighty engine. 
Nothing could stop me. The day and hour were none of my choice. 
Sleeping and waking, 1 had been among the old haunts for years — had 
visited my own grave. Why did I come back ? Because this jail was 
gaping for me, and he stood beckonin^ at the door." 
" You were not known," said the blind man. 

" I was a man who had been twenty-two years dead. No. I was not 
known." 
"You should have kept your secret better." 

^My secret ? Mine ? It was a secret any breath of air could whisper 
at its will. The stars had it in their twinkling, the water in its flowing, 
the leaves in their rustling, the seasons in their retum. It lurked in 
strangers* faces, and their voices. Everything had lips on which it 
always trembled. My secret ! " 
" It was revealed by your own act, at any rate,*' said the blind man. 
"The act was not mine. I did it, but it was not mine. I was forced 
at times to wander round, and round, and round that spot. If you had 
chained me np when the fit was on me, I should have broken away, and 
gone there. As truly as the loadstone draws iron towards it, so he, 
lying at the bottom of his p*ave, could draw me near him when he 
woiud. Was that fancy ? Did I Hke to go there, or did I strive and 
wrestle with the power that forced me ? " 

The blind man shrugged his Shoulders, and smiled incredulously. 
The prisoner again resumed his old attitude, and for a long time both 
were mute. 

" I suppose, then," said his visitor, at length breaking silence, " that 
you are penitent and resigned; that you desire to make peace with 
everybody (in particular, with your wife, who has brought you to this); 
and that you ask no greater favour than to be carried to Tybum as soon 
as possible ? That being the case, I had better take my leave. I am 
not good enough to be Company for you." 

"Have I not told you," said the other fiercely, "that I have striven 
and wrestled with the power that brought me here ? Has my whole 
life, for eight and twenty years, been one perpetual struggle and resist- 
ance, and do you think I want to lie down ana die ? Do ^ men shrink 
from death — I most of all ? " 

" That 's better said. That 's better spoken, Rudge — but 1 11 not call 
you that again — than anything you have said yet," returned the blind 
man, speaking more familiarly, and laying his hands upon his arm. 
" Lookjre — I never killed a man myself, for I have never been placed in 
a Position that made it worth my while. Farther, I am not an advocate 
for kiUing men, and I don't think I should recommend it or like it — for 
it's very hazardous — under any circumstances. But as you had the 
misfortune to get into this trouble before I made your acquaintance, and 
as you have been my companion, and have been of use to me for a long 
time now, I overlook that part of the matter, and am only anxious that 
you sbouldn't die unnecessarily. Now, I do not consider that, at pre- 
sent, it is at all necessary." 

"What eise is left me?" returned the prisoner. "To eat my way 
through these walls with my teeth ? " 
"Something easier than that," returned his friend, "Promise me 
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that you will tallc no moie of these fandes of yours — ^idle, foolisli things, 
quite beneath a man— and I '11 teil yon wbat I mean.'' 

" Teil me,** said the other. 

" Your worthy lady with a tender conscience ; yonr scrupulous, 
virtuous, punctilious, but not blindly affectionate wife " 

«Whatof ber?" 

" Is now in London." 

" A curse upon ber, be she wbere sbe may ! " 

" That *s natural enougb. If sbe bad taken ber annuity as usual, you 
wonld not bave been bere, and we sbould bave been better off. But 
tbat 's apart from tbe bosiness. Sbe 's in London. Scared, as I suppose, 
and bave no doubt, by my representation wben I waited upon ber, that 
you were close at band (wbicb I, of course, urged only as an inducement 
to compliance, knowing tbat sbe was not pining to see you), sbe left tbat 
place, and travelled up to London." 

" How do you know ? " 

"From my Mend tbe noble captain — tbe illustrioua general— the 
bladder, Mr. Tappertit. I leamt from bim tbe last time I saw bim, 
wbicb was yesterday, tbat your son, wbo is called Bamaby — ^not after 
bis father, I suppose ^ 

" Death ! does tbat matter now ? " 

" — You are impatient," said tbe blind man, calmly; "it's a good 
sign, and looks like life — ^tbat your son Bamaby bad been lured away 
from ber by one of bis companions wbo knew bim of old, at Chigwell; 
and tbat be ia now among tne rioters." 

" And wbat is tbat to me? If fatber and son be banged togetber, what 
comfort sball I find in tbat ? " 

"Stay — stay, my friend," retumed tbe blind man, witb a cunning 
look, " you travel fast to joumeys' ends. Suppose I track my lady out, 
and say thus much : * You want your son, ma'am — ^good. I, knowing 
tbose wbo tempt bim to remain among them, can restore bim to you, 
ma'am—good. You must pay a price, ma'am, for bis restoration — good 
again. Tbe price is smalL and easy to be paid — dear ma'am, tbat's oest 
ofaU.'" 

" Wbat mockery is tbis ? " 

" Very likely, sbe may reply in tbose words. * No mockery at all,' I 
answer : * Madam, a person said to be your busband (identity is difficult 
of proof after tbe lapse of many years) is in prison, bis life in peril— the 
Charge against bim, murder. Now, ma'am, your busband bas been dead 
a long, long time. Tbe gentleman never can be confounded with him, 
if you will bave tbe goodness to say a few words, on oatb, as to when he 
died, and bow ; and tbat tbis person (wbo I am told resembles him in 
some degree^ is no more he tban I am. Such testimony will set the 
question quite at rest. Pledge yourself to me to give it, ma'am, and I 
will undertake to keep your son (a fine lad) out of barm's way untü you 
bave done tbis trifling Service, wben be sball be deUvered up to you safe 
and sound. On the other band, if you decline to do so, I fear be will be 
betrayed and banded over to the law, which will assuredly sentence him 
to suffer death. It is, in fact, a choice between bis life and death. If 
you refuse, be Swings. If you comply, the timber is not srown, noi the 
l^ejJ^Psown, tbat sball do bim any barm.'» 

Tbere is a gleam of hope in tbis ! " cried tbe prisoner. 



BAMNABr RUDOJB, 331 

"A gleam I" retumed his friend, "a noon-blaze ; a ftdl and glorious 
daylignt. Hush ! I hear the tread of distant feet. Rely on me.'* 

" When ßhall I hear more ? " 

"As soon as I do. I should hope, to-morrow. They are Coming to say 
that OUT time for talk is over. I hear tlie jingling of the keys. Not 
another word of this just now, or they may overhear us." 

As he Said these words, the lock was tumed, and one of the prison 
turnkeys appearing at the door, announced that it was time for visitors 
to leave the jail. 

"So soon !" Said Stagg meekly. "But it can't be helped. Cheer up, 
friend. This mistake will soon be set at rest, and then you are a man 
again ! If this charitable gentleman will lead a blind man (who has 
nothing in retum but prayers) to the prison-porch, and set him with his 
face towards the west, ne will do a worthy deed. Thank you, good sir. 
I thank you very kindly." 

So sayingy and pausing for an instant at the door to tum his grinning 
face towards his fnend, he departed. 

When the officer had seen nim to the porch, he retumed, and again 
unlocking and unbarring the door of the cell, set it wide open, informing 
its inmate that he was at liberty to walk in the adjacent yaid, if he 
thought proper, for an hour. 

The prisoner answered with a suUen nod \ and being left alone again, 
sat brooding over what he had heard, and pondering upon the hopes the 
recent conversation had awakened ; gazing abstractedly, the while he 
did so, on the light without, and watching the shadows thrown by one 
wall on another, and on the stone-paved ground. 

It was a duU, Square yard, made cold and gloomy by high waUs, and 
seeming to chiU the very sunlight. The stone, so oare, and rough, and 
obdurate, fiUed even him with longing thoughts of meadow-land and 
trees ; and with a buming wish to be at liberty. As he looked, he rose, 
and leaning against the doorpost, gazed up at the bricht blue sky, smiling 
even on that dreary home of crime. He eeemed, for a moment, to re- 
member lyin^ on his back in some sweet-scented place, and gazing at it 
through movmg branches, long ago, 

His attention was suddenly attracted by a clanking sound ; he knew 
what it was, for he had startled himself by making the same noise, in 
Walking to the door. Presently a voice began to sing, and he saw the 
shadow of a figure on the pavement. It stopped — was silent aU at once, 
as though the person for a moment had forgotten where he was, but soon re- 
membered — and so, with the same clanking noise, the shadow disappeared. 

He walked out into the court and paced it to and fro ; startlmg the 
echoes as he went, with the harsh jangling of his fetters. There was a 
door near his, which, like his, stood ajar. 

He had not taken half-a-dozen tums up and down the yard, when, 
Standing still to observe this door, he heard the clanking sound again. 
A face looked out of the grated window — ^he saw it very dimly, for the 
cell was dark and the bars were heavy — and directly afterwards, a man 
appeared, and came towards him. 

For the sense of loneliness he had, he might have bee\i in jail a year. 
Made eager by the hope of companionship, he quickened his pace, and 
hastened to meet the man half-way— - 

What was this ? His son I 
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Tbey stood face to face, stariiig at each otlier.^ He sbrinkiiig and 
cowed, despite himself ; Bfltmaby struf^ling with his imperfect inemoiy, 
and wondering where he had seen thatmce before. He was not uncertain 
long, for fiuddenly he laid hands upon him, and striving to bear him to 
the ground, cried : 

" Ah ! I know ! You are the robber ! " 

He Said nothing in replv at first, but held down his head, and stmggled 
with him silently. Findin^ the younger man too strong for him, he 
raißed his face, looked cloee into his eyes, and said : 

" I am your father." 

God knows what magic the name had for his ears ; but Bamaby re- 
leased his hold, feil back, and looked at him aghast. Suddenly he spipg 
towards him, put his arms about his neck, and pressed his head against 
his cheek. 

Yes, yes, he was ; he was sure he was. But where had he been so long, 
and why had he left his mother by herseif, or worse than by herseif, wita 
her poor foolish boy ? And had she really been a^ happy as they said? 
And where was she ? Was she near there ? She was not happy now, 
and he in jail ? Ah, no. 

Not a Word was said in answer ; but Qrip croaked loudly, and hopped 
about them, round and round, as if enclosing them in a magic circle,and 
invoking all the powers of mischief. 






CHAPTER LXIIL 

DüRiNG the whole of this day, every regiment in or near the metropolis 
was on duty in one or other part of the town ; and the regulars and 
militia, in obedience to the Orders which were sent to every barrack and 
Station within twenty-four hours' journey, began to pour in by all the 
roads. But the disturbance had attained to such a tormidable height, 
and the rioters had grown, with impimity, to be so audacious, that the 
sight of this great force, continually augmented by new arrivals, instead 
of operating as a check, stimulated them to outrages of gpater hardihood 
than any they had yet committed ; and helped to flndle a flame in 
London, the llke of which had never been beheld, even in its ancient 
and rebellious times. 

All yesterday, and on this day likewise, the commander-in-chief en- 
deavoured to arouse the magistrates to a sense of their duty, and in par- 
ticular the Lord Mayor, who was the faintest-hearted and most timid 
of them all. With this object, large bodies of the soldiery were seveial 
times despatched to the Minsion House to await his Orders ; but as he 
could, by no threats or persuasions, be induced to give any, and as the 
meii remained in the open street, fruitlessly for any good purpose, and 
thrivingly for a very bad one, these laudable attempts did härm rather 
tüan good ; for the crowd, becoming speedily ac^uainted with the Lord 
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Majores temt)6r, did not fall to take advantage of iv ^v boasting tliat 
even the civil authorities were opposed to the Papists, and could not find 
üi their hearts to molest those who were guilty of no other ofFence. 
These vaunts they took care to make witliin the Hearing of tlie soldieis ; 
and tiiey, being naturally loth to quarrel with the people, received their 
advancea kindly enough : answering-, when they were asked if thejr 
desired to fire upon their countrymen, " No, they would be damned if 
they did ; " and showing much honest simplicity and good nature. The 
feehng that the military were No Popery men, and were ripe for dis- 
obeying Orders, and joining the mob, soon became very prevalent in 
consequence. Knmours of their disaflfection, and of their leaning towards 
the populär canse, spread from mouth to mouth with astonishing rapidity, 
and whenever they were drawn up idly in the streets or Squares, there 
was sure to be a crowd about them, cheering and shaking hands, and 
treating them with a great show of confidence and affection. 

By this time, the crowd was everywhere ; all concealment and disguise 
were laid aside, and they pervaded the whole town. If any man among 
them wanted money, he nad but to knock at the door of a dwelling- 
house, or walk into a shop and demand it in the rioters' name ; and his 
demand waa complied with. The peaceable Citizens being afraid to lay 
hands upon them, singly and alone, it may be easily supposed that, when 
gatherea tocether in bodies, they were penectly secure from interruption. 
They assembled in the streets, teaversed them at their will and pleasure, 
and publicly concerted their plans. Business was quite suspenaed ; the 
sreater part of the shops were closed ; most of the houses displayed a 
olue flag in token of their adherence to the populär side ; and even the 
Jews in Houndsditch, Whitechapel, and tnose quarters, wrote upon 
their doors or window-shutters, " This house is a true Protestant." The 
crowd was the law, and never was the law held in greater dread, or more 
implicitly obeyed. 

It was about six o'clock in the evening, when a vast mob poured into 
Lincoln's Inn Fields, by every avenue, and divided — evidently in pur- 
siiance of a previous design — into several parties. It must not be under- 
stood that this arrangement was known to the whole crowd, but that it was 
the work of a few leaders, who, mingling with the men as they came 
upon the ground, and calling to them to fall into this or that party, 
effected it as rapidly as if it nad been determined on by a coimcil of the 
whole number, and every man had known his place. 

It was perfectly notorious to the assemblage that the largest body, 
which comprehenaed about two-thirds of the whole, was designed for 
the attack on Newgate, It comprehended aU the rioters who had been 
conspicuous in any of their former proceedings ; all those whom they 
recommended as daring hands, and fit for the work ; all those whose 
companions had been täen in the riots ; and a great number of people 
who were relatives or friends of felons in the jail. This last class m- 
cluded, not only the most desperate and utterly abandoned villains in 
London, but some who were comparatively innocent. There was more 
than one woman t^ere disguised in man s attire, and bent upon the 
rescue of a child or brother. There were the two sons of a man who lay 
under sentence of death, and who was to be executed along with three 
others, on the next day but one. There was a great party of boys whose 
fellow-pickpockets were in the prison ; and at the skirts of aU, a score of 
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miserable women, outcasts froln the world, eeeking to release some otihe¥ 
fallen creatures as miserable as themselves, or moved bv a general sym- 
pathy, perliaps — Qod knows — witli all wbo were witnout bope, and 
wretched. 

Old swords, and pistwls witbout ball or powder; sledge-bammers, 
kniveSy axes, saws, and weapons i)illa^ed from the butcbers' sbops ; a 
forest of iron bars and wooden dubs ; long ladders for scaling the walls, 
each carried on the Shoulders of a dozen men ; lighted torches ; tow 
smeared with pitch, and tar, and brimstone ; staves roughly plucked 
from fence and paling ; and even crutches taken from crippled beggars 
in the streets ; composed their arms. When all was reaay, Hugh and 
Dennis, with Simon Tappertit between them, led the way. Eoaring 
and chaüng like an angry sea, the crowd preased after them« 

Instead of going straight down Holbom to the jail, as all expected, 
their leaders took the way to Clerkenwell, and ponring down a qniet 
Street, halted before a loctsmith's house — the Golden Key. 

" Beat at the door," cried Hu^ to the men about him. " We want 
one of his craft to-night Beat it in, if no one answers." 

The Shop was shut Both doors and shutters were of a streng and 
ßturdy kind, and they knocked without effect. But the impatient crowd 
raising a cry of " Set fire to the house ! '' and torches being passed to the 
front, an upper window was thrown open, and the stout cid locksmith 
stood before them. 
" What now, you villains I " he demanded. " TVhere is my daughter?" 
" Ask no questions of us, old man," retorted Hugh, waving his com- 
rades to be silent, " but come down, and bring the tools of your trade. 
We want you." 

"Want me 1 " cried the locksmith, glancing at the regimental dress lie 
wore ; " Ay, and if some that I could name possessed the hearts of mice, 
ye should have had me long ago. Mark me, my lad — and you about 
him do the same. There are a score among ye whom I see now, and 
know, who are dead men from this hour. ifegone ! and rob an under- 
taker's while you can I You '11 want some coffins before long.'' 
" Will you come down ? " cried Hugh. 

"Will you give me my daughter, ruffian ?" cried the locksmith. 
" 1 know nothing of her,'' Hugh rejoined. " Burn the door ! " 
" Stop ! " cried the locksmith, in a voice that made them falter— pre- 
senting, as he spoke, a gun. " Let an old man do that You can spare 
him better." 

The young fellow who held the light, and who was stooping down 
before the door, rose hastily at these words, and feil back. The lock- 
smith ran his eye along the uptumed faces, and kept the wea^onlevelled 
at the threshold of his nouse. It had no other rest than bis Shoulder, 
but was as steady as the house itself. 

" Let the man who does it, take heed to his prayers," he said, firmly ; 
" I warn him." 

Snatching a torch from one who stood near him, Hugh was stepping 
forward with an oath, when he was arrested by a ßhnll and piercing 
shnek, and, looking upward, saw a fluttering garment on the housetop. 
«c T cf-^® ^^ another shriek, and another, and then a shrill voice cried, 
Is Simmun below ?" At the same moment a lean neck was streiched 
over the parapet, and Miss Miggs, indistinctly seen in the gathering 
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gloom of evening^ screeched in a frenzied manner, ^ Oli ! dear gentle- 
men, let me hear Simmun's answer from his own Ups. Speak to me, 
Simmun ! Sjjeak to me ! " 

Mr. TajDertit, who was not at all flattered by this compliment, looked 
up, and biading her hold her peace, ordered her to come down and open 
the door, for they wanted her master, and would take no denial. 

" Oh, good gentlemen ! " cried Miss Miggs. " Oh, my own precious,- 
precious Simmun " 

"Hold your nonsense, will you ! " retorted Mr. Tappertit ; " and come 
down and open the dooR — G. Varden, drop that gun, or it will be worse 
foryoiu" 

"Don'tmind his gun," screamed Miggs. "Simmun and gentlemen, 
I poured a mug of table-beer right down the barrel." 

The crowd gave a loud shout, which was followed by a roar of 
langhter. 

"It wouldn't go ojff, not if you was to load it up to the muzzle," 
ßcreamed Miggs. " Simmun and gentlemen, I 'm locked up in the front 
attic, through the little door on the right band when you think you Ve 
got to the very top of the stairs — and up the flight of comer steps, being 
careful not to knock your heads against the raiters, and not to tread on 
one side in case you should fall into the two-pair bedroom through tlie 
lath and plasture, which do not bear, but the contrairy. Simmun and 
genüemen, I 've been locked up here for eafety, but xay endeavours has 
äiways been, and always will oe, to be on the risht side — the blessed 
ßide— and to pronounce the Pope of Babylon, ana all her inward and 
her outward working% which is Pagin. My sentiments is of little con- 
sequences, I know," cried Miggs, with adoitional shrillness, " for my 
Pjositions is but a servant, and as sich, of humilities, still I ffives expres- 
sions to my feelings, and places my reiiances on them which entertains 
myo wn opinions ! " 

Without taking much notice of these outpourings of Miss Miggs after 
ßhe had made her first announcement in relation to the gun, the crowd 
raised a ladder against the window where the locksmith stood, and not- 
withstanding that he closed, and fastened, and defended it manfully, 
soon forced an entrance by shivering the glass and breaking in the 
frames. After dealins a few stout blows about him, he found himself 
defenceless, in the midst of a furious crowd, which overflowed the room 
and softened oflf in a confused heap of faces at the door and window. 

They were very wrathful with nim (for he had wounded two men), 
and even called out to those in front, to bring him forth and hang him 
on a lamp-post. But Gabriel was quite undaunted, and looked from 
Hugh and JDennis, who held him by either arm, to Simon Tappertit, 
who confronted him. 

"You have robbed me of my daughter," said the locksmith, " who is 
far dearer to me than my life ; and you may take my life, if you will. 
I bless God that I have been enabled to keep my wife free of this scene; 
and that He has made me a man who will not ask mercy at such hands 
as yours." 

"And a werry game old gentleman you are," said Mr. Dennis, ap- 
provingly ; " and you express yourself like a man. What 's the odds, 
brother, whether it's a lamp-post to-night, or a feather-bed ten yeara to 
come, eh ? " 
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The locksmith glanced at him disdainfully, but retumed no ote 
answer. 




an oath, " I am ready to meet you or any man lialf-way. — Have you got 
a bit of cord anywheres handy ? Don't put yourself out of the way, if 
you haven*t. A bandkercber will do." 

" Don't be a fool, master," whispered Hugb, seizing Varden roughly 
by the Shoulder ; " but do as you 're bid. You '11 soon hear what you're 
wanted for. Do it! *' 

" I '11 do nothing at your request, or that of any scoundrel here," re- 
tumed the locksmitii. " If you want any Service from me, you may 
spare yourselves the pains of teUing me what it iß. I teil you beiorehand, 
I'U do nothing for you." 

Mr. Dennis was so affected by this constancy on the part of the stauncli 
old man, that he protested — ^almost with tears in his eyes— that to baulk 
his inclinations would be an act of cruelty and hard dealing, to which he, 
for one, never could reconcile his conscience. The genileman, he said, 
had avowed, in so many words, that he was ready for working off; such 
being the case, he considered it their duty, as a civilized and enlightened 
crowd, to work him off. It was not often, he observed, that they had it 
in their power to accommodate themselves to the wishes of those from 
whom they had the misfortune to differ. Having now found an indi- 
vidual who expressed a desire which they could reasonably indulge (and 
for himself, he was free to confess that, in his opinion, that desire did 
honour to his feelings), he hoped they would decide to accede to his pro- 
Position before going any furtner. It was an experiment which, skiKully 
and dexterously penormed, would be over in five minutes, with great 
comfort and satisfaction to aU parties ; and though it did not become 
him (Mr. Dennis) to speak weil of himself, he trusted he might be 
allowed to say that he had practical knowledge of the subject, and, being 
naturally of an obHging and Mendly disposition, would work the gentie- 
mau off with a deal of pleasure. 

These remarks, whicn were addressed in the midst of a frightful din 
and tunnoil to those immediately about him, were received with great 
favour ; not so much, perhaps, because of the hangman's eloquence, as 
on account of the locksmith's obstinacy. Gabriel was in imminent peril, 
and he knew it ; but he preserved a steady silence ; and would have 
done so, if they had been debating whether they should roast him at a 
slow fire. 

As the hangman spoke, there was some stir and confusion on the 
ladder; and directly he was silent — so immediately upon holding 
his peace, that the crowd below had no time to leam what he had 
been saying, or to shout* in response — some one at the window 
cried: 

" He has a grey head. He is an old man. Don't hurt him ! " 

The locksmith turned, with a start, towards the place from which the 
words had come, and looked hurriedly at the people who were hanging 
on the ladder and clinging to each other. 

" Pay no respect to my grey hair, young man," he eaid, answering the 
voice, aad not anyone he saw, " I don^ ask it. My heart is green 
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enough to scom and despise every man among you, band of robbeis that 
you are ! " 

This incautious speecb by no means tended to appease tbe ferocity of 
the crowd. They cried again to have him brougbt out ; and it would 
have gone hard with the honest locksmith, but that Hugh reminded 
them, in answer, that they wanted his Services, and must have them. 

" So teil him what we want," he said to Simon Tappertit, " and quickly. 
And open your ears, master, if you would ever use them after to-night." 

Gabriel folded his arms, which were now at liberty, and eyed his old 
'prentice in silence. 

" Lookye, Varden," said Sim, " we 're bound for Newgate." 

" I know you are," retumed the locksmith. " You never said a truer 
Word than that" 

" To bum it down, I mean," said Simon, " and set the prisoners at 
liberty. You helped to make the lock of the great door." 

" I did," said the locksmith. " You owe me no thanks for that — as 
you 11 find before long." 

" Maybe," retumed his joumeyman, " but you must show us how to 
force it." 

"MustI?" 

" Yes ; for you know, and I don't You must come along with us, and 
pick it with your own hands." 

" When I do," said the locksmith quietly, " my hands shall drop off at 
the wrists, and you shall wear them, Simon Tappertit, on your Shoulders 
for epaulettes." 

" We 11 see that," cried Hugh, interposing, as the indignation of the 
crowd again burst forth. ""5ß)u fill a Dasket with the tools hell want, 
while I bring him downstairs. Open the doors below, some of you. 
And light the great captain, others ! Is there no business afoot, my 
lads, that you can do nothing but stand and grumble ? " 

They looked at one another, and quickly dispersing, swarmed over the 
house, plundering and breaking, according to their custom, and carrying 
off such articles of value as happened to please their fancy. They had 
no great length of time for these proceedings, for the basket of tools was 
8oon prepared and slung over a man's Shoulders. The preparations being 
now completed, and everything ready for the attack, those who were 
pillaging and destroyinc in the other rooma were called down to the 
Workshop. They were about to issue forth, when the man who had been 
last upstairs stepped forward, and asked if the young woman in the 
garret (who was makin^ a terrible noise, he said, and kept on screaming 
without the least cessation) was to be released ? 

For his own part, Simon Tappertit would certainly have replied in 
the negative, but the mass of his companions, mindful of the good ser* 
vice she had done in the matter of the gun, being of a different opinion, 
he had nothin^ for it but to answer, Yes. The man, accordingly, went 
back again to the rescue, and presently retumed with Mise Miggs, limp 
and doubled up, and very damp from much weeping. 

As the young lady had given no tokens of consciousness on their way 
downstairs, the bearer reported her either dead or dying ; and being at 
some loss what to do with her, was looking round for a convenient bench 
or heap of ashes on which to place her senseless form, when she suddenly 
came upon her feet by some mysterious means, thrust back her hair, 

22 
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ßtared Tdldly at Mr. Tappertit, cried, "My Simnnin's life is not a 
wictim ! " and dropped into his arms with such promptitude tbat he 
staggerfed and reelea Bonae tiaces back, beneath his lovely bürden. 

"Oh, bother!" said Mr. Tappertit. "Here^ catch hold of her, 
Bomebody. Lodc her ixp k^rtL\ she never ought to have been let 

out** 
'* My Simmun ! ^ cried Miss Miggs, in tears, and faintly. " My fop 

ever. ever blessed Simmnn ! " 

" Hold up, will y^ou," said Mr. Tappertit, in a veiy nnresponßive tone, 
" 1 11 let you fall if you don't What are you slidmg your feet off the 
groundfor?" 

" My angel Simmnn ! * murmnred Miggs — "he promised ^ 

"Promii^l Well, and 111 keep my nromise/- answered Simon, 
testflr. " I mean to provide for you, douT I ? Stand up ! " 

" Where am I to go ? What is to become of me after my actions of 
thlfl night l** cried Miggs. " What resting-places now remains to me but 
in the silent tombses V^ 

" I wish you was in the silent tombses, I do,* cried Mr. Tappertit, 
" and boxed up tight in a a good strong one. Here," he cried to oue of 
the bystanders, in whose ear ne whispered for a moment : " Take her of, 
will you. You understand where ? " 

The fellow nodded ; and taking her in his arms, notwithstanding her 
broken protestations, and her struggles (which latter species of Opposition, 
inrolving Scratches, was much more difficult of resistance), carried her 
away. They who were in the house poured out into the street ; the lock- 
smith was taken to the head of the crowd, and reouired to walk between 
his two conductors ; the whole body was put m rapid motion ; and 
without any shouting or noise they bore down stiuight on Newgate, and 
hälted in a dense mass before the prison-gate. 




CHAPTER LXIV. 

BRBAkiNO the süence they had hitlierto preserred, they raised agreat 
cry as soon as they were ranged before the jail, and demanded to speak 
to the govemor. This visit was not whoUy unexpected, for his house, 
which rronted the street, was strongly barricaded, the wicket-gate of the 
prison was closed up, and at no loophole or grating was any person to be 
seen. Before they had repeated their summons many times, a man 
appeared upon the roof of the govemor's house, and asked what it was 
they wanted. 

Seme said one thing, some another, and some only groaned and hissed. 
It beihg now nearly dark, and the house high, many persons in the 
thronB were not aware that any one had come to answer ttiem, and con- 
tmued their clamour until the intelligence was gradually diflPuseä throngh 
1?^^^® concourse. Ten rainutes or more elapsed before any one voice 
could be heard with tolerable distinctness ; during which interval the 
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figure remaiaed peTched alone, against the summer evening sky, looking 
down into the troubled street 

" Are you," said Hugh at length, " Mr.-Akerman, the head jailer here ? " 

" Of course he is, brother," whispered Dennis. But Hugh, without 
minding him, took his answer from the man himself. 
"Ye8,"hesaid. "lam." 

" You have got some friends of ours in your custody, tnaster.'* 

" I have a good many people in my custody." He glanced downward, 
as he spoke, into the jail : and the feeHng that he could see into the 
different yards, and that he overlo Ved everything which was hidden from 
their view by the rugged walls, so Jashed and g(Sided the mob, that they 
howled like wolves. 

" Deliver np oup friends," said Hugh, " aüd you may keep the rest." 

** It's my duty to keep them alL I shall do mv duty." 

" If you don't throw the doors open, we shall break 'em down," said 
Hugh ; " for we will have the rioters out." 

"All I can do, good üeople," Akerman replied, "is to exhort you to 
disperse ; and to remina you that the consequences of any disturbance 
in this place, will be very severe, and bitterly repented by most of you, 
when too late." 

He made as though he would retire when he had said these words, but 
he was checked by the voice of the locksmith. 

" Mr. Akerman ! " cried Gabriel, " Mr. Akerman ! ** 

" I will hear no more from any of you," replied the govemor, tuming 
towards the Speaker, and waving his hand. 

" But 1 am not one of them," said GrabrieL " I am an honest man, 
Mr. Akerman ; a respectable tradesman — Gabriel Varden, the locksmith. 
You know me?" 

" You among the crowd 1 " cried the govemor in an altered voice. 

" Brought here bjr force — brought here to pick the lock of the great 
door for them," rejoüied the locksmith. "Bear witness for me, Mr. 
Akerman, that I refüse io do it ; and that I will not do it, come what 
may of my tefiisaL If aiiy violeoce is done to me, please to remember 
this." ^ ^ 

" Is there no way of helping you ?" said the govemor. 

" None, Mr. Akerman. You*Ü do your duty, and I'll do mine. Once 
again, you robbers and cui-throats," said the locksmith, tuming round 
upon them, " I refuse. Ah, howl tili you^te hoarse ! I refuse." 

" Stay — stay ! " said tte jailer, hastily. " Mr. Varden, I know you 
for a worthy man, and one who would do no unlawful act except upon 
compulsion ^" 

" lipon compulsion, sü*," interposed the locksmith, who feit that the 
tone in which this was said, conveyed the speaker's Impression that he 
had ample excuse for yielding to the furious multitude who beset and 
hemnied him in on every side, and among whom he stood, ah old man, 
quite alone ; " upon compulsion, sir, I'U db nothing." 

" Where is that man," said the keeper, auxiously, " who spoke to toe 
just now?" 

" Here !" Hugh repHed. 

" Do you know what the guilt of murder is, and that by keeping that 
honest tradesman at your side you endanger his life ? " 

" We know it very well," he answered, " fot what eise did we bring 
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him here ? Lef b liave our friends, niaster, and you eball yoiir Mend. 
Isthatfair, lads?" 

The mob replied to Hm with a loud " Hurrah ! " 

'* You see how it is, sir ? " cried Vardeh. " Keep 'em out, in King 
GeoTge's name. Bemember what I haye said. Gboa ni^ht ! ^ 

There was no more parley. A shower of stones and other missiles 
compelled the keeper of the jail to retire ; and, the mob, pressing on, and 
swarming round tne walls, forced Gabriel Varden close up to the door. 

In vain the basket of tools was laid upon the ground before him, and 
he was urged in tum by promises, by blows, by offers of reward, and 
threats of mstant death, to do the office for which they had brought him 
there. " No," cried the sturdy locksmith, " I will not ! " 

He had never loved his life so well as then, but nothing could move 
him. The savage faces that glared upon him, look where he would ; 
the cries of those who thirstea, like wild animals, for his blood ; the 
ßight of men pressing forward, and trampling down their fellows, as they 
strove to reach him, and Struck at him above the heads of other men, 
with axes and with iron bars ; all failed to daunt him. He looked from 
man to man, and face to face, and still, with quickened breath and 
lessenin^ colour, cried firmly, " I will not ! " 

Denms dealt him a blow upon the face which felled him to the ground. 
He sprang up again like a man in the prime of life, and, with blool upon 
his forehead, caught him by the throat. 

" You cowardly dog ! " he said. " Give me my daughter ! Give me 
my daughter ! " 

They struggled together. Some cried " Kill him ! " and some (but 
they were not near enough) strove to trample him to death. Tug as he 
would at the old man's wrists, the hangman could not force him to un- 
clench his hands. 

"Is this all the retum you make me, you ungrateful monster?" he 
articulated with great difficulty and with many oaths. 

" Give me my daughter ! " cried the locksmith, who was now as fierce 
as those who gathered round him. " Give me my daughter ! " 

He was down again, and up, and down once more, and buffeting with 
a score of them, who bandiea him from band to band, when one tall 
fellow, fresh from a slaughter-house, whose dress and great thigh-boots 
smoked hot with grease and blood, raised a pole-axe, and swearing a 
horrible oath, aimed it at the old man's uncovered head. At that instant, 
and in the very act, he feil himseK, as if Struck by liehtning, and over 
his body a one-armed man came darting to the locksmith's side. Another 
man was with him, and both caught the locksmith roughly in their grasp. 

" Leave him to us ! " they cried to Hugh — ^struggling as they spoke to 
force a passage backward through the crowd. " Leave him to us. Why 
do you waste your whole strength on such as he, when a couple of men 
can finish him in as many minutes ? You lose time ! Remember the 
prisoners ! Remember Bamaby ! " 

The cry ran through the mob. Hammers began to rattle on the walk ; 
and every man strove to reach the prison, and be among the foremost 
rank. Fighting their way through tne press and struggle, as desperately 
as if they were in the midst of enemies rather than their own friends, 
the two men retreated with the locksmith between them, and dragged 
hini through the very heart of the concourse. 
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And now tHe strokes began to £all like liail upon the gate, and on the 
strong building; for tliose who could not reacn the door, spent their 
fierce rage on anything — even on the great blocks of stone, which 
shivered their weapons into fragments, and made their hands and arms 
to tingle as if the waUs were active in their stout resistance, and dealt 
them back their blows. The clash of iron ringing upon iron niincled 
with the deafening tumult and sounded high above it, as the great sledge- 
hammers rattled on the nailed and plated door ; the sparks flew off in 
showers ; men worked in gan^s, and at short intervois relieved each 
other, iha.t all their strength might be devoted to the work ; but there 
stood the portal still, as grim, and dark and strong as ever, and, saving 
for the dints nnon its battered surface, quite unchanged. 

While some orought all their ener^es to bear upon this toilsome task ; 
and some, rearing ladders against the prison, tned to clamber to the 
siunniit of the wäls they were too short too scale ; and some engaged a 
body of police, a hundred strong, and beat them back and trod them 
nnder foot by force of numbers ; others besieged the house on which the 
jailer had appeared, and driving in the door, brought out his fumiture, 
and piled it up against the prison-gate, to make a bonfire which should 
bum it down. As soon as this device was understood, all those who had 
laboured hitherto, cast down their tools and helped to swell the heap — 
which reached half-way across the street, and was so high, that those who 
threw more fuel on the top, got up the ladders. When all the keeper's 
goods were flung upon this costly pile, to the last fragment, they smeared 
it with the pitcn, and tar, and rosin they had brought, and sprinkled it 
with turpentine. To all the woodwork round the prison-doors they did* 
the like, leaving not a joist or beam untouched. This infernal christening 
performed, they fired the pile with lighted matches and with blazing tow, 
and then stood by, awaitmg the result. 

The fumiture being very dry, and rendered more combustible by wax 
and oil, besides the arts they had used, took fire at once. The names 
roared high and fiercely, blackening the prison wall, and twining up its 
lofty front like buming serpents. At first they crowded round the blaze, 
and vented their exultation only in their looks : but when it grew hctter 
and fiercer — when it crackled, leaped, and roared, like a great fumace 
— when it shone upon the opposite houses, and lighted up not only the 
pale and wondering faces at the Windows, but the inmost comers of each 
habitation — when through the deep red heat and glow, the fire was seen 
sporting and toying with the door, now clinging to its obdurate surface, 
now gliding off with fierce inconstancy, and soaring high into the sky, 
anon retuming to fold it in its buming grasp, and Iure it to its ruin — 
when it shone and gleamed so brightly that the church clock at St. 
Sepulchre's, so often pointing to the hour of death, was legible as in broad 
day, and the vane upon its steeple-top glittered in the unwonted light 
like something richly jewelled — when blackened stone and sombre bnck 
grew ruddy in the deep reflection, and Windows shone like bumished 
gold, dotting the longest distance in the fiery vista with their specks of 
brightness — when wäl and tower, and roof and chimney-stack, seemed 
drunk, and in the flickering glare appeared to reel and stagger— when 
scores of objects, never seen before, burst out upon the view, and things 
the most familiär put on some new aspect — then the mob began to jom 
the whirl, and witn loud yells, and shouts and clamour, such as happily 
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ifl seldom heard, bestirred themselves to feed tlie fire, and keep it at its 
height. 

Although the heat was so intense that tlie paint on the liouses over 
against the prison, parched and crackled up, and swelling into boils, as 
it were from excess of torture, broke and crumbled away ; although the 
class feil from the window-sashes, and the lead and iron on the roofs 
blistered the incautious band that touched them, and the sparrows in 
the eaves took wing, and rendered giddy by the smoke, feil fluttering 
down upon the blazing pile ; still the nre was tended unceasingly b]^ 
busy hands, and round it men were going always. They never slackened 
in their 7ieal, or kept aloof, but pressed upon the flames so hard, that 
those in front had much ado to save themselves from being throst in ; 
if oue man swooned or dropped, a dozen struggled for bis place, and that, 
although they knew the pam, and thirst, anä pressure to be unendur- 
able. Those who feil down in faintiug-fits, and were not crushed or 
burnt, were carried to an inn-vard close at band, and dashed with water 
from a pump ; of which buckets füll were passed from man to man 
among the crowd : but such was the strong ctesire of all to drink, and 
such me fighting to be first, that, for the most part) the whole contents 
were spilled upon the ground, without the lips of one man being 
moistened. Meanwhile, and in the midst of all the roar and outcry, 
those who were nearest to the pile heaped up again the buming frag- 
ments that came tojppling down, and raked the üre about the door, whicb, 
although a sheet of ilame, was still a door fast locked and barred, and 
kept them out Great pieces of blazing wood were passed, besides, ahove 
the people's heads to such as stood about the ladders, and some of these 
climbing up to the topmost stave, and holding on with one band by the 
prison wall, exerted all their skill and force to cast these fire-brands on 
the roof, or down into the yards within. In many instances their efforts 
were successful ; which occasioned a new and appalling addition to the 
horrors of the scene : for the prisoners within, seemg from between their 
bars that the fire caught in many places and thrived fiercely, and being 
all locked up in strong cells for the night, began to know that they were 
in danger oi being bumt alive. This terrible fear, spreading from cell 
to cell and from yard to yard, vented itself in such dismal cries and 
wailings, and in such dreadful shrieks for help, that the whole jail re- 
sounded with the noise ; which was loudly heard even above the shout- 
ing of the mob and roanng of the flames, and was so füll of agony and 
despair, that it made the boldest tremble. 

It was remarkable that these cries began in that quarter of the jail 
which fronted - Newgate Street, where, it was well known, the men who 
were to suffer death on Thursday were confined. And not only were 
these four who had so short a time to live the first to whom the dread 
of being bumt occurred, but they were, throughout, the most importu- 
nate of all : for they could be plainly heard, notwithstanding the great 
thickness of the walls, crying that the wind set that way, and that the 
flames would shortly reach them ; and calling to the officers of the jail 
to come and quench the fire from a cistem which was in their yard, and 
fuU of water. Judging from what the crowd outside the walls conld 
hear from time to time, these four doomed wretches never ceased to call 
for help ; and that with as much distraction, and in as great a frenzy of 
attachment to existence as though each had an honoured, happy life 
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before him, instead of eight and forty liours of miserable imprisonment, 
and then a violent and snameful death. 

But the anguifili and sufifering of the two sons of one of tliese men, 
when they heiurd, or fancied that they heard, their father's voice. is past 
description. After wringing their Imnds and rushing to and iro, as if 
they were stark mad, one mounted on the Shoulders ot his brother, and 
tned to clamber up the face of the hi^h wall, guarded at the top with 
Spikes and points of iron. And when he feil among the crowd, he was 
not deterrea bv his bruises, bat mounted up aoBdUy and feil again, and 
when he found the feat impossible, began to beat the stones and tear 
them witih his hands, as if he could that way make a breach in the strong 
bnilding, and force a passage in. At last, they deft their way among 
the mob about the door, thoush many men, a dozen times their match, 
had tried in yain to do so, ana were seen, in — ^yes, in — the fire, striving 
to prise it down with crowbars. 

Nor were they alone effected by the outcry from within the prison. 
The women who were looking on shrieked loudly, beat their hands 
together, stopped their ears ; and many üeunted : the men who were not 
near the walls and active in the siege, rather than do nothing, tore up 
the pavement of the street, and did so with a haste and fiiry they could 
not nave surpassed if that had been the jail, and they were near their 
object. Not one living creature in the tnrong was for an instant still. 
The whole great mass were mad. 

A shout \ Another ! Another yet, though few knew why, or what 
it meant. But those around the gate had seen it slowly yield, and drop 
from itö topmost hinge. It hung on that side by but one, but it was 
upright still, because of the bar, and its having sunk, of its own weight, 
into the heap of ashes at its foot There was now a gap at the top of 
the doorway, through which could be descried a gloomy passage, cavemous 
and dark. Pile up the fire ! 

It bumt fiercely. The door was red-hot, and the gap wider. They 
vainly tried to shield their faces with their hands, and standing as if in 
readiness for a spring, watched the place. Dark figures, some crawHng 
on their hands and knees, some camed in the arms of others, were seen 
to pass along the roof. It was piain the jail could hold out no lon^er. 
The keeper, and his officers, and their wives and children, were escaping. 
Pile up the fire ! 

The door sank down again : it settled deeper in the cinders — ^tottered 
— yielded — was down ! 

As they shouted again, they feU back for a moment, and left a clear 
Space about the fire that lay between them and the jail entry. Hueh 
leaped upon the blazing heap, and, scattering a train of sparks into me 
air, and making the dark lobby glitter with those that hung upon his 
dress, dashed into the jail. 

The hangman followed. And then so many rushed upon their track, 
that the fire got trodden down and thinly strewn about the street ; but 
there was no need of it now, for, insioe and out, the prison was in 
flames. 
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CHAPTER LXV. 



DuRiNQ the whole course of the terrible scene which was now at ita 
hei^ht, one man in the jail suffered a degree of fear and mental torment 
which had no parallel, in the endurance even of thoee who lay under 
sentence of death. 

When the rioters first assembled before the building, the murd^r 
was roused from sleep— if such slumbers as his may have that blessed 
name — ^by the roar of voices and the struggling of a great crowd. He 
Started up as these sounds met his ear, and, sitting on his bedstead, 
listened. 

After a short interval of silence the-noise burst out agsdn. Still 
listening attentively, he made out, in course of time, that the jail was 
besieged by a furious multitude. His guilty consdence instantly arrayed 
these men against himself, and brought the fear upon him that ne woidd 
be singled out and tom to pieces. 

Once impressed with the terror of this conceit, everything tended to 
confirm and strengthen it. His double crime, the circumstances under 
which it had been committed, the length of time that had elapsed, and 
its discovery in spite of all, made him, as it were, the visible object of 
the Almighty's wrath. In all the crime, and vice, and moral gloom of 
the great pest-house of the capital, he stood alone, marked and singled 
out by bis great guilt, a Lucifer among the devils. The other prisoners 
were a host, hiding and sheltering each other — a crowd üke that without 
the walls. He was one man against the whole united concourse; a 
Single, solitary, lonely man, from whom the very captives in the jail feil 
off and shrunk appalled. 

It might be that the intelligence of his capture having been bndted 
abroad, they had come there purposely to drag him out and kill him in 
the Street ; or it might be that tney were the rioters, and, in pursuance 
of an old design, had come to sack the prison. But in either case he Lad 
no belief or hope that they would spare him. Every shout they raised, 
and every sound they made, was a blow upon his heart. As the attack 
went ou, he grew more wild and frantic in ms terror : tried to pull away 
the bars that guarded the chimney and prevented him from climbing 
up : called loudly on the tumkeys to düster round the cell and save him 
from the furv of the rabble: or put him in some dungeon Underground, 
no matter of what depth, how dkrk it was, or loathsome, or beset with 
rats and creeping things, so that it Hd him, and was hard to find. 

But no one came, or answered him. Fearful, even while he cried to 
them, of attracting attention, he was silent. By-and-bye, he saw, as he 
looked from his grated window, a stränge glimmering on the stone wallß 
and pavement of the yard. It was fedble at first, and came and went, 
as though some officers with torches were passing to and fro upon the 
roof of the prison. Soon it reddened, and nghted brands came whirling 
down, spattering the ground with fire, and buming sullenly in comers. 
One rolled beneath a wooden bench, and set it in a blaze ; another caught 
a waterspout, and so went climbing up the wall, leaving a long straight 
track of fire behind it. After a time, a slow thick shower of buming 
fraements from some upper portion of the prison which was blazing 
nigh, began to fall betöre his door. Remembering that it opened out- 
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wards, he knew that every epark which feil upon the heap, and in the 
act lost its bright life, and died an ugly speck of dust and rubbish, 
helped to entomb bim in a living grave. Still, though the jail resounded 
witü shrieka and cries for help, — ^though the fire bounded up as if each 
separate flame had a tieer's life, and roaSed as though, in every one, there 
was a hungry voice — tnough the heat began to grow intense and the air 
suffocating, and thje clamour without increased, and the danger of bis 
Situation^ even from one merciless element, was every moment more 
extreme, — still he was afraid to raise bis voice again, lest the crowd 
should break in, and should, of their own ears, or m)m the information 
given them bv the other prisoners, get the clue to bis place of confine- 
ment Thus rcarful alike of those within the prison and of tbose without; 
of noise and silence; light and darkness; of being released,. and being 
left there to die ; he was so tortured and tormented, that nothing man 
has ever done to man in the horrible caprice of power and cruelty, ex- 
ceeds bis self-inflicted pimisbment. 

Now, now, the door was down. Now they came rushing through the 
jail, caUing to each other in the vaulted passages, clashin^ the iron gates 
dividing yard from yard; beating at the doors of cells and wards; 
wrenchmg off bolts, and locks, and bars ; tearing down the doorpo&ts to 
get men out ; endeavouring to drag them by main force through gaps 
and Windows where a child could scarcely pass ; whooping and yefling 
without a moment's rest; and running through the heat and flames as if 
they were cased in metal. By their 1^, their arms, the bair upon their 
heads, they dragged the prisoners out. Some threw themselves upon 
their captives as they got towards the door, and tried to file away their 
irons; some danced aoout them with a frenzied joy, and rent their 
clothes, and were ready, as it seemed, to tear them Limb from limb. 
Now a party of a dozen men came dartmg through the yard into which 
the muiderer cast fearful slances from bis darkened window, dragging 
a wisoner along the ground, whose dress they had nearly tom from bis 
body in their mad eagemess to set bim free, and who was bleeding and 
senseless in their hands. Now a score of prisoners ran to and fro, who 
had lost themselves in the intricacies of the prison, and were so be- 
wildered with the noise and glare that they knew not where to tum, or 
what to do, and still cried out for help as loudly as before. Anon some 
famished wretch, whose theft had been a loaf of bread or scrap of 
butcher's meat, came skulking past barefooted — going slowly away be- 
cause that jail, bis house, was buming ; not because he had any other, 
or had friends to meet, or old haunts to revisit, or any liberty to gain, 
but liberty to starve and die. And then a knot of highwaymen went 
trooping by, conducted by the friends they had among the crowd, who 
mumed their fetters as they went along with handkercmefs and bands of 
hay, and wrapped them in coats and cloaks, and gave them drink from 
bottles, and held it to their lips because of their handcuffs, which there 
was no time to remove. All this, and Heaven knows how much more, 
was done amidst a noise, a hurry, a distraction, like nothing that we 
know of, even in our dreams ; which seemed for ever on the rise, and 
never to decrease for the space of a single instant. 

He was still looking down upon these things, when a band of men with 
torches, ladders, axes, and many kinds of weapons, poured into the yard, 
and hammering at bis door, inquired if there were any prisoner within. 
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He left the window when he saw them Coming, and drew back into the 
remotest comer of the cell ; but although he returned them no answer, 
they had a fancy that someone was inside, for they presentiLy set ladders 
against it, and.began to tear away the bars at the casement ; not only that, 
indeed, but with pickaxes to hew down the very etones in the walL 

Ab soon as they had made a bieach at the window, lai^e enough for 
the admission of a man's head, one of them throst in a tordi and looked 
all round the room. He followed this man's gaze until it rested on him- 
self , and heard him demand why he had not answered, but made him no 
reply. 

In the general surprise and wonder, they were used to this ; without 
saying anything more, they enlarged the breach until it was large enough 
to admit the body of a man, and then came dropping down on the floor, 
one after another, until the cell was fulL They caught him up among 
them, handed him to the window, and those who stood upon the Mdeis 
passed bim down upon the pavement of the jard. Then the rest came 
out, one after another, and, bidding him fly and lose no time, or the way 
would be choked up, hurried away to rescue others. 

It seemed not a minute's work from first to last He staggered to his 
feet, incredulous of what had happened, when the yard was mied again, 
and a crowd rushed on hurrying Barnaby amon^ them. In anothei 
minute — not so much : another minute ! the same instant» with no lapse 
or interval between ! — he and his son were being passed from band to band, 
through the dense crowd in the street, and were glancing backward at a 
buming pile which someone said was Newgate. 

From the moment of their first entrance into the prison, the crowd 
dispersed themselves about it, and swarmed into every chink and crevice, 
as if they had a perfect acquaintance with its innermost parts, and bore 
in their minds an exact plan of the whole. For this immediate knowledge 
of the place, they, were, no doubt, in a great degree, indebted to the 
hangman, who stood in the lobby, directing some to go this way, some 
that, and some the other ; and who materially assisted in bringing about 
the wonderful rapidity with which the release of thejprisoners was eflfected. 

But this functionary of the law reserved one important piece of intelli- 
gence, and kept it snugly to himself. When he had issued bis instruc- 
tions relative to every other part of the building, and the mob were dis- 
persed from end to end, and busy at their work, he took a bündle of keys 
from a kind of cupboard in the wall, and going by a kind of passage near 
the chapel (it joined the govemor's house, and was then on fire), oetook 
himseli to the condemned cells, which were. a series of smal^ strong, 
dismal rooms, opening on a low gallery, guarded, at the end at which he 
entered, by a strong iron wicke^ and at its opposite extremity by two 
doors and a thick gate. Having double-lockea the wicket, and assored 
himself that the other entrances were well secured, he sat down on a 
bench in the gallery, and sucked the head of bis stick with the utmost 
complacency, tranquility, and contentment. 

It would have been stränge enough, a man's enjoying himself in this 
quiet manner, while the prison was buming, and such a tumult vas 
cleaving the air, though he nad been outside the waUs. But here, in the 
very heart of the building, and moreover with the prayers and cries of 
the four men under sentence sounding in his ears, and their hands, 
stretcbed out through the gratings in thefir cell-doors, cla^ed in frantic 
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entreaty before his very eyes, it waa particularly remarkable. Indeed, 
Mr. Dennis appeared t» think it an uncommon circumstance, and to 
banter himseli upon it ; for he tbrust lus hat on one aide, as some men 
do when they are in a waggish hmnour, Bucked the head of his stick with 
a higher relish, and smiL^ as though he wonld say, ^ Dennis, you *re a 
mm dog ; you 're a queer fellow ; you 're capital Company, Dennis, and 
quite a character ! " 

He sat in this way for some minutes, while the four men in the cells, 
certain that somebody had entered the gallery, but conld not see who, 
gave vent to such piteous entreaties as wretches in their miserable con- 
dition may be supposed to have been inspired mth ; urging whoever it 
was, to set them at liberty, for the love of Heaven ; and protesting, with 
great fervour, and truly enough, perhaps for a time, that if they esceped, 
they would amend their ways, and would never, never, never again do 
wrong before God or man, but would lead penitent and sober lives, and 
sorrowf ully repent the cnmes they had committed. The terrible energy 
with whicn they spoke, would have moved any person, no matter how 
good or just (if any good or just person could have stra^ed into that sad 

I)lace that night), to have set them at liberty : and, while he would have 
efb any other punishment to its free course, to have saved them from 
this last dreadful and repulsive penalty ; which never tumed a man 
indined to evil, and has hardened thousands who were half indined to 
good. 

Mr. Dennis, who had been bred and matured in the good old school, 
and had administered the good old laws on the good old plan, always 
once and sometimes twice every six weeks, for a long time, bore these 
appeals with a deal of philosopny. Being at last, however, rather dis- 
turbed in his pleasant reflection by their repetition, he rapped at one of 
the doors with his stick, and cried : 

" Hold your noise there, will you ! " 

At this they all cried t(^ether that they were to be hanged on the next 
day but one ; and again implored his aid. 

" Aid I For what ? " said Mr. Dennis, playfully rapping the knuckles 
of the band nearest him. 

" To save us ! " thejr cried. 

'^ Oh, certainl^,'' said Mr. Dennis, winking at the wall, in the absence 
of any friend with whom he could humour the joke. " And so you 're 
to be woiked oflf, are you, brothers ?" 

" Unless we are released to-night," one of them cried, " we are dead 
men ! " 

" I teil you what it is," said the hangman, gravely ; " I 'm afraid my 
friend that you 're not in that 'ere State of mind that 's suitable to your 
condition, then ; you 're not a-going to be released : don't think it— Will 
you leave off that 'ere indecent row ? I wonder you ain't ashamed of 
yourselves, I do." 

He followed up this reproof by rapping every set of knuckles one after 
the other, and having obne so, resumed bis seat again with a cheerful 
countenance. 

" Fou've had law," he said, crossing his legs and elevating his eyebrows : 
"laws have been made a purpose i'or you ; a werry handsome prison's 
been made a' purpose for you ; a parson's kept a' purpose for you : a con- 
stitootional omcer's appomted a' purpose for you ; carts is maintained a' 
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pnrpofle for you — and yet you're not contented ! — WiU yon Hold that 
noise, you; air, in the farthest 7" 

A groon was the only answer. 

*' So well as 1 can make out," said Mr. Dennis, in a tone of min^ed 
badinage and remonstrance, " there 's not a man among you. I beginto 
think I 'm on the opposite aide, and among the ladies ; though for the 
matter of that, I Ve seen a many ladies face it out in a manner tbat did 
honour to the sex. — ^You in number two, don't grind them teeth of yours. 
Worse manners,'' said the hangman, rapping at the door with Ms stick, 
'^ I never see in this place afore. I 'm ashamed of you. You 're a disgiaoe 
to the Bailey." 

After pausing for a moment to hear if anythin^ could be pleaded in 
jnstification, Mr. Dennis resumed in a aort of coaxing tone : 

" Now look'ee here, you four. I'm come here to teke care of you, and 
see that you aint bumt, instead of the other thing. It 's no use yonr 
making any noise, for you wont be found out by them as has broken in, 
and youll only be hoarse when you come to the Speeches, — which is a pity. 
What I say in respect to the Speeches always is, ' Qive it mouth. That 's 
my maxim. Oive it mouth. I 've heerd,' said the hangman, pulling off 
his hat to take his handkerchief from the crown and wipe his ÜEice, and 
then putting it on again a little more on one side than before, " I 've heeid 
a eloquence on them boards — ^you know what boards I mean — and have 
heerd a degree of mouth given to them Speeches, that they was as clear 
as a bell, and as good as a play. There 's a pattem ! And always, when 
a thing of natur's to come off, what I stand up for is a proper frame of 
mind. Let 's have a proper frame of mind, and we can go tnrough with 
it, creditable— -pleasant — sociable. Whatever you do (and I address my- 
self, in particuiar, to you in the furthest), never snivel. I 'd sooner by 
half, though I lose by it, see a man tear his clothes a' purpose to spile 
'em before they come to me, than find him snivelling. It 's ten to one a 
better frame of mind, every way ! " 

While the hangman addressed them to this effect, in the tone and ^ith 
the air of a pastor in fsuniliar conversation with bis flock, the noise had 
been in some degree subdued ; for the rioters were busy in conveying the 
pnsoners to the Sessions House, which was beyond the main walls of the 
prison, thoush connected with it, and the crowd were busy too, in passing 
them from thence along the street. But when he had got thus far in his 
discourse, the sound of voices in the yard showed plainly that the mob 
had retumed and were Coming that way ; and directly afterwards a violent 
crashing at the grate below, gave note of their attack upon the cells (as 
they were called) at last 

It was in vain the hangman ran from door to door, and covered the 
grates, one after another, with his hat, in futile efforts to stifle the eries 
of the four men within ; it was in vain he dogged their outstretched 
hands, and beat them with his stick, or menac^ them with new and 
lingerinj; pains in the execution of his office ; the place resounded with 
their cnes. These, together with the feeling that they were now the 
last men in the jail, so worked upon and stimulated the besiegers, that in 
an incredibhr short space of time they forced the strong grate down below, 
which was formed of iron rods two inches Square, drove in the two other 
doors, as if they had been but deal partitions, and stood at the end of 
the gallery with only a bar or two between them and the cells. 
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" Halloa !" cried Hu^h, wlio was tbe first to look into the dusky passage ; 
" Dennis before us ! Well done, old boy. Be quick, and open nere, for 
we shall be suffocated in tbe smoke, going out" 

"Qo out at once, then,* said Dennis, " Wbat do you want here ?" 

" Want ! " echoed Hugh. « The four men.'* 

" Four devils 1 " cried the hangman. " Don*t you know they *re left 
for death on Thursday ? Don't you respect the law — the constitootion — 
nothing ? Let the four men be." 

" Is this a time for joking ?" cried Hugh. " Do you hear 'em ? Pull 
away these bais that have got fixed between the door and the ground ; 
and let us in." 

"Brother," said the hangman, in a low voice, as he stooped under 
pretence of doing what Hugh desired, but only looked up in bis face, 
" can't you leave these here rour men to me, if 1 Ve the whim ? You do 
what you like, and have what you like of everything for your share — 
give me my share. I want these four men left alone, Z teil you ! " 

" Pull the bars down, or stand out of the way," was Hughes reply. 

" You can tum the crowd if you like^you know that well enough, 
brother," said the hangman, slowly. " What 1 You loül come in, wül 
you?" 

« Yes." 

"You won't let these men alone, and leave 'em to me? You've no 
respect for nothing — ^haven't you ? " said the hancman, retreating to the 
door by which he had entered, and regarding nis companion with a 
scowL You wül come in, will you, brother ? " 

" I teil you yes. What the devil ails you ? Where are you going ?" 

" No matter where I 'm going," rejoined the hangman, looking m again 
at the iron wicket, which he had nearly shut upon himself, and held 
ajar. " Bemember where you 're coming. That 's all." 

With that, he shook bis likeness at Hugh, and giving him a grin, 
comjared with which bis usual smüe was amiable, disappeared, and shut 
the door. 

Hugh paused no longer, but goaded alike by the cries of the convicts^ 
and by the impatience of the crowd, wamed the man immediately be- 
hind him — the way was only wide enough for one abreast — to stand 
back, and wielded a sledge-hammer with such strength, that after a few 
blows the iron beut and broke, and gave them free tuimittance. 

If the two sons of one of these men, of whom mention has been made, 
were furious in their zeal before, they had now the wrath and vigour of 
hons. Calling to the man within each cell to keep as far back as he 
could, lest the axes crashing through the door should wound him, a party 
went to work upon each one, to beat it in by sheer strength, and force 
the bolts and stapla«) from their hold. But although these two kds had 
the weakest party, and the worst armed, and did not begin until after 
the others, having stopped to whisper to him through the gate, that door 
was the first open, and that man was the first out. As they dragged him 
into the sallery to knock off bis irons, he feil down among them, a mere 
heap of chains, and was carried out in that State on men's Shoulders, witii 
no sign of life. 

The release of these four wretched creatures, and conveying them, 
astounded and bewildered, into the streets so füll of life— a spectacle 
they had never thought to see again, until they emerged from solitude 
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and silence upon that last joumey, when the air should be heavy witb 
the pent-up breath of thousands, and the streets and houses should be 
built and roofed with human faces, not with biicks and tiles and stones 
— ^was the ciowning horror of the scene. Their pale and ha^ard boks 
and hoUow eyes ; their staggering feet, and hands sttetched out as if to 
save themselves from falling ; their nvsandering and uncertain air ; the 
way they heaved and gaspea for breath, as though in water, wben they 
were first plunged into the crowd ; all marked them for the men. No need 
to say " this one was doomed to die ; " for there were the woids broadly 
stamped and branded on his face. The crowd feil ofif, as if they had 
been laid out for burial, and had risen in their shrouds ; and many were 
Seen to shudder. as though they had been actnaUy dead men, when they 
chanced to toucn or brush against theit garments. 

At the bidding of the mob, the houses were all illuminated that ni^t 
— lighted up from top to bottom as at a time of public gaiety and joy. 
Many years afterwaros, old people who lived in their youth near tlus 

Sart of the City, temembered being in a ^preat glaie of light, within 
oors and without, and as they looked, timid and frightened children, 
from the Windows, seeing a face ßo by. Though the whole great crowd 
and all its other terrors had faded &om their recollection, th^ one object 
remained ; alone, distinct, and well remembered. Even in the unpiac- 
tised minds of infants, one of these doomed men darting past, and btlt an 
instant seen, was an Image of force enough to dim the whole coücouise; 
to find itself an all-absorbing place, and hold it ever after. 

When this last task had been achieved, the shouts and cries gre^v 
fainter; the dank of fetters, which had resounded on all sides as the 
prisoners escaped, was heard no more ; all the noises of the crowd snh- 
sided into ahoarse and sullen murmur as it passed into tiie diBtaB:/3; 
and when the human tide had rolled away, a melancholy heap of smoking 
ruins marked the spot where it had lately chafed and roarecL 




CHAPTER LXVI. 

ALTHotroH he häd had ho rest upon the previouä night» and had 
watched with little intermission for some weeks pasti sleeping only in 
the day by Starts and snatches, Mr. Haredale, from the dawn of momiikg 
until sunset, sought his niece in evety place where he deemed it possible 
she could häve taken refuge. All day long, nothing, save a draught of 
water, passed his lips ; though he prosecutea his inquiiies üeff and wide, 
and never so much as sat down once. 

In every quarter he could think of • at Chigwell ftnd in London; at 
the houses oi the tradespeople with whom he dealt, and of the friends 
he knew; he pursued his search. A prey to the most harrowine 
anxieties and apprehensions, he went from magistrate to magistrate, and 
tinally to the Secretary of State. The only comfort he received was from 
tüis minister, who assured him that the Government, being now driven 
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to the exercise of the extreme prerogatives of the CroNvn, were deter- 
mined to exert them ; that a proclamation would probably be out upon 
the moiTow, giving to the mibtary discretionary and unlimited power in 
the suppression of the riots ; that the s^mpathies of the King, the Ad« 
mimstration, and both Honses of Parliament^ and indeed of all good 
men of every religioiis peisuasion, were fitrongly with the injured 
Catholics ; and that justice should be done them at any coet or hazard. 
He told him, moieover, that other persona whose houses had been bumt, 
had for a time lost sight of their cnildren or their relatives, but h^, in 
eyery case, within bis knowledge, succeeded in discovering them ; that 
his complaint should be remembered, and fully stated in the instructions 
^ven to the officers in command, and to all the inferior myrmidons of 
justice ; and that everything that could be done to help him, should be 
done, with a good-will and in good faith. 

Gratefol for this consolation, feeble as it was in its reference to the 
past, and little hope as it aJQforded him in connection with the subject of 
aistress which lay nearest his heart ; and really thankful for the interest 
the minister expressed, and seemed to feel, in his condition ; Mr. fiare- 
dale withdrew. He found himself, with the night coming on, alone in 
the streets ; and destitute of anv place in which to lay his head. 

He entered an hotel near Chuing Gross, and ordered some refresh- 
ment and a bed. He saw that his faint and wom appearance attracted 
the attention of the luidlord and his waiters ; and thinkin^ that they 
misht suppose him to be penniless, took out his puise, and laid it oü the 
table. It was not that, the landlord said, in a faltering voice. If he 
were one of those who had suffered by the rioters, he durst not give him 
entertainment. He had a family of children, and had been twice warned 
to be careful in receiving guests. He heartily prayed his folgiveness, 
but what could he do ? 

Nothing. No man feit that more sincerely than Mr. Haredale. He 
told the mah as much, and lefb the house. 

FeeHng that he might have antidpated this occurrence, after what he 
had Seen at ChigweU in the moming; where no man daxed to touch a 
spade, though he ofiEered a larce lewaia to all who would come and dig 
among the ruins of his house, he walked along the Strand ; too proud to 
expose himself to another refusal, and of too generous a spirit to involve 
in distress or ruin anv honest tiadesman who might be weak enough to 
give him shelter. He wandered into one of the streets by the side of 
the river, and was pacing in a though tful manner up and down, thinking 
of things that had happened long ago, when he heard a servant-man at 
an Upper window call to another at the opposite side of the street, that 
the mob were setting fire to Newgate. 

To Newgate ! — where that man was ! His failing strength retumed, 
his energies came back with tenfold vigour,- on the instant. If it were 
possible — ^if they should set the murderer free — wM he, after all he had 
undergone, to die with the suspicion of having slain his own brother, 

dimly gathering about him 

He had no consciousness of going to the jail; but there he stood, 
before it. There was the crowd wedged and pressed together in a dense, 
dark, moving mass ; and there were the flames soaring up into the air. 
His head tumed round and round, üghts flashed before mis eyes, and he 
struggled hard with two men. 
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" Nay, nay," said one, " be more yourself, my good sir. We attract 
attention here. Come away. What can you do among so many men?" 

" The gentleman'ß always for doing ßomething," said tlie other, forcing 
liim along as he spoke. '^ I like him for that. I do like him for that." 

They had by this time got him into a court, hard by the prison. He 
looked from one to the other, and as he tried to release himself, feit that 
he tottered on his feet. He who had spoken first, was the old gentle- 
man whom he had seen at the Lord Mayor's. The other was John 
Grueby, who had stood by him so manfully at Westminster. 

"What does this mean?" he asked them faintly. "How came we 
together?" 

" On the skirts of the crowd," retumed the distiller ; " but come witli 
US. Pray, come with us. You seem to know my friend here ?" 

" Surely," said Mr. Haredale, looking in a kind of Stupor at John. 

" He 11 teil you, then," retumed the old gentleman, " that I am a man 
to be trusted. He *s my servant. He was lately (as you know, I liave 
no doubt) in Lord George Gbrdon's Service ; but he leit it, and brought 
in pure good-will to me and others who are marked by the rioters, such 
intelligence as he had picked up of their designs." 

" — On one condition, pleaae, sir," said John, touching his hat. "No 
evidence a^ainst my lord — a misled man — ^a kind-hearted man, sir. My 
lord never intended this." 

" The condition will be observed, of course," rejoined the old distiller. 
" It 's a point of honour. But come with us, sir ; pray come with us." 

John Qrueby added no entreaties, but he adopted ^ different kind of 
persuasion, by putting his arm through one of Mr. Haredale's, whüe his 
master took the other, and leading him away with all speed. 

Sensible, from a Strange lightness in his head,and a difficulty in fixing 
his thoughts on anything, even to the extent of bearing his companions 
in his mind for a minute together without looking at them, that his 
brain was aflfected by the agitation and suffering through which he had 
passed, and to which he was still a prey, Mr. Haredale let them lead him 
where they would. As they went along, he was conscious of having no 
command over what he said or thought, and that he had a fear of going 
mad. 

The distiller lived, as he had told him when they first met, on Holbom 
Hill, where he had great storehouses and drove a large trade. They 
approached his house by a back entrance, lest they should attract the 
notice of the crowd, and went into an upper room which faced towards 
the Street ; the Windows, however, in common with those of every other 
room in the house, were boarded up inside, in order that, out of doors,all 
might appear quite dark. 

They laid him on a sofa in this Chamber, perfectly insensible : hut 
John immediately fetching a surgeon, who took rrom him a large quantity 
of blood, he gradually came to himself. As he was, for the tmie, too 
weak to walk, they had no difficulty in persuading him to remain there 
all night, and eot him to bed without loss of a minute. That done, they 
gave him a cordial and some toast, and presently a pretty strong compoainß- 
araught, under the influence of which he soon feil into a lethaigy, and, 
for a time, forgot his troubles. 

The vintner, who was a very hearty old fellow and a worthy man, had 
no thoughts of going to bed himself ; for he had received several threat- 
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ening wamings from the rioters, and had indeed gone out that evening 
to try and sather from the conversation of the mob whether his house 
was to be üie next attacked. He sat all night in an easy-chair in the 
same room — dozing a little now and then — and received from time to 
time the reports of John Grueby and two or three other truetworthy 
persons in ms employ, who went out into the streets as scouts ; and for 
wliose entertainment an ample allowance of good cheer (which the old 
vintner, despite hie anxietv, now and then attacked himself) was set 
forth in an adjoining Chamber. 

These accounts were of a sufficiently alarming nature from the first ; 
but as the night wore on, they grew so much worse, and involved such a 
fearfal amount of riot and aestruction, that in comparison with these 
new tidings all the previous disturbances sunk to notning. 

The first intelligence that came was of the taking of Newgate, and the 
escape of all the prisoners, whose track, as they made up Holbom and 
into the adjacent streets, was proclaimed to those Citizens who were shut 
up in their houses, by the rattling of their chains, which formed a dismal 
concert, and was heard in every direction, as though so many forges were 
at work. The flames, too, shone so brightly through the vmtner's Sky- 
lights, that the rooms and staircases below were nearly as light as m 
broad day, while the distant shouting of the mob seemed to snake the 
very waÜs and ceilings. 

At length they were heard approaching the house, and some minutes 
of terrible anxiety ensued. They came close up, and stopped before it ; 
but after giving three loud yells, went on. And although they retumed 
several times that night, creating new alarms each time, they did nothing 
there, having their hands füll. Shortly after they had gone away for the 
fiist time, one of the .scouts came running in with the news that they had 
stopped before Lord Mansfield's house in Bloomsbury Square. 

Soon afterwards there came another, and another, and then the first 
retumed again, and so, by little and little, their tale was this : That the 
mob, gathering round Lord Mansfield's house, had called on those within 
to open the door, and receiying no reply ^fop Lord and Lady Mansfield 
were at that moment escaping by the back way), forced an entrance ac- 
cording to their usual custom. That they then began to demolish the 
house with great fury, and setting fire to it in several üarts, involved in 
a common ruin the whole of the costly furniture, the plate and jewels, a 
beautiful gallery of pictures, the rarest coUection of manuscnpts ever 
Possessed by any one private person in the world, and worse tlian all, 
because nothing could replace this loss, the great Law Library, on almost 
every page of which were notes in the judge's own hand, of inestimable 
value — being the results of the study and experience of his whole life. 
That while they were howling and exulting roimd the fire, a troop of 
soldiers, with a magistrate among them, came up, and being too late Tfor 
the mischief was by that time done) began to disperse the crowd. Tnat 
the Riot Act being read, and the crowd still resisting, the soldiers received 
Orders to fire, and levellins their muskets shot dead at the first discharge 
six men and a woman, and wounding many peraons ; and loading again 
directly, fired another volley, but over the people^s heads, it was supposed, 
as none were seen to fall. That thereupon, and daunted by the shrieks 
and tumult, the crowd began to disperse, and the soldiers went away, 
leaving ihe killed and jvounded ou the irround \ which they had no 
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sooner done tban the rioters came back agam, and taking up the dead 
bodies, and the wounded people, formed into a rüde procession, liaving 
the bodies in the front That in this order they paraded off with a 
honible merriment ; fixing weapons in the dead men's hands to make 
them look as if alive ; and preceded by a fellow ringing Lord Mansfield's 
dinner-bell with all his might. 

The scouta reported further that, this party meeting with aome othera 
who had been at similar work elsewhere, they aU united into one, and 
drafting off a few men with the killed and wounded, marched away to 
Lord Mansfield's country seat at Caen Wood, between Hampstead and 
Highgate ; bent on destroying that house likewise, and lignting np a 
great fire there, which from that height should be seen all over London. 
But in this they were disappointed, for a party of horse having arrived 
befoie them, they retreated faster than they went, and came straigl^t back 
to town. 

There bein^ now a great many parties in the streets, each went to work 
according to its humour, and a aozen iiouses were quickly blazing, in- 
cluding those of Sir John Fielding and two other jnstices, and four in 
Holbom— one of the greatest thoroughferes in London — which were sSi 
bnming at the same time, and bumed untü they went out of themselves, 
for the people cut the engine hose, and would not suffer the firemen to 
play upon tne flames. At one house near Moorfields, they found in one 
of the rooms some canary birds in cages, and these they cast into the fire 
alive. The poor little creatures screamed, it was said, like inüints, when 
they were fiung upon the blaze ; and one man was so touched that he 
tried in vain to save them, which roused the indignation of the crowd, 
and nearly cost him his life. 

At the same house, one of the fellows who went through the rooms, 
breaking the fumiture and helping to destroy the building, fcmnd a 
child's doli — a poor toy — which ne exhibited et the window to the mob 
below, as the image of some unholy soint which the late occupants had 
worshipped. While he was doing this, another man with an equally 
tender conscience (they had both been foremost in throwing down the 
canary birds for roasting alive), took his seat on the parapet ot the house, 
and harangued the crowd from a Pamphlet circulatea by the Association, 
relative to the true principles oi Christianihr ! Meanwhile the Lord 
Mayor, with his hands in üis pockets, lookea on as an idle man might 
look at any other show, and seem mightily satisfied to have got a good 
place. 

Such were the accounts brought to the öld vintner by his servants as 
he sat at Üie side of Mr. Haredale's bed, having been unable eyen to 
doze, after the first part of the night ; too much disturbed by his own 
fears ; by the cries of the mob, the light of the fires, and the firing of 
the soldiers. Such, with the addition of the release of all the prisoners 
in the New Jail at Clerkenwell, and as many robberies of passengers in 
tiie ßtreets as the crowd had leisure to indulge in, were the scenes of 
which Mr. Haredale was happily unconscious, and which were all enacted 
before midnight. 
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CHAPTEE LXVII. 



When darkness broke away and morning began to dawn, the town 
wore a stränge aspect indeed. 

Sleep had haraly been thonght of all night. The general alarm was 
so apparent in the faces of the inhabitants, and its expression wajs so 
aggravated by want of rest (few persons, with any property to lose, having 
dared go to bed since Monday), that a stranger coming into the streets 
would have supposed some mortal pest or plague to have been raging. 
In place of the usual cheerfulness and animation of moming, everything 
was dead and silent. The shops remained unclosed, offices and ware- 
houses were shut, the coach and chair Stands were deserted, no carts or 
Waggons rumbled through the slowly waking streets, the early cries were 
all nushed ; a universal gloom prevailed. Great numbers of people were 
out, even at daybreak, but they flitted to and fro as though they shrank 
from the sound. of their own footsteps ; the public ways were haunted 
lather than frequented ; and round the smoking ruins people stood apart 
from one another and in silence, not venturing to condemn the rioters, 
er to be supposed to do so even in whispers. 

At the Lord President* s in Piccadilly, at Lnrabeth Palace, at the Lord 
Chancellor's in Great Ormond Street, in the Royal Exchange, the Bank, 
the Guildhall, the Inns of Court, the Courts of Law, and every Chamber 
fronting the streets near Westminster Hall and the Houses of Parliament, 
parties of soldiers were posted before daylight. A body of Horse Guards 
paraded Palace Yard ; an encampment was formed in the Park, where 
nfteen hundred men and five battalions of militia were under arms ; 
the Tower was fortified, the drawbridges were raised, the cannon were 
loaded and pointed, and two regiments of artillery busied in strengthening 
the fortress and preparing it for defence. A numerous detachment oi 
soldiers were stationed to keep guard at the New River Head, which the 
people had threatened to attaftt, and where, it was said, they meant to 
cut off the main-pipes, so that there might be no water for the extinction 
of the flames. In the Poultry, and on Comhill, and at several other 
leading points, iron chains were drawn across the street; parties of 
soldiers were distributed in some of the old City churches while it was 
yet dark, and in several private houses (among them Lord Rockingham's 
m Grosvenor Square), which were blockaded as though to sustain a 
siege, and had guns pointed from the Windows. When the sun rose, it 
shone into handsome apartments fiUed with armed men ; the fumiture 
hastily heaped away in comers, and made of little or no account, in the 
terror of tne time — on arms glittering in City Chambers, among desks 
and stools, and dusty books — into little smoky churchyards in odd lanes 
and by-ways, with soldiers lying down among the tombs, or louncing 
under the shade of the one old tree, and their pile of muskets sparkling 
in the light — on solitary sentries pacing up and down in courtyards, 
ßilent now, but yesterday resounding with the din and hum of business 
*-everywhere on guard-rooms, garrisons, and threatening preparations. 

As the day crept on, still more unusual sights were witnessed in the 
streets. The gates of the King's Bench and Fleet Prisons being opened 
at the usual hour, were found to have notices affixed to them, aunouncing 
that the rioters would come that night to bum them down. The wardens 
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too well knowing the likelihood tbere was of this promise being fulfilled, 
were foin to set their prißoners at liberty, and gave tbem leave to move 
their goods ; so, all day, such of tbem as had any fumiture were occu- 
pied in conveying it, some to tbi» place, some to tbat, and not a few to 
tbe broker's sbops, where tbey gladly sold it for any wretcbed price those 
gentry cbose to give. Tbere were some broken men among tbese debtors 
who bad been in jail so long, and were so miserable and destitute of 
frieiids, so dead to tbe world, and utterly forgotten and oncared for, that 
tbey imploied tbeir jailorsnot to set tbem free, and tosend tbem, If need 
were, to some otber place of cnstody. But tbey, refiising to comply, lest 
tbey sboiild incur tne anger of tbe mob, tumed tbem into tbe streets, 
wbere tbey wandered up and down, bardly remembering tbe ways im- 
trodden by tbeir feet so long, and crying — sucb abject tbings tbose rotten- 
bearted jails bad made tbem — as tbey slunk off in tbeir rags, and dragged 
tbeir slipsbod feet along tbe pavement. 

Even of tbe tbree bundred prisoners wbo bad escaped from Newgate, 
tbere were some — a few, but tbere were some — ^wbo sougbt tbeir jailere 
out and delivered tbemselves up : preferring imprisonment and punish- 
ment to tbe borrors of sucb anotner nigbt as tbe last. Many of the 
convicts, drawn back to tbeir old place of captivity bysome inde- 
scribable attraction, or by a desire to exult over it in its downfall, and 
glut tbeir revenge by seeing it in asbes, actually went back in broad 
noon, and loitered about tbe celk. Fifty were retaken at one time on 
tbis next day, witbin tbe prison walls ; but tbeir fate did not deter 
otbers, for tbere tbey went in spite of everytbing, and tbere tbey were 
taken in twos and tbrees, twice or tbrice a day, all tbrougb tbe week. 
Of tbe fifty just mentioned, some were occupied in endeavouring to re- 
kindle tbe fire ; but in genertd tbey seemed to bave no object in view 
but to prowl and lounge about tbe old place : being often found asleep 
in tbe ruins, or sitting talking tbere^ or even eating and drinking, as in 
a cboice retreat. 

Besides tbe notices on tbe gates of tbe Fleet and tbe King's Bench, 
many similar announcements were left,before one o'clock at noon, at the 
bouses of private individuals ; and furtber, tbe mob proclaimed their 
intention of seizing on tbe Bank, tbe Mint, tbe Arsenal atWoolwich,and 
tbe Royal Palaces. Tbe notices were seldom delivered by more thai^ 
one man, wbo, if it were at a sbop, went in, and laid it, witb a bloody 
tbreat perbaps, upon tbe counter ; or if it were at a private bouse, 
knocked at tbe door, and tbrust it in tbe servant's band. Notwitbstand- 
ing tbe pfesence of tbe military in every quarter of tbe town, and the 
great force in tbe Park, tbese messengers did tbeir errands witb impunity 
all tbrougb tbe day. So did two boys wbo went down Holbom alone, 
armed witb bars taien from tbe railings of Lord Mansfield's bouse, and 
demanded money for tbe rioters. So did a tall man on borseback, who 
made a collection for tbe same purpose in Fleet Street, and refused to 
take anytbing but gold. 

A rumour had now got into circulation, too, wbicb diffused a greater 
dread all tbrougb London, even tban tbese publicly announced intenlions 
of tbe rioters, tbougb all men knew tbat if tbey were successfuUy 
effected, tbere must ensue a national bankruptcy and general ruin. It 
was Said tbat tbey meant to tbrow tbe gates of Bedlam open, and let all 
tbe madmen loose. Tbis suggested sucb dreadful images to tbe people's 
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minds, and was indeed an act so fraught >yitli new and unimaginable 
horrors in the contemplation, that it beset them more than any loss or 
cruelty of which they could foresee the worst, and drove many sane men 
nearly mad themselves. 

So the day passed on : the prisoners moving their goods ; people run- 
ning to ana fro in the streets, carrying away their property ; groups 
Standing in silence round the riiins ; all business suspended ; and the 
soldiers disposed as has been already mentioned, remainmg quite inactive. 
So the day passed on, and dreaded night drew near again. 

At last, at seven o'clock in the evening, the Privy Council issued a 
solemn prociamation that it was now necessary to employ the military, 
and that the officers had most direct and effectual oraers, by an inime- 
diate exertion of their utmost force, to repress the disturbances ; and 
waming all good subjects of the King to keep themselves, their servants, 
and apprentices, within doors that night. There was then delivered out 
to every soldier on duty, thirty-six rounds of powder and badl ; the 
drunis beat ; and the whole force was under anns at sunset. 

The City authorities, stimulated by these vigorous measures, held a 
Common Council ; passed a vote thanking the military associations who 
had tendered their aid to the civil authorities ; accepted it ; and placed 
them under the direction of the two sheriflfs. At the Queen's palace, a 
double guard, the yeomen on duty, the groom-portets, and all other 
attendants were stationed in the passages and on the staircases at seven 
o'clock, with strict instructions to be watchful on theirposts all night ; 
aud all the doors were locked. The gentlemen of the Temple, and the 
other Inns, mounted guard within their ^ates, and strengtnened them 
with the great stones of the pavement, which they took up for the pur- 
pose. In Lincoln's Inn, they gave up the hall and commons to the 
Korthumberland Militia, under the command of Lord Algemon Percy; 
in some few of the City wards, the burgesses tumed out, and without 
making a very fierce show, looked brave enough. Some hundreds of 
stout gentlemen threw themselves, armed to the teeth, into the halls of 
the different Companies, double-locked and bolted all the gates, and 
dared the rioters (among themselves) to come on at their peril. These 
arrangements being all made simultaneously, or nearly so, were com- 
pleted by the time it got dark ; and then the streets were comparatively 
clear, and were guarded at all the great comers and chief avenues by the 
troops ; while parties of the officers rode up and down in all directions, 
ordering chance stragglers home, and admonishing the residents to keep 
within their houses, and, if any firing ensued, not to approach the Win- 
dows. More chains were drawn across such of the thoroughfares as were 
of a nature to favour the approach of a great crowd, and at each of these 

Eoints a considerable force was stationed. All these precautions having 
een taken, and it being now quite dark, those in command awaited the 
result in some anxiety: and not without a hope that such vigilant de- 
monstrations might of themselves dishearten the populace, and prevent 
any new outrages. 

But in this reckoning they were cruelly mistaken, for in half an hour, 
or less, as though the setting in of night had been their preconcerted 
pij^nal, the rioters— having previously, in small parties, prevented the 
li^hting of the street lamps — rose like a great sea ; and that in so many 
places at once, and with such inconceivable fury, that those who had the 
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direction of tbe troops knew not, at first, where to tum or what to do. 
One after another, new fires blazed up in every qnarter of the town, as 
though it were the intention of the insurgents to wrap the city in a circle 
of flames, which, contracting by degrees, should bum the whole to ashes; 
the crowd swamied and roared in every street ; and none but riotera and 
eoldiers being out of doors, it seemed to the latter as if all London were 
arrayed against them, and they stood alone against the town. 

In two hours, eix-and-thirty fires were raging — six-and-thirty great 
conflagrations. Among them the Borough ClinK in Tooley Stree^ the 
Hing's Bench, the Fleet, and the New BridewelL In almost every street 
there was a battle; and in every quarter the muskets of the troops were 
heard above the shouts and tumult of the mob. The firing began in the 
Poultry, where the chain was drawn across the road, where nearly a 
score of people were killed on the first discharge. Their bodies having 
been hastily carried into St Mildred's Church by the soldiers, the latter 
iired again, and foUowing fsust upon the crowd, who began to give way 
when they saw the execution that was done, formed across Cneapside, 
and charged them at the point of the bayonet. 

The streets were now a dreadful spectacle. The shouts of the rahhle, 
the shrieks of women, the cries of the wounded, and the constant firing, 
formed a deafening and an awful ac«ompaniment to the sights which 
every comer presented, Wherever the road was obstructed hy the 
chains, there tne fighting and the loss of life were greatest ; but there 
was hot work and bloodshed in almost every leading thoroughfare. 

At Holborn Bridge, and on Holbom Hill, the confusion was greater 
than in any other pait ; for the crowd that poured out of the City in 
two great streams, one by Ludgate Hül, and one by Newgate Street> 
united at that spot, and formed a mass so dense, that at every volley the 
people seemed to fall in heaps. At this place a large detachment of sol- 
diery were posted, who fired, now up Fleet Market, now up Holbom, 
now up Snow HiU — constantly raking the streets in each direction. At 
this place, too, several large fires were buming, so that all the terrors of 
that terrible night seemed to be concentrated in one spot. 

Füll twenty times, the rioters, headed by one man who wielded an axe 
in bis right band, and bestrode a bre wer's horse of great eize and strengih, 
caparisoned with fetters taken out of Newgate, which danked and jingled 
as ne went, made an attempt to force a passage at this point, and fire the 
vintner's house. Füll twenty times they were repulsed with loss of life, 
and still came back again ; and though the feliow at their head was 
marked and singled out by all, and was a conspicuous object as the only 
rioter on horseback, not a man could hit him. So sureljr as the smoke 
cleared away, so surely there was he ; calling hoarsely to bis companions, 
brandishing bis axe aoove bis head, and dashing on as thougb he boie a 
charmed life, and was proof a^inst ball and powder. 

This man was Hugh ; and in every part of the riot he was seen. He 
headed two attacks upon the Bank ; helped to break open the Toll- 
liouses on Blackfriars Bridge, and cast the money into the street ; fired 
two of the prisons with bis own band ; was here, and there, and every- 
where— -always foremost, always active — striking at the soldiers, cheering 
on the crowd, making bis horse's iron music heard through all the yell 
and uproar—but never hurt or stopped. Tum him at one place, and he 
maae a new Qtruggle in another ; force him to retreat at this point, and he 
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advanced on that, directly. Driven from Holbom for the twentieth 
time, he rode at the head of a great crowd straight upon St. PauFs, 
attacKed a guard of soldiers who kept watch over a body of prisoners 
within the iron railings, forced them to retreat, rescued the men they had 
in custody, and with this accession to Wa party, came back again, mad 
with liquor and excitement, and hallooing tnem on like a demon. 

It would have been no easy task for the most careful rider to sit a 
hoiee in the midst of such a throng and tumult ; but though this madman 
roUed upon his back (he had no saddle) like a boat upon the eea, he 
never for an instant lost his seat, or faüed to guide him where he would. 
Through the very thickest of the press, over dead bodies and buming 
fpagments, now on the pavement, now in the road, now. riding up a flight 
of Steps to make himself the more conspicuous to his party, and now 
forcing a pafisage through a mass of human beings, so closely squeezed 
together tnat it seemed as if the edge of a knife would scarcely part 
them--on he went. aa though he could surmount all obstacles by the mere 
exercise of bis will. And perhaps his not bein^ shot was in some degree 
attributable to this very circumstance ; for his extreme audacity, and 
the conviction that he must be one of those to whom the proclamation 
referred, inspired the soldiers with a desire to take him alive, and di- 
verted many an aim which otherwise might have been more near the mark. 

The vintner and Mr. Haredale, imable to sit quietly listening to the 
noise without seeing what went on, had dimbed to the roof of the 
house, and hiding behind a Stack of chimneys, were looking cautiously 
down into the street, almost hoping that after so many repulses the 
rioters would be foiled, when a great shout proclaimed that a party were 
Coming round the other way ; and the dismal jingling of those accursed 
fetters, wamed them next moment that they, too, were led by Hugh. 
The Soldiers had advanced into Fleet Market, and were dispersing the 
people there ; so that they came on with hardly any check, and were 
soon before the house. 

" All's over now," said the vintner. " Fifty thousand pounds will be 
scattered in a minute. We must save ourselves. We can do no more, 
and shall have reason to be thankful if we do as much." 

Their first impulse was to clamber along the roofs of the houses, and, 
knocking at some garret window for admission, pass down that way into 
the Street, and so escape. But another fierce crjr from below, and a 
general uptuming of the faces of the crowd, apprised them that they 
were discovered, and even that Mr. Haredale was recognised ; for Hugh, 
seeing him plainly in the bright glare of the fire, which in that part 
made it as light as day, called to him by his name, and swore to have his 
life. 

"Leave me here," said Mr. Haredale, "and in Heaven's name, my 
good friend, save yourself ! Come on," he muttered, as he tumed towards 
fiugh and faced him without any further efFort at concealment ; " this 
rooi is high, and if we close, we will die together 1 " 

"Madness," said the honest vintner, puUing him back, "sheer madness. 
Hear reason, sir. My good sir, hear reason. I could never make myself 
heard by knocking at a window now ; and even if I could, no one would 
be bold enough to connive at my escape. Through the cellars, there's 9, 
kind of passage into the back street, by which we roll casks in and out, 
We shaU have time to get down there before they can force an entry^ 
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Do not delay an instant, but come with me— for both onr eakes— tor 
mine, my dear good ßir ! " 

As he spoke, and drew Mr. Haredale back, they bad botb a glimpse of 
tbe Street It was but a glimpse, but it sbowed them tbe crowd, gatnering 
and clustering round tbe bou^e ; some of tbe armed men pressing to the 
front to break down tbe doors and Windows ; some bringing brands from 
tbe nearest fire ; some witb lifted faces following tbeir course upon the 
roof, and pointing tbem out to tbeir companions — all raging and roaring 
like tbe munes tbey ligbted up. Tbey saw some men thirstin^ for the 
treasuies of strong liquor wbicb tbey knew were stored witbm ; they 
saw otbers, wbo bad been wounded, smking down in tbe opposite door- 
ways and dying, solitary wretcbes, in tbe midst of all tbe vast assembkge; 
here a frigbtened woman trying to escape — and there a lost cbild ; and 
tbere a drunken ruffian, unconscious of tbe deatb-wound on bis bead, 
raving and fighting to tbe last All tbese tbings, and even such trivial 
incidents as a man with bis hat off, or tuming round, or stooping down, 
or shaking hands with anotber, they marked distincüy ; yet in a glance 
so brief, tnat, in tbe act of stepping back, they lost the whole, and saw 
but thepale faces of each other, and tbe red sky above tbem. 

Mr. Haredale yielded to the entreaties of bis companion— more because 
he was resolved to defend bim, tban for any thought he bad of bis own 
life, or anv care he entertained for bis own safety — and quickly re- 
entering tne house, they descended the stairs together. Loud blows 
were thundering on the shutters, crowbars were already thrust beneath 
the door, the glass feil from the sasbes, a deep light shone through every 
crevice, and they heard the voices of the foremost in the crowd so close 
to every cbink and keyhole, that they seemed to be boarsely whispering 
tbeir threats into tbeir very ears. Ijiey bad but a moment reached the 
bottom of the cellar-steps and shut the door behind them, when the mob 
broke in. 

The vaults were profoundly dark, and having no torch or candlo— for 
tbey bad been afraid to carry one, lest it should betray tbeir place of re- 
fuge — ^they were obliged to grope with tbeir hands. But they were not 
long without light, for they nad not gone far when they heara the crowd 
forcing the door ; and, looking back among the low-arched passages, 
could see them in the distance hurrying to and fro with flashing links, 
broaching the casks, staving the great vats, turning off upon the right 
band and the left into the d&erent cellars, and lying down to drink at the 
Channels of strong spirits wbicb were already flowing on the ground. 

They hurried on, not the less quickly for this ; and bad reached the 
only vault wbicb iky between them and the passage out, when suddenly, 
from the direction in wbicb tbey were gomg, a strong light gleamed 
upon tbeir faces ; and before they could slip aside, or tum back, or hide 
themselves, two men (one bearing a torchj came upon them, and cried 
in an astonisbed whisper, " here they are ! " 

At the same instant thev pulled off what they wore upon tbeir heads. 
Mr. Haredale saw before him Edward Chester, and then saw, when the 
vintner gasped bis name, Joe Willet 

Ay, the same Joe, though with an arm the less, wbo used to make the 
quarterly joumey on the grey mare to pay the bill to the purple-faced 
vintaer ; and that very same purple-faced vintner, formerly of Thames 
»treet, now looked him in the face, and challenged him by name. 
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" Give me your band," said Joe softly, taking it whether the astonished 
vintner would or no. " Don't fear to shake it ; it 's a friendly one and a 
hearty one, though it has no fellow. Why, how well you look, and how 
bluff you are ! And you — God bless you, sir. Take heart, take heart ! 
We '11 find them. Be of good cheer ; we have not been idle." 
. There was something so honest and frank in Joe's speecli, that Mr. 
Haredale put bis band in bis involuntarily, tbougb tbeir nieeting was 
suspicious enougb. But bis glance at Edward Cbester, and that gentle- 
man's keeping aloof, were not lost upon Joe, wbo eaid bluntly, glancing 
at Edward while be spoke : 

" Times are chansed; Mr. Haredale, and times bave come when we 
ought to know fidenas from enemies, and make no confusion of names. 
Let me teil you that but for tbis gentleman, you would most likely bave 
been dead by tbis time, or badly wounded at the best." 

" What do jo\x say ? " cried Mr. Haredale. 

" I say," ßaid Joe, " first^ that it was a bold tbing to be in the crowd at 
all, disguised aa one of them ; tbougb I won't sav much about that, on 
second thoughts, for that 's my case too. Secondly, that it was a brave 
and glorious action — that 's what I call it — to strike that fellow off bis 
horse before tbeir eyes." 

"What fellow? Wboseeyes?" 

" What fellow, sir ! " cried Joe, " A fellow wbo has no good-wiU to 
you, and wbo bas the daring and devilry in bim of twenty fellows. I 
know bim of old. Once in the house, he would have found you, bere 
or anywbere. The rest owe vou no particular grudge, and, unless they 
see you, wül only tbink oi drinking themselves dead. But we lose 
time. Are you ready ? " 

" Quite," said Edward. " Put out the torch, Joe, and go on. And be 
silent, there 's a good fellow." 

" Silent or not silent," murmured Joe, as he dropped the flaring link 
upon the ground, crushed it with bis foot, and gave bis band to Mr. 
Haredale, " it was a brave and glorious action ; — ^no man can alter that" 

Both Mr, Haredale and the worthy vintner were too amazed and too 
much hurried to ask any further questions, so followed tbeir conductors 
in silence. It seemed, from a short whispering which presently ensued 
between them and the vintner relative to the best way of escape, that 
they had entered by the back door, with the connivance of John Grueby, 
wbo watched outside with the key in bis pocket, and whom they had 
taken into tbeir confidence. A party of the crowd Coming up that way, 
just as they entered, John had double-locked the door again, and made 
off for the soldiers, so that means of retreat was cut off from under them. 

However, as the front door had been forced, and tbis minor crowd, 
being anxious to get at the liquor, had no fancy for losing time in 
breaking down another, but had gone round and got in from Holbom 
with the rest, the narrow lane in the rear was quite frea of people. So 
when they had crawled througb the passage mdicated by the vintner 
which was a mere shelving trap for the admission of casks), and had 
manaffed with some difficulty to unchain and raise the door at the upper 
end, tney emerged into the street without being observed or interrupted ; 
Joe still holding Mr. Haredale tight, and Edward taking the same care 
of the vintner, they hurried througb the streets at a rapid pace ; occa- 
sionally standing aside to let some lugitives go by, or to keep out of the 
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way of the soldiers who followed them, and wliose questions when they 
balted to put any, were speedily stopped by one wnispered word from 
Joe. 




CHAPTER LXVIII. 

While Newgate was buming oii the previoua night, Bamaby and bis 
father, having been passed among the crowd from band to band, stood 
in Smithfield, on the outskirts of the mob, gazing at the flames like men 
who had been suddenly roused from sleep. Some moments ekpsed 
before they could distinctly remember where they were, or how they got 
there ; or recoUected that while they were standing idle and listless 
spectators of the fire, they had tools in their handa which had been 
hurriedlv given them that they might free themselves of their fetters. 

Bamaby, heavily ironed as he was, if he had obeyed his first impulse, 
or if he had been alone, would have made his way back to the side of 
Hugh, who to his clouded intellect now shone forth with the new lustre 
of being his preserver and truest friend. But his father's terror of re- 
maining in the streets communicated itself to him when he comprehended 
the füll extent of his fears, and impressed him with the same eagemesa 
to fly to a place of safety. 

In a comer of the market, among the pens for catüe, Bamaby knelt 
down, and pausing every now and then to pass his band over his father's 
face, or look up to him with a smile, knocked off his irons. When he 
had Seen him spring, a free man, to his feet, and had given vent to the 
transport of delight which the sight awakened, he went to work upon 
his own, which soon feil rattling down upon the ground, and left hiß 
limbs unfettered. 

Gliding away together when this task was accomplished, and passing 
several groups of men, each gathered round a stooping figure to hide 
him from those who passed, but unable to repress the clankmg sound of 
hammers, which told that they too were busy at the same work,— the 
two fugitives made towards Clerkenwell, and passing thence to Islington, 
as the nearest point of egress, were quickly in the fields. After wandei- 
ing about for a long time, they found in a pasture near Finchley a poor 
shed, with walls of mud, and roof of grass and brambles, built for some 
cow-herd, but now deserted. Here, tney laid down for the rest of the 
night. 

They wandered to and fro when it was day, and once Bamaby went 
off alone to a Cluster of little cottages two or three miles away, to pur- 
chase some bread and milk. But finding no better shelter, they retumed 
to the same place, and lay down again to wait for night. 

Heaven alone can teil, with what vague hopes of duty, and affection ; 
with what stränge promptings of nature, intelligible to him as to a man 
of radiant mind and most enlarged capacity; dim memories of children 
üe had played with when a child himself, who had prattled of their 
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fathers, and of loving them, and being loved; with how many half- 
remembered, dreamy associations of his mother's grief and tears and 
widowhood ; he watched and tended this man. But that a vague and 
shadowy crowd of such ideas came dowly on him ; that they taught him 
to be sorry when he looked upon his haggard face, that they overflowed 
his eyes when he stooped tö Kiss him, that they kept him waiting in a 
tearful gladness, shadmg him from the sun, fanning him with leaves, 
soothing him when he started in his sleep — ah ! what a troubled sleep it 
was !— and wondering when she would come and join them and be happy ; 
is the truth. He sat beside him all that day ; hstenin^ for her footsteps 
in every brealh of air, looking for her shadow on the gently-waving 
grass, twining the hedge flowers for her pleasure when she came, and his 
when he awoke ; and stooping down from time to time to listen to his 
mutterings, and wonder why he was so restless in that quiet place, The 
sun went down, and night came on, and he was still quite tranquil ; 
busied with these thoughts, as if there were no other people in the 
World, and the dull cloud of smoke, hangins on the immense city in the 
distance, hid no vices, no crimes, no life or death, or cause of disquiet — 
nothing but clear air. 

But the hour had now come when he must go alone to find out the 
blind man (a task that filled him with delight), and brin^ him to tliat 
place ; taking especial care that he was not watched or foilowed on his 
way back. He listened to the directions he must observe, repeated them 
again and again, and after twice or thrice retuming to surprise his father 
with a light-hearted laugh, went forth at last upon his errand : leaving 
Grip, whom he had carried from the jail in his arms, to his care. 

Fleet of foot, and anxious to retum, he sped swiftly on towards the 
city, but could not reach it before the fires began, and made the night 
angry with their dismal lustre. When he entered the town — it might 
be that he was changed by goin^ there without his late companions, and 
on no violent errand ; or bv tne beautiful solitude in which he had 
pa^sed the day, or by the thoughts that had come upon him ; but it 
seemed peopled by a legion of devils. This fiight and pursuit, this 
cruel buming and destroying, these dreadful cries and stunning noises, 
were they the good lord's noble cause ? 

T^hough almost stupefied by the bewildering scene, still he foimd the 
blind man's house. it wais shut up and tenantless. 

He waited for a long while, but no one came. At last he withdrew ; 
and as he knew by this time that the soldiers were firing,.and many 
people must have been killed, he went down into Holbom, where he 
heard the peat crowd was, to try if he could find Hugh, and persuade 
him to avoid the danger, and retum with him. 

If he had been stimned and shocked before, his horror was increased a 
thousandfold when he got into this vortex of the riot, and not being an 
actor in the terrible spectacle, had it edl before his eyes. But there, in 
the midst, towering above them all, close before the house they were 
attacking now, was Hu^h on horseback, calling to the rest ! 

Sickened by the sights surrounding him on every side, and by the 
heat and roar, and crash, he forced his way among the crowd (where 
many recognised him, and with shouts pressed back to let him pass), and 
in time was nearly un to Huch, who was savagely threatening someone ; 
but whom, or what ne said, he could not, in tne great confusion, under- 
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stand. At that moment thQ crowd forced their way into the honse, and 
Hugh— it was impossible to see by what means, in such a concourse— feil 
headlons down. 

BamaDy was beside bim wben he sta^ered to bis feet. It was well 
he made him hear bis voice, or Hugh, wiui bis uplifted axe, would bave 
cleft bis skull in twain. 

" Bamaby — you ! Wbose band was that, that Struck me down V 

" Not mine." 

" Wbose ? — I say, wbose ? " he cried, reeling back, and lookdng wildly 
round. " What are yoM doing ? Where is he ? Show me ! ^ 

" You are hurt," said Bamaby — as indeed he was, in the head, botb by 
the blow he had received, and by bis horse's hoof. " Come away with me." 

As he spoke, he took the horse's bridle in bis band, tumed him, and 
dragged Hugh several paces. This brought them out of the crowd, 
wbich was pouring from the street into the vintner's cellars. 

" Where's — wbere's Dennis ? " said Hugh, coming to a stop, and check- 
ing Bamaby with bis strong ami. " Where has he been all day ? What 
did he mean by leaving me as he did, in the jail, last night ? Teil me, 
you — d*ye hear ? 

With a flourish of bis dangerous weapon, he feil down upon the 
ground like a log. After a minute, though already frantic with drlnking, 
and with the wound in bis head, he crawled to a stream of buming 
spirit wbich was pouring down the kennel, and began to drink at it as ii 
it were a brook oi water. 

Bamaby drew him away, and forced him to rise. Though he could 
neither stand nor walk, he involuntarily staggered to bis horse, climbed 
upon bis back, and clung there. After vaimy attempting to divest the 
animal of bis clanking trappings, Bamaby sprang up behind him, 
snatched the bridle, tumed into Leatber Lane, wbich was close at band, 
and urged the frightened horse into a heavy trot. 

He looked back, once, before he left the street ; and looked upon a 
sigbt not easily to be erased, even from bis remembrance, so long as he 
had life. 

The vintner's house, with half-a-dozen others near at band, was one 
CTeat, glowing blaze. All night, no one had essayed to quench the 
names, or stop their progress ; but now a body of soldiers were actively 
engaged in puUing down two old wooden houses, wbich were every 
moment in aanger of taking fire, and wbich could scarcelv fail, if they 
were left to bum, to extend the conflagration immensely. tae tumbling 
down of nodding walls and heavy blocks of wood, the hooting and the 
execrations of the crowd, the distant finng of other military detachments, 
the distracted looks and cries of those wbose habitations were in danger, 
the hurrying to and fro of frightened people with their göods; the 
reflections in every quarter of tne sky, of deep, red, soaring flames, ds^ 
though the last day had come and the whole universe were buming; the 
dust, and smoke, and drift of fiery particles, scorching and kindlin^ all 
it feil upon; the bot unwbolesome vapour, the bliebt on everything; 
the Stars, and moon, and very sky, obliterated ; — made up such a sum oi 
dreariness and ruin, that it seemed as if the face of Heaven were blotted 
out, and night, in its rest and quiet, and softened light, never could look 
upon the eaxth again. 

But there was a worse spectacle than this— worse by far than fireor 
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femoke, of even tlie rabble's unappeasable and maniac rage. The gutters 
of the Street, and every crack and fissure in the stones, ran with scorcli- 
ing spirit, which, being damned up by busv Lands, overflowed the 
road and pavement, and formed a great pool, into which the people 
dropped down dead by dozens. They lay in heaps all round tnis 
feanul pond, husbands and wives, üathers and sons, mothers and 
daughters, wonien with children in their arms and babies at their 
breasts, and drank until they died. While some stooped with their lips 
to the brink, and never raised their heads again, others sprang up from 
their fiery draught, and danced, half in a mad triumph, and half in the 
agony of suffocation, until they feil, and steeped their corpses in the 
liquor that had kiUed them. Nor was even this the worst or most 
appalling kind of death that hanpened on this fatal night From the 
buming cellars, where they drant out of hats, pfdls, buckets, tubs, and 
ßhoes, some men were drawn, alive, but all alight from head to foot ; 
who, in their unendurable anguish and suflFering, making for anything 
that had the look of water, rolled, hissing, in this hideous h^e, and 
splashed up liquid fire, which lapped in all it met with as it ran along 
tne surface, and neither spared the living nor the dead. On this last 
night of the great riots — for the last night it was — the wretched victims 
of a senseless outcry became themselves the dust and ashes of the flames 
they had kindled, and strewed the public streets of London. 

With all he saw in this last glance fixed indelibly upon his mind, 
Bamaby^hurried from the city wnich enclosed such horrors ; and hold- 
ing down his head that he might not see the glare of the fire upon the 
quiet landscape, was soon in the still country roads. 

He stopped at about half a mile from the shed where his father lay, 
and with some difficulty making Hugh sensible that he must dismount, 
sank the horse's fumiture in a pool of stagnant water, and turned the 
animal loose. That done, he sunported his companion as well as- he 
could, and led him slowly forwara. 
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CHAPTER LXIX. 
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It was the dead of night, and very dark, when Barnaby, with Ins 
stumbling comrade, approached the ^lace where he had left his father ; 
but he could see him stealing away mto the gloom, distrustful even of 
him, and rapidly retreating. After calling to him twice or thrice that 
there was nothing to fear, but without effect, he suffered Hugh to sink 
upon the ground, and foUowed to bring him back. 

He continued to creep away, until ßamaby was close upon him ; then 
turned, and said in a terrible, though suppressed voice': 

" Let me go. Do not lay hands upon me. You have told her ; and 
you and she together have betrayed me l " 

Barnaby looked at him in silence. 

•* You have seen your mother l " 
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" No," cried Bamaby, eaaerly. " Not for a long time— longer than I 
can telL A whole year, I tnink. Is she here ? " 

HIb father looked upon him steadfastlj for a few moments, and tben 
Said — drawing nearer to him aa he spoke, for, seeing hiß face, and hearing 
his woids, it was impossible to doubt his truth : 

"Whatmaniathat?" 

" Hugh — Hugh. Only Hugh. You know him. He will not härm 
you. Why, you're afraid of Hugh I Ha, ha, ha ! Afraid of gruff, old, 
noisy Hügh ! " 

" What man is he, I ask you ?" he rejoined so fiercely, that Bamaby 
stopped in his laugh, and shrinking back, surveyed him with a look of 
ternfied amazement. 

" Why, how stem you are I You make me fear you, though you are 
my father. Why do you speak to me so ? " 

" I want," he answered, putting away the band which his son, with 
a timid de&ire to propitiate him, laid upon his sleeve, — " I want an 
answer, and you give me only jeers and questions. Who have you 
brought with you to this hiding-place, poor fool ? And where is the 
blind man ? " 

" I don't know where. His house was close shut. I waited, but no 
person came ; that was no fault of mine. This is Hugh — brave Hugh, 
who broke into that ugly jail, and set us free. Aha ! You like him 
now, do you ? You like him now ! " 

" Why does he lie upon the ground ?" 

<* He nas had a fall, and has been drinking. The fields and trees go 
round, and roimd, and round with him, and the ground heaves under 
his feet. You know him ? You remember ? See I " 

They had by this time retumed to where he lay, and both stooped 
over him to look into his face. 

" I recollect the man," his father murmured. " Why did you bring 
him here ? " 

" Because he would have been killed if I had left him over yonder. 
They were firing guns and shedding blood. Does the sight of blood turn 
you sick, father ? I see it does, by your face. That's like me. What 
are you looking at ? " 

" At nothing 1 " said the murderer softly, as he started back a pace or 
two, and gazed with sunken law and staring eyes above hia son's head. 
« At notMng 1 " 

^ He remained in the same attitude, and with the same expression on 
his face, for a minute or more ; then glanced slowlv roimd as if he had 
lost something ; and went shivering back towards the shed. 

" Shall I bring him in, father ? " asked Bamaby, who had looked on, 
wondenng. 

He only answered with a suppressed groan, and lying^ down upon the 
ground, wnipped his cloak about his head, and shiank into the daikest 
comer. 

Finding tHat nothing would rouse Hugh now, or make him sensible 
for a moment, Bamaby dragged him along the grass, and laid him on a 
little heap of refuse hay and straw which had been his own bed ; first 
having brought some water from a running stream'hard by, and washed 
hia wound, and laved his hands and face. Then he lay down himself, 
between the two, to pass the night ; and looking at the stars, feil fost asleep. 
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Awakened earlv in the morning, by the siiiisliine and the songs of 
birdsy and hum of insects, he left them sleepine in the hut, and walked 
into tlie sweet and pleasant air. But he feit tnat on his iaded senses, 
oppressed and burdened with the dreadfiü scenes of last night, and mony 
mghts before, all the beauties of opening day, which he had so often 
tasted, and in which he had had such deep delight, feil heavily. He 
thou^nt of the blithe momings when he and the dogs went bounding on 
togeuier through the woods and fields ; and the recoÜection filled his 
eyes with tears. He had no consciousness, God help him ! of having 
done wrong, nor had he any new perception of the merite of the cause in 
which he had been engaged, or those of the men who advocated it ; but 
he was füll of cares now, and regrets, and dismal recollections, and wishes 
(quite unknown to him before) that this or that eveut had never hap- 
pened, and that the sorrow and sufifering of so many people had been 
spared. And now he began to think how happy they would be — his 
father, mother, he, and Hugh — if they rambled away together, and lived 
in some lonely place, where there were none of these troubles ; and that 
perhaps the blmd man, who had talked so wisely about gold, and told 
him of the great secrets he knew, could teach them how to live without 
being pinched by want. As this occurred to him, he was the more sorry 
that ne had not seen him last night ; and he was still brooding over this 
regret when his father came and touched him on the Shoulder, 

" Ah ! " cried Bamaby, starting from his fit of thoughtfulness. " Is 
it only you ? ^ 

"Whoshoulditbe?'' 

" I almost thought," he answered, " it was the blind man. I must 
have some talk with him, father." 

"And so must I, for without seeing him, I don't know where to fly 
or what to do, and lingering here is death. You must go to him again, 
and bring him here." 

" Must I ?" cried Bamaby, deliglited ; " that 's brave, father. That *s 
what I want to do." 

** But you must bring only him, and none other. And though you 
wait at nis door a whole day and night, still you must wait, and not 
come back without him." 

" Don't you fear that," he cried, gaily. " He shall come ; he shall come." 

"Trim off these gewgaws," said his father, plucking the scraps of 
ribbon and feathers ftom his hat, " and over your own dress wear my 
cloak. Take heed how you go, and they will be too busy in the streets 
to notice you. Of your Coming back you need take no account, for hell 
manage that safely." 

" To be sure ! " said Bamaby. To be sure he will ! A wise man, 
father, and one who can teach us to be rieh. Oh, I know him l I know 
liim!" 

He was speedily dressed, and aa well disguised as he could be. With 
a lighter hearthe then set off upon his second journey, leaving Hugh, 
who was still in a drunken Stupor, stretched uj)on the ground within the 
shed, aiid his father Walking to and fro before it. 

The murderer, füll of anxious thoughts, looked after him, and paced 
up and down, disquieted by every breath of air that whispered among 
the boughs, and by every light shadow thrown by the passing clouds 
upon the daisied ground. He was anxious for his' safe return, and yet, 
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thougli bis own life and safetj hang upon it, feit a relief while lie was 
gone. In the intense selfislmess which the constant presence before 
nim of bis great crimes, and their consequences, here ana hereafter, en- 
gendered, every thought of Bamaby, as nis son, was swallowed up and 
lost Stül, bis presence was a torture and reproacb ; in bis wild eyes 
tbere were terriole Images of tbat guilty nigbt; witb bis unearthly 

Xct, and bis balf-formed mind, be seemed to tbe murderer a creature 
bad spmng into existence from bis victim's blood. He conld not 
bear bis look, bis voice, bis toucb ; and yet be was forced, by bis own 
desperate condition, and bis only bope of cbeating tbe gibbet, to have 
bim by bis side, and to know tbiat be was inseparable m>m Ins single 
cbance of escape. 

He walked to and fro, witb little rest, all day, revolving tbese things 
in bis mind ; and still Hugb lay unconsdous in tbe sbed. At length, 
wben tbe sun was setting, Bamaby retumed, leading tbe blind man, and 
talking eamestly to bim as tbey came along togetber. 

Tbe murderer advanced to meet tbem, and bidding bis son go on and 
speak to Hugb, wbo bad just tben staggered to bis feet^took bis place at 
tne blind man's elbow, and slowl^ fol^ved towards tbe sbed. 

" Wby did you send Mm ? " said Stagg. " Don't you know it was the 
way to nave lum lost, as soon as found r' 

"Would you bave bad me come myself ?" retumed tbe otber. 

" Humpb ! Perbaps not I was before tbe jail on Tuesday nigbt, but 
missed you in tbe crowd. I was out last nigbt, too. Tbere was good 
work last nigbt— gay work — ^profitable work " — ^be added, rattlii^ the 
money in bis pocketsl 
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ave you " 

" Seen your good lady ? Yes.** 

** Do you mean to teil me more, or not ? " 

" I '11 teil you all," retumed tbe blind man, witb a laugb. " Excnse 
me — ^but I love to see you so impatient Tbere 's energy in it" 

" Does sbe consent to say tbe word tbat may save me ?" 

** No," retumed tbe blind man, empbatically, as be tumed bis face 
towards bim. " No. Tbus it is. Sbe has been at deatb's door since she 
lost ber darling — bas been insensible, and I know not wbat I tracked 
ber to a bospital, and presented myself (witb your leave) at ber bedßide. 
Our talk was not a long one, for sbe was weaK, and tbere being people 
near, I was not quite easy. But I told ber all tbat you and I agieed 
upon, and pointed out tbe young gentleman's position in strong 
terms. Sbe tried to soften me : but tbat, of course (as I told ber), was 
lost time. Sbe cried and moaned, you may be sure ; all women do. 
Tben, of a sudden, sbe found ber voice and strengtb, and said that 
Heaven would belp ber and ber innocent son ; and tnat to Heaven she 
appealed against us — wbicb sbe did in really very pretty language,! 
assure you. I advised ber, as a friend, not to count too mucb on assist- 
ance from any sucb distant quarter — ^recommended ber to think of it— 
told ber wbere I lived — said I knew sbe would send to me before noon 
next day — and left ber, eitber in a faint or sbanmiing." 

Wben be bad concluded tbis narration, during \niicb be bad made 
several pauses, for tbe convenience of cracking and eating ntits, of which 
be seemed to bave a. pocketful, tbe blind man pulled a flask from his 
Pocket, took a diaugbt bimself, and offered it to bis companion. 
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" You won't, won't you ?" he said, feeüng that he pushed it from him. 
" Well, then, the gallaiit gentleman who's iodging with you will. Hallo, 
bullyl" 

" beath," said the other, holding him back. " Will you teil me what 
lamtodo?" 

" Do ! Nothing easier. Make a moonlight flitting in two hours' time 
with the young gentleman (he *8 quite ready to ro ; I have been giving 
him good advice as we came along), and get as rar from London as you 
can. Let me know where you are, and leave the rest to me. She must 
come round ; she can't hold out lon^ ; and, as to the chances of your 
being taken in the meanwhile, why, it wasn't one man who got out of 
Newgate, but three hundred. Think of that, for your comfort'' 

" We must Support life. How ? " 

" How ! " repeated the blind man. " By eating and drinking. And 
how get meat and drink, but by paying for it ? Money !" he cried, 
slappmg bis packet. " Is monev the word ? Why, the streets have 
been running money. Devil send that the sport 'snot over yet, for these 
are jolly times ; golden, rare, roaring, scrambling times. H^q, bully ! 
HaÜo ! Hallo ! Drink, bully, drink I Where are ye there ? HaUo ? '' 

With such vociferations, and with a boisterous manner which bespoke 
his perfect abandonment to the general license and disorder, he groped 
his way towards the shed, where Hugh and Bämaby were sitting on the 
ground. 

" Put it about ! " he cried, handing his flask to Hugh. " The kennels 
run with wine and gold. Guineas and strong water flow from the very 
piimps. About with it, don't spare it ! " 

Exhausted, unwashed, unshom, begrimed with smoke and dust, his 
hair clotted with blood, his voice quite gone, so that he spoke in whispers ; 
his skin parched up by fever, his whole body bruised and cut, and beaten 
about, Hugh still took the flask, and raised it to his lips. He was in 
the act of drinking, when the front of the shed was sudaenly darkened, 
and Dennis stood before them. 

" No offence, no offence,'* said that personage, in a conciliatory tone, as 
Hußh stopped in his draught, and eyed Mm, with no pleasant look, from 
head to foot. " No ofFence, brother. Bamaby here too, eh ? How are 
you, Bamaby ? And two other gentlemen ! i our humble servant, gen- 
tlemen. No offence to you either, 1 hope. Eh, brothers ? " 

Notwithstanding that he spoke in this very friendly and confident 
manner, he seemea to have considerable hesitation about entering, and 
remained outside the roof. He was rather better dressed than usual ; 
wearing the same suit of threadbare black, it is true, but having round 
his neck an unwholesome-looking cravat of a yellowish white ; and, on his 
hands, great leather gloves, such as a gardener might wear in foUowing 
his trade. His shoes were newly greased, and omamented with a pair 
of rusty iron buckles ; the pack-thread at his knees had been renewed ; 
and where he wanted buttons, he wore pins. Altogether, he had some- 
thing the look of a tipstaff, or a bailiffs Tollower, desperately faded, but 
who nad a notion of keeping up the appearance ofa professional character, 
and making the best of the worst means. 

" You're very snug here," said Mr. Dennis, puUing out a mouldy pocket- 
handkerchief, which looked like a decomposed halter, and wipmg hi3 
forehead in a nervous manner. 

24 
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"Not snug enough to ptevent your finding us, it seems," Hugh an- 
swered sulkily. 

" Why, I 'U teil you wliat, brotber," said Dennis, witb a friendly smile, 
" when yoü don't want me to know wbicb way you 're riding, you must 
wear anotber sort of bells on your borse. Ab ! I know tbe sound of 
tbem you wore last nigbt, and bare got quick ears for 'em ; tbat's the 
trutb. Well, but bow are you, brotber ? " 

He had by tbis time approacbed, and now ventured to sit down byhim. 

" Höw am I ? ** answerea Hugb. " Wbere were you yesterday ? Where 
did yoü co wben you left me in tbe jail ? Why did you leave me ? And 
wbat diu you mean by rolling your eyes and sbaking your fist at me, 
eb?" 

" I sbake my fist ?— at you, brotber ! " säid Dennis, gently cbecking 
Hugb's uplifted band, wbicb looked tbieatening. 

" Yout stick, tben ; it*8 all one." 

*' Lord love you, brotber^ 1 meant notbing. You don't understand me 
by half. I sbouldn't wonder now," be adaed in a tone of desponding 
and an injüred man, ^ but you thought, because I wahted tbeiti cnaps \m 
in prison, that I was going to deseix the banners ?'' 

Hugb told bim, witb an oatb, that be had thought so. 

" yf^ \ " Said Mr. Dennis mournfully, " if you ain't enough to make a 
man mistmst bis feller-creeters, 1 don't know wbat is. Desert the 
banners ! Me ! Ned Dennis, as was so christened by bis own father !— 
Is tbis axe vour*n, brotber ! " 

" Yes, it s mine," said Hugb, in tbe same sullen manner as before ; 
" it might have Kurt you, if yoü had eome in its way once or twice last 
night Put it down." 

" Mlgbt have hurt me ! " said M>. Dennis^ still keeping it iiibis band, 
and feeling the edge witb au air of abstractioli. ** Might have hurt me 
— and me exerting myself all the time to the very best advantage I 
Here 's a World ! And you 're not a-going to ask me to take a sup out of 
that 'ere bottle. eh ? " 

Hugh passed it towärds bim. As he raised it td bis lips, Bamaby 
jumped Up, and, motionüig thein to bö silent, looked eagerly out. 

" Wbat^s the matter, Bämaby f" said Dennis, glancing at Hugh äüd 
dropping the flask, but still holdiUg the axe in his band. 

" Hush 1 " be answeted softly. " Wbat do I see glitteriUg behind thö 
bedse?" 

"Wbat ! " Glied tlie hahsmali, raisüig bis Voice to its highest pitch, and 
laying hold of him aud Hugb. " Not sotDiERS surely ! " 

That molnent, the shfed waö fllled witb armed men ; änd a body of 
horse, galloping into the field, drel^ up before it. 

"There !" said Detinis, who remäiried illitouched atttong theni when 
they had seized their prisoners ; / it 's tbem two young ones, gentlemen, 
that the proclamatlon puts ä price on. Tbis other's an escaped felon— 
I 'm sorty for it, bt^ther," he added, in ä tone of resignation, addyessing 
bimself to Hugh ; " but you 've brought it on yoürself ; you forced me to 
do it ; you wouldn't i^spect tbe soundest coüstitöotioiiäl principles, yoü 
know ; you went and wiolated the Wery fi^tüewofk öf Society. I W 
sooner have given away a trifle in charity than doUe tbis, t Woüld upon 

mlkf^^Vff Z^*"?*? ^^l^ ^^'* ^^1^ <^^ '^^> gentlemeii, I tbink 1 catt 
make a sbift to tie 'em better than you can.« 
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But this Operation was postponed for a few moments by a new oeeur^ 
i'ence. The blind man, wnose ears were quickelr than moBt people's sight^ 
had been alarmed, before Bamaby^ by a msüing in the Dusneay tindei 
Cover of which the soldiers had advanced. He retreated instantly — htd 
hidden somewhete for a minute — and probably in bis confuBion mistaking 
the point at which he had emeiged, was now seen running across the open 
meadow. 

An officer cried directly that he had helped to plunder a hduse last 
night He was loudly called on to surrender. He ran the harder, and 
in a few seconds woulä have been out of gunshot The woxd was given, 
and the men fired. 

There was a breathless pause and a profound silence, during which all 
eyes were fixed upon him. He had beeii seen to start at the discharge^ 
aa if the report haa frightened him. But he neither stopped nor slackened 
his pace in the leost, and ran (m fall forty yards farther« Then, without 
one reel or stagger, or sign of fedntness, or quivering of any limb, he 
dropped. 

Some of them hurried up to where he lay — the hangman with them. 
Everything had passed so (^uicklv, that the smoke had not yet scattered, 
but curled slowly off in a little cloudj which seemed like the dead man's 
spirit moving solemnly away. There were ä few drops of blood upon 
the grass — more, when they tumed him over — ^that was all. 

" Look here I Look here ! " said the hangman, stooping one knee be- 
eide the body, and gazing up with a disconsolate face at the officer and 
men. " Here's a pretty sight ! " 

" Stand out of tbe way," replied the officer. " Sergeant ; see what he 
had about him." 

The man tumed his pockets out upon the ^rass, and counted, besides 
Bome foreign coins and rings, five-and-fort^ gumeas in gold. These were 
bundled up in a handkerchief and camed away ; the body remained 
there for the present, but six men and the sergeant were left to take it to 
the nearest public-house. 

" Now then, if you 're going," said the sergeant, clapping Dennis oh the 
back, and pointing affcer the officer who was Walking towards the shed. 

To whicn Mr. Dennis only replied : " Don't talk to nie 1 " änd then 
repeated what he had said before^ namely, " Here 's a pretty sight 1 " . 

" It*8 not one that you care for much, I should thmk^" obwarved the 
sergeant coolly, 
" Why, who," Said Mr. Deünis rising, " should care for it, if I dori't J " 
" Oh ! I didn't know that you was so tender-hearted," said the sdrgeanti 
"That'sall!" 

" Tender-hearted ! ^ echoed Dennis. " Tender-hearted I Look at this 
man. Do you call ilm constitootional ? t)o you see him shot throuoli 
and through instead of beine worked off like a Briton? Dailime, if I 
know whicn party to side witn. You're as bad as tte other. What 's to 
become of the cduntry if the military fower's to go superseding the 
ciwilians in this way? Where 's this poor feller-creeters rights as ä 
Citizen, that he didn't have mt in his ladt moments ? I was here. I wo» 
willing. I was ready. These are nice times, brother, to have the deäd 
crying out against us in this way, and sleep comfortably in our beds 
arterwards ; wery nice ! " 
Whether he derived any matenal consolation from binding tlie 
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prisoners, is uncertain ; most probably he did. At all events bis being 
summoned to that work, diverted bim, for tbe time, from these painful 
leflections, and gave bis tbougbts a more congenial occupation. 

Tbey were not all tfaree carried ofF togetber, but in two parties; 
Bamaby and bis falber going by one road in tbe centre of a body of foot ; 
and Hugb, fiast bound npon a borse, and strongly guarded by a troop of 
cavalry, being taken by anotber. 

Tbey bad no opportunitr for tbe least communication, in tbe short 
interval wbicb preceded their departure ; being kept strictly apart 
Hugb only observed tbat Bamaby walked witb a drooping bead among 
bis guard, and, witbout raisin^ bis eyes, tbat be tried to wave bis fettered 
band wben be passed. For bimaelf, be buoyed up bis courage as be rode 
along, witb tbe assurance tbat tbe mob woiud force bis jail wberever it 
migbt be, and set bim at liberty. But wben tbey got into London, and 
more especialljr into Fleet Market, lately tbe strongbold of tbe rioters, 
wbere tbe military were rooting out tbe last remnant of tbe crowd, be 
saw tbat bis bope was gone, ana feit tbat be was riding to bis deatb. 




CHAPTER LXX. 

Mr. Dennis baving despatcbed tbis piece of business witbout any 
personal burt or inconvenience, and baving now retired into tbe tranquil 
respectability of private life, resolved to solace bimself witb balf an hour 
or so of female society. Witb tbis amiable purpose in bis mind, be beut 
bis Steps towards tbe bouse wbere Dolly and Miss Haredtde were still 
confined, and wbitber Miss Miggs bad also been removed by order of 
Mr. Simon Tappertit. 

As be walkea along tbe streets witb bis leatber gloves clasped behind 
bim, and bis face indicative of cbeerful tbougbt and pleasant calculation, 
Mr. Dennis migbt bave been likened unto a farmer ruminating among 
bis crops, and enjoying by anticipation tbe bountiful gifts of Providence. 
Look wbere be would, some beap of ruins afforded bim rieb promise of a 
working ofF ; tbe wbole town appeared to bave been plougbed and sown, 
and nurtured by most genial weatber ; and a goodly barvest was at band. 

Having taken up arms and resorted to deeds of violence, witb the 
great main object of preserving tbe Old Bailey in all its purity, and the 
gallows in all its pristine usefulness and moral grandeur, it would perhaps 
be going too far to assert that Mr. Dennis bad ever distinctly contem- 
plated and foreseen tbis bappy State of things. He rather looked upon 
it as one of those beautiful dispensations wbicb are inscrutably brought 
about for tbe beboof and advantage of good men. He feit, as it were, 

gersonally referred to, in tbis prosperous ripening for tbe gibbet ; and 
ad never considered bimself so much the pet and favourite child of 
Destinjr, or loved tbat lady so well, or witb such a calm and virtuous re- 
liance, m aU bis life. 

Ab to being taken up bimself for a rioter, and puniahed witb the 
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resty Mr. Dennis dismissed that poesibility from bis thoughts as an idle 
chimera ; arguing that the line of conduct he had adopted at Newgate, 
and the Service he had rendered that day, would be more than a set-off 
against any evidence which might identify him ob a member of the 
crowd. That any charge of companionship which might be made against 
him by those who were themselves in oanger, would certainly go for 
naught. And that if any trivial indiscretion on bis part should un- 
luckily come out, the uncommon usefolness of bis office, at present, and 
the great demand for the exercise of its functions, would certainlj cause 
it to be winked at, and passed over. In a word, he had played bis cards 
throughout with great care ; he had changed sides at tne very nick of 
time ; had delivered up two of the most notoiious lioters, and a distin- 
guished felon to boot, and was quite at bis ease. 

Saving — ^for there is a reservation, and even Mr. Dennis was not per- 
fectly happy — saving for one circumstance ; to wit, the forcible detention 
of Dolly and Miss Haredale, in a house almost adjoining bis own. Thia 
was a stumbb'ng-block ; for if they were discovered and released, they 
could, by the testimony they had it in their power to give, place him in 
a Situation of great jeopardy ; and to set them at liberty, first extorting 
from them an oath of secrecy and silence, was a thing not to be thought 
of. It was more, perhaps, with an eye to the danger which lurked in 
thls quarter, than from bis abstract love of conversation with the sex, 
that tne hangman, quickening bis steps, now bastened into their society, 
cursing the amorous natures of Hugh and Mr. Tappertit with great 
heartiness at every step he took. 

When he entered the miserable roora in which they were confined, 
Dolly and Miss Haredale withdrew in silence to the remotest comer. 
But Miss Miggs, who was particularly tender of her reputation, im- 
mediately feil upon her knees, and began to scream very loud, ciying, 
"Wbat will become of me?" "Where is my Simmuns?" "Have 
mercy, good gentleman, on my sex's weaknesses ! " with other doleful 
lamentations of that nature, which she delivered with great propriety and 
decorum. 

** Miss ! miss ! " whispered Dennis, beckoning to her with bis fore- 
finger ; " come here — I won*t hurt you. Come here, my lamb, will you ?" 

On bearing tbis tender epithet, if iss Miggs, who had left off screaming 
when 




agam, , , 

why wasn't I bom old and ugly ! Why 

youngest of six, and all of 'em dead and in their blessed graves, excepting 

one married sister, which is settled in Golden Lion Court, number 

twenty-sivin, second bell-handle on the ^^ 

" Don't I say I ain't a-goinc to hurt you ? " said Dennis, pointing to a 
chair. "Why, miss, what*s the matter?" 

" I don't know what mayn*t be the matter 1 " cried Miss Miggs, dasp- 
ing her hands distractedly. " Anything may be the matter ! " 

" But nothing is, I teil you," said the han^an. " First stop that noise 
and come and sit down here, will you, chuckey ?" 




tongue into bis cheek, from which signals the damsel gathered that he 
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Bouglit to speak to her apart, concemü}^ Miss Haredale and Dolly. Her 
curioeity being very powerful, and herjealousy by no meansiuactiyejsbe 
axoae, and wiw a great deal of sliiveiing and etarting back, and much 
muscular action among all the small bones in b^r tbroat, gcadualLy ap- 
proacbed hirn. 

<< Sit down,'' Said tbe hangman. 

Suiting the action to the word, he throst her rather gudd^y and pie- 
maturely into a chair, and dedgning to reaasnre her by a little hannless 
jocolari^, such as is adapted to please and Üascinate the sex, converted 
tOB right forefinger into an ideal bradawl or gimlet, and made as though 
he would screw the same into her side — ^whereat Miss Miggs shrieked 
again, and evinced svmptoms of fointness. 

« Lovey, my dear,'' wnispered Dennis, drawing bis chair dose to heis. 
" When was your young man here last, eh 1" 

f* My young man, good gentleman ! " answered Miggs, m ^ tone of 
exq uisite distress. 

^^ Ah I Simmnns, you know— him ?" said Deii^is. 

" Mine iii4eed ! '' cried Miggs, with a borst of bittemess — and as sbe 
9aid it, she alanced towards Dolly. '' Mim, good gentleman 1 " 

This is wnat Mr. Dennis wanted, and expected. 

"Ah I '^ he said, looking so soothingly, not to say amorously on Miggs, 
that she sat, as she afterwards remarked, on pins and needles of the 
sharpest Whitechapel kind, not knowing what mtentions might be sug- 
gestmg that expression to his features ; ^ I was afraid of that I saw as 
much mysell It *s her fault She toill entice 'em." 

" I wouldn't," cried Miggs, folding her hands and looking upwaids with 
a kind of devout blankness, " I wouldn't lay myself out as she does ; I 
wouldn't be as bold as her ; I wouldn't seem to say to all male creetms 
*Oome and kiss me' " — and here a shudder quite convulsed her frarne— 
** for any eartbly crowns as might be offered. Woiiliß" Miggs added 
solemnly, f ^ should not reduce me. No. Not if I was wenis." 

'^ Weil, but you are Wenus, you know," said Mr. Dennis, confidentially. 

" No, I am not, good gentleman,'' answered Miggs, shaking her head 
with an air of self-denial which seemed to imply that she might be if she 
chose, but she hoped she knew better. " No, I am not, good gentleman. 
Pon't char^ me with it" 

Up to this time she had tumed round, every now and then, to where 
PoUy and Miss Haredale had retired, and uttered a scream, or groan, or 
laid ner hand upon her heart and trembled excessively, with a view of 
keeping up appearance«, and giving them to understand that she con- 
yersed witn toe visitor, under protest and on compulsion, and at a great 
personal sacrifice, for their common good. But at this point Mr. Dennis 
looked so verv füll of meaning, and gave such a singularly expressive 
twitch to his face as a request to her to come still nearer to nun, that she 
abandoned these litUe arts, and gave him her whole and undivided 
attention. 

^* When was Simmun here, I say ?'' quoth Dennis in her ear. 

" Not since yesterday moming ; and then only for a few minutes. 
Not.at all, the day before.^ 

. '^.^^^ ^^^ hß meant all along to carry off that one,*' said Dennis, 
indicating DoUy by the slightest possible jeik of his head ; " and to hand 
you over to somebody eise.'' 
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Miss Miggs, who had fallen into a tenible State of grief when the first 
part of thia sentence was spoken, recovered a little at the second, and 
eeemed, bj the sudden check die put upon her terjrB, to intimate that 
possibly this arrangement mi^ht meet her views ; and that it might, 
perhaps, remain an open question. 

"But, unfort'nately," pursued Dennis, who observed this, "somebody 
eise was fond of her too, you see ; and even if he wasn't, somebody eise 
k took rioter, and it's all over with him." 

Miss Miggs relapsed. 

" New I want," said Dennis, " to clear this house and to see you righted. 
What if I was to get her oflF, out of the way, eh ?" 

Miss Miggs, briehtening again, rejoined, with many breaks and pauses 
from excess of feeung, that temptations had been Simmun's bane. That 
it was not his fault, but hers (meaning Dolly's). That men did not see 
through these dreadful arts as women did, ana therefore was caged and 
trapped, as Simmun had been. That she had no personal motives to 
serve— far from it— on the contrary, her intentions was good towards all 

Sarties. But forasmuch as she showed that Simmun, if united to any 
esigning and artful minxes (she would name no names, for that was not 
her dispositions) — to any designinß and artful minxes— must be made 
miserable and unhappy for liie, she did incline towards prewentions. 
Such, she added, was her free confessions. But as this was private feel- 
ings, and might perhaps be looked upon as wengeance, she begged the 

§entleman would say no more. Whatever he said, wishing to do her 
uty by all mankind, even by them as had ever been her bitterest ene- 
mi^ sne would not listen to him. With that she stopped her ears, and 
shook her head from side to side, to intimate to Mr. Dennis that though 
he talked until he had no breath left, she was as deaf as any adder. 

"Lookee here, my sugarstick," said Mr. Dennis, "if your view's the 
same as mine, aud you '11 only be quiet and slip away at the right time, I 
can have the house clear to-morrow, and be out of this trouble. Stop, 
though, there 's the other ! " 

" Which other, sir ?" asked Miggs— still with her fingere in her ears 
and her head shaking obstinately. 

" Why, the tallest one yonder," said Dennis, as he stroked his chin, 
and added, in an undertone to himself, something about not crossing 
Muster Gash&rd. 

Miss Miggs replied (still being profoundly deaf) that if Miss Haredale 
stood in the way at all, he might make himself quite easy on that score, 
as she had gathered, from what passed between Hugh and Mr. Tappertit 
when they were last there, that she was to be removed alone (not by 
them, but by somebody elseX to-morrow night. 

Mr. Dennis opened his eyes very wide at this piece of Information, 
whistled once, considered once, and finally slapped his head once and 
nodded once, as if he had got the due to this mysterious removal, and so 
dismissed it. Then he imparted his design coucerning Dolly to Miss 
Miggs, who was taken more deaf than bäore, when he began ; and so 
remained, all through. 

The notable scheme was this. Mr. Dennis was immediately to seek 
out from among the rioters some daring young feUow (and he had one 
in bis eye, he said^, who, terrified by the threats he could hold out to 
him, and alarmed oy the capture of so many who were no better and no 
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worse than he, would cladly avail himself of any help to get abroad, and 
out of liarm's way witn his plunder, even thoueh his joumey were en- 
cumbered by an unwüling companion ; indeed, tne unwilling companion 
being a beautiful girl, would probably be an additional inducement and 
temptation. Sucn a person K)und, be proposed to brin^ him tbere on 
tbe ensuing night, when the tall one was taken off, and Miss Miggs had 
purnosely retired ; and then that Dolly should be gagged, muffled in a 
cloak, and carried in any handy conveyance down to the river's side ; 
where tbere were abundant means of getting her smuggled snugly off in 
any small craft of doubtful character, and no questions asked. W ith re- 
gard to the expense of this removal, he would say, at a rough calculation, 
that two or three silver tea or coffee-pots, with something additional for 
drink (such as a muffineer or toast-rack), would more than cover it 
Articles of plate of every • kind having been buried by the rioteis in 
several lonely parts of London, and particularly, as he knew, in St 
James's .Square, which, though easy of access, was little frequented after 
dark, and had a convenient piece of water in the midst, the needful 
funds were close at band, and could be had upon the shortest notice. 
With regard to Dolly, the gentleman would exercise his own discretion. 
He would be bound to do nothing but take her away, and keep her away, 
All other arrangements and dispositions would rest entirely with 
himself. 

If Miss Miggs had had her hearing, no doubt she would have been 
greatly shocked by the indelicacy of a young female's going away witli 
a stranger by night (for her moral feelings, as we have said, were of tbe 
tenderest kind ; but directly Mr. Dennis ceased to speak, she reminded 
him that he had only wasted his breath. She then went on to say (still 
with her fingers in her ears) that nothing less than a severe practical 
lesson would save the locksmith's daughter from utter ruin ; and that 
she feit it, as it were, a moral Obligation and a sacred duty to the fanuly, 
to wish that some one would devise one for her reformation. Miss Miggs 
remarked, and very justly, as an abstract sentiment which happened to 
occur to her at the moment, that she dared to say the locksmitn and his 
wife would murmur, and repine, if they were ever, by forcible abduc- 
tion, or otherwise, to lose their child ; but that we selaom knew, in this 
World, what was best for us ; such being our simple and imperfect 
natures, that very few arrived at that clear understanding. 

Having brought their conversation to this satisfactory end, they parted : 
Dennis to pursue his design, and take another walk about his farm : 
Miss Miggs to launch, when he left her, into such a burst of mentel 
anguish (which she gave them to understand was occasioned by certain 
tender tnings he had had the presunaption and audacity to say), that 
little DollVs heart was quite melted. Indeed, she said and did so much 
to soothe tne outraged feelings of Miss Miggs, and looked so beautiful 
while doing so, that if the young maid had not had ample vent for her 
surpassing spite, in a knowledge of the mischief that was brewing, she 
must have scratehed her features on the spot 
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CHAPTER LXXI. 

All next day, Emma Haredale, Dolly, and Miggs, remained cooped 
up together, in what Lad now been their prison for so many days, with- 
out seeing any person, or hearing any sound but the murmured conver- 
sation, in an outer room, of the men who kept watch over them. There 
appeared to be more of these fellows than tnere had been Idtherto ; and 
tney could no longer hear the voices of women, which they had before 
plamlj distinguisned. Some new excitement, too, seemed to prevail 
among them ; lor there was mach stealthy going in and out, and a constant 
questioning of those who were newly arrivä. They had previously 
been quite reckless in their behaviour; often making a great uproar; 
quarrelling among themselves, fighting, dancing, ana sin^g. They 
were now very simdued and silent, conversing sumost in whispers, and 
stealing in and out with a soft and st^ealthy tread, very different from 
the boisterous trampling in which their arrivals and departures had 
hitherto been announced to the trembling captives. 

Whether this change was occasioned by the presence among them of 

some person of authörity in their ranks, or by any other cause, they 

were imable to decide. Sometimes they thousht it was in part attn- 

butable to there being a sick man in the Chamber, for last night there 

had been a shuffling of feet, as though a bürden were brought in, and 

afterwards a moaning noise. But they had no means of ascertaining the 

truth : for any question or entreaty on their parts only provoked a 

storm of execrations, or something worse ; and they were too happy to be 

left alone, unassailed by threats or admiration, to risk even that comfort, 

by any voluntary communlcation with those who held them in durance. 

It was sufficiently evident, both to Emma and to the locksmith's poor 

little daughter herseif, that she, Dolly, was the great object of attrac- 

tion ; and that so soon as they should have leisure to indulge in tho 

softer passion, Hugh and Mr. Tajjpertit would certainly fall to blows for 

her sake ; in whicn latter case, it was not very difficult to see whose 

prize she would become. With all her old horror of that man revived, 

and deepened into a degree of aversion and abhorrence which no language 

can describe ; with a thousand old recoUections and regrets, and causes 

of distress, anxiety, and fear besetting her on all sides ; poor Dolly 

Varden — sweet, blooming, buxom DoUy-— began to hang her head, and 

fade and droop like a beautiful flower. The colour fled from her cheeks, 

her courage forsook her, her gentle heart failed. Unmindful of all her 

provoking caprices, forgetful of all her conquests and inconstancy, with 

all her winnmg little vanities quite gone, she nestled all the livelong 

day in Emma Haredale's bosom ; and sometimes calling on her dear 

old grey-haired father, sometimes on her mother, and sometimes even on 

her old home, pined slowly away, like a poor bird in its cage. 

Light hearts, light hearts that float so gaily on a smooth stream, that 
are so sparkHnc and buoyant in the sunshine— ^own upon fruit, bloom 
upon fiowers, blush in summer air, life of the wineed insect, whose whole 
existence is a day — ^how soon ye sink in troubled water ! Poor Dolly's 
heart— a little, gentle, idle, fictle thing ; giddy, restless, fluttering; con- 
stant to nothin^ but bright looks, and smiles and laughter— -DoUy's 
heart was breaking. 
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Emma bad known grief, and could bear it better. Sbe had Utile 
comfort to impart, but she could sootbe and tend her, and sbe did so; 
and Dolly clung to her like a child to its nurse. In endeavouring to 
inspire her witb some fortitude, sbe increased ber own ; and tbough the 
nignts were long, and tbe days dismal, and sbe feit tbe wasting influence 
of watcbing and fatigue, and bad perbapa a more deüned and clear per- 
ception of ueir destitute condition and its worst dangeis, sbe utteiea no 
complaint. Before tbe rofSans, in wbose power tbey were, sbe bore her- 
self so calmly, and witb sucb an appearance, in tbe midst of all ber terror, 
of a secret conviction tbat tbey daied not barm ber, tbat tbere was nota 
man among tbem but held ber in some degree of dread ; and more than 
one believed sbe bad a weapon^ bidden in ber dress, and was prep^%d to 
useit. 

Sucb was their condition wben tbey were joined by Miss Miggia, who 
gave tbem to imderstand tbat sbe too bad been taken prisoner because 
of ber cbarms, and detailed sucb feats of resistance sbe bad performed 
(ber virtue baving gi ven ber supematuxal strengtb), tbat tbey feit it quite 
a bapniness to bave ber £or a cbampion. Nor was tbis tbe only comfort 
tbey derived at first £rom Miggs' presence and society : for tbat young 
lady displayed sucb resi^ation and long-sufferins, and so mucb meek 
endurance, under ber trials, and breatbed in all ber cbaste discourse a 
spirit of sucb boly confidence and resignation, and devout belief tbat all 
would bappen for tbe best, tbat Emma feit ber courage strengtbened bj 
tbe brigbt example ; never doubting but tbat everytbing sbe said was 
true, and tbat sbe, like tbem, was tom from all sbe loved, and agonised 
by doubt and apprebension. As to poor Dolly, sbe was roused, at fiist, 
hj seeing one wbo came from bome ; but wben sb^ beard under what 
circumstances sbe bad left it, and into wbose bands ber &tber bad fallen, 
ßbe wept more bitterly tban ever, and refused all comfort. 

Miss Miggs wajs at some trouble to reprove ber for tbis state of mind, 
and to entreat ber to take example bv nerself, wbo, sbe said, was now 
receiving back, witb interest, tenibld tne amount of ber subscriptions to 
tbe red-brick dwelling-bouse, in tbe articles of peace of mind ana a qiiiet 
conscience. And, wbile on serious topics, Miss Miggs considered it her 
duty to try ber band at tbe conversion of Miss Haredale ; for wbose im- 
provement sbe launcbed into a polemical address of some lengtb, in tbe 
course wbereof sbe likened berself unto a cbosen missionary, and tliat 
young lady to a cannibal in darkness. Indeed, sbe retumed so often to 
tbese subjects, and so frequently called upon tbem to take a lesson froni 
ber — at tbe same time vaunting and, as it were, rioting in ber buge uii* 
woitbiness, and abundant excess of sin — tbat, in tbe course of a sbort 
time, sbe became, in tbat small cbamber, ratber a nuisance tban a com- 
fort, and rendered tbem, if possible, even more unbappy tban tbey bad 
been before. 

Tbe nigbt bad now come ; and for tbe first time (for tbeir jailers had 
been regtuar in bringing food and candles), tbey were left in darkness. 
Any cbange in tbeir condition in sucb a place inspired new üeais ; and 
wben some bours bad passed, and tbe gloom was still unbroken, Emma 
could no longer repress ber alarm. 

Tbey listened attentively. Tbere was tbö same munnuring in thfl 
outer room, and now and tben a moan wbicb seemed to be wrung from 
a person in great pain, wbo made an effort to subdue it, but could not 
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Even tliese men seemed to be in darkness too ; for no light sbone tbrough 
the chinks in the door, nor were thej moving, as tbßir custom was, but 
quite still : tbe silence being unbroken by so much as tbe creaking of a 
board, 

At firsti Miss Micga wondered greatly in her own mind wbo tbis sick 
person might be ; mX aniving, on second tbougbts, at tbe conclusion 
that be was a part of tbe scbemes on foot, and an artful device soon to be 
employed witn great succese, sbe opined, for Miss Haredale's comfort, tbat 
it must basome misguided Papist wbo bad been wounded : and tbis bappy 
supposition encouraged ber to say, under ber breatb, " Ally Looyer l " 
several times. 

"Is it possible," said Emma, witb some Indignation, "tbat you, wbo 
bave Seen tbese men committing tbe outrages yon bave told us of, and 
wbo bave fallen into their bands, like us, can exult in tbeir cruelties l" 

'^ Personal considerations, mise," rejoined Miggs, " sinks into notbing, 
afore a noble cause. Ally Looyer ! Ally Looyer ! Ally Looyer, good 
gentlemen ! " 

It seemed from tbe sbrill pertinaclty witb wbicb Miss Miggs repeated 
tbis form of acclamation, tbat sbe was calling tbe same tbrougb tbe key- 
bole of tbe door ; but in tbe profound darkness sbe could not be seen. 

" If tbe time bas come — Heaven knows it may come at any moment — 
wben tbey are beut on prosecutinc tbe designs, wbatever tney may be, 
witb which tbey bave brought us bere, can you still encourage, and take 
part witb tbem ?" demanded Emma. 

"I tbank my goodness-gracious-blessed-stars I can, miss," retumed 
Miggs, witb increased energy. — " Ally Looyer, good gentlemen I " 

Even Dolly, cast down and disappointed as sbe was, revived at tbis, 
and bade Miggs bold ber tongue directly. 

" Whichy was you pleased to observe, Miss Varden?" said Miggs, witb 
a strong empbasis on tbe irrelative pronoun. 

DoUy repeated ber request 

** Ho, gracious me !" cried Mi^, witb bysterical derision. " Ho, gracious 
me I Yes, to be sure I will. Ho, yes 1 I am a abject slave, and a toiling, 
moiling, constant-working, always-being-found-fault-with, never-giving- 
satisfactions, nor-baving-no-time-to-clean-oneself, potter's wessel— ain't I, 
miss ! Ho yes t My situations \& lowly, and my capacities is limited, 
and my duties is to bumble myself afore tbe base degenerating daugbters 
of tbeir blessed motbers, as is fit to keep companies witb boly saints, but 
is bom to persecutions from wicked relations — and to demean myself 
before tbem as is no better tban infidels— ain't it, miss I IJo yes ! My 
only becoming occupations is to belp young flaunting pagins to brusli 
and comb and titiwate tbeirselves into wbitening and suppulcbres, and 
leave tbe young men to tbink tbat tbere ain't a bit of paddmg in it, nor 
no pincbing ins, nor fillings out, nor pomatums, nor deceits, nor eartbly 
wanities — ain't it, miss Ii es, to be sure it is— ho yes I" 

Having delivered tbese ironical passages witb a most wonderful volu- 
bility, and witb a sbrilhiess perfectly deafening (especially wben sbe 
ierked out tbe interjections), Miss Miggs, from mere babit, and not 
oecause weeping was at all appropriate to tbe occasion, wbicb was one of 
triumpb, concluded by bursting into a flood of tears, and calling in an 
impassioned manner on tbe name'of Simmuns. 

Wbat Emma Haredale and Dolly would bave dono, or how long Miss 
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Miggs, now tliat slie had hoisted her true colours, would liave gone on 
waving them before their astonished senses, it is impossible to teÜ. Nor 
is it necessary to speculate on these matters, for a startling inteiruption 
occurred at tnat moment, which took their whole attention by stonn. 

This was a violent knocking at the door of the house, and then its 
su^den bnrsting open ; which was immediatelv succeeded b^ a scuffle in 
the room without, and the clash of weapons. Transported with the hope 
that rescue had at length arrived, Emma and Dolly sluieked alond lor 
help ; nor were their snrieks unanswered ; for after a hurried interval, 
a man, bearing in one hand a drawn sword, and in the other a taper, 
rushed into the Chamber where they were confined. 

It wafl some check upon their transport to find in this person an entire 
stranger ; but they appealed to him, nevertheless, and besought him in 
impassioned language to restore them to their friends. 

" For what other purpose am I here ?" he answered, closing the door, 
and Standing with his back against it. " With what object have I made 
my way to this place, through difficulty and danger, but to preserve 
you?'' 

With a joy for which it was impossible to find adequate expression, 
they embraced each other, and thanked Heaven for this most timely aid. 
Their deliverer stepped forward for a moment to put the light upon the 
table, and immediately retuming to his former position against the door, 
bared his head, and looked on smilingly. 

" You have news of my uncle, sir ? " said Emma, tuming haatily to- 
wards him. 

" And of my father and mother ?" added Dolly. 

" Yes," he said. " Gk)od news." 

" They are alive and unhurt," they both cried at once. 

" Yes, and unhurt," he rejoined. 

"And close at hand ?" 

" I did not say close at hand," he answered smoothly ; " they are at 
no great distance. Your friends, sweet one," he added, addressing Dolly, 
" are within a few hours' journey. You will be restored to them, I hope, 
to-night." 

" My uncle, sir — " faltered Emma, 

" Your uncle, dear Miss Haredale, happily— I say happily, because he 
has succeeded where many of our creed have faued, and is safe— has 
crossed the sea, and is out of Britain." 

" I thank God for it," said Emma faintly. 

" You say well. You have reason to oe thankful : greater ihan it is 
possible for you, who have seen but one night of these cruel outrages, to 
imagine." 

" Does he desire," said Emma, " that I should follow him 1 " 

" Do you ask if he desires it ? " cried the stranger in surprise. " 7/he 
desires it ! But you do not know the danger of remaining in England, 
the difficulty of escape, or the price hundreds would pay to secure the 
means, when you make that inquiry. Pardon me. I had forgotten that 
you could not, being prisoner here." 

" I gather, sir," said Emma, after a moment's pause, " from what you 
hint at, but fear to teil me, that I ha^e witnessed but the beginning, and 
the least, of the violence to which we are exposed, and that it has not 
y et slackened in its f ury ? " 
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He shrugged bis Shoulders, shook bis head, lifted up bis bands ; and 
witb tbe same smootb smile, wbicb was not a pleasant one to see, cast 
bis eves npon tbe ground, and remained silent 

" You mayventure, sir, to speak piain," said Emma, " and to teil me 
tbe worst. We bave undergone some preparation for it." 

But bere Dolly interposed, and entreated ber not to bear tbe worst, 
but tbe best ; and besougbt tbe gentleman to teil tbem tbe best, and to 
keep tbe remainder of bis news until tbey were safe among tbeir friends 
again. 

^' It is told in tbree words," be said, clancing at tbe locksmitb's daugbter 
witb a look of some displeasure. "Tbe people bave risen, to a man, 
against us ; tbe streets are filled witb soldiers, wbo support tbem and do 
tbeir bidding. We bave no protection but from above, and no safety but 
in fligbt ; and tbat is apoor resource ; for we are watcbed on every band, 
and detüined bere, botn by force and fraud. Miss Haredale, I cannot 
bear — believe me, tbat I cannot bear — ^by speaking of myself, or wbat I 
bave done, or am prepared to do, to seem to vaunt mv Services before 
you. But, baving powerful Protestant connections, and having my wbole 
wealtb embarkea witb tbeirs in sbipping and commerce, I bappily pos- 
sessed tbe meansof saving your uncle. I bave tbe means of savmg you ; 
and in redemption of my sacred promise, made to bim, I am bere ; 
pledged not to leave you until I place you in bis arms. Tbe treacbery 
or penitence of one of tbe men about von, led to tbe discovery of your 
place of confinement ; and tbat I bave forced my way bere, sword in band, 
you see." 

" You bring," said Emma, faltering, " some note or token from my 
uncle ? " 

" No, be doesn^t," cried Dolly, ^ointing at bim eamestly ; " now I am 
sure be doesn*t Don't go witb lum for tbe world ! " 

»* Husb, pretty fool — iS silent 1 " be replied, frowning angrily upon ber. 
" No, Miss Haredale, I bave no letter nor any token of any kmd ; for 
wbile I sympathise witb you, and sucb as you, on wbom misfortune so 
beavy and so undeserved nas fallen, I value my life. I carry, tberefore, 
no writing wbicb, found upon me, would lead to its certain loss. I 
never tbougbt of bringing any otber token, nor did Mr. Haredale tbink 
of entrusting me witb one — possibly because be bad good experience of 
my faitb and bonesty, and owed bis life to me." 

Tbere was a reproof conveyed in these words, wbicb to a nature like 
Emma Haredale's, was well addressed. But Dolly, wbo was differently 
constituted, was by no means touched by it, and still conjured ber, in all 
tbe terms of affection and attachment sne could tbink of, not to be lured 
away. 

" Time presses," said tbeir visitor, wbo, altbougb be sougbt to express 
tbe deepest interest, bad sometbing cold and even in bis speecb, tbat 
grated on tbe ear; "and danger surrounds us. If I bave exposed myself 
to it in vain, let it be so ; but if you and be sbould ever meet again, do 
me justice. If you decide to remain (as I tbink you do), remember, 
Miss Haredale, tbat I left you witb a solemn caution, and acquitting 
myself of all tbe consequences to wbicb you expose yourself." 

" Stay, sir ! " cried Emma ; " one moment, I oeg you. Cannot we" — 
and sbe drew Dolly closer to ber — " cannot we go togetber ? " 

" Tbe task of conveying one female in safety tbrougb sucb scenes as 
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we must enconnter, to say fiothing of attracting tbe attention of thuse 
who crowd the streets," he answered, " is enougn. I liave said tliat slie 
will be restored to her friends to-night. If you accept the service I 
tender, Miss Haredale, ehe shall be instantlj placed in safe conduct, and 
that promise redeemed. Do you decide to remain ? People ot all lanks 
and creeds are flying from the town, which is sacked from end to end. 
Let me be of use in some quarter. Do ypu stdy, or go ? '' 

" Dolly/' said Emma, in a hurried manner, " my dear girl, this is cur 
last hope. If we part now, it is only that we may meet again in hap- 
piness and honour. I will trust to this gentleman." 

" No — no — ^no ! " cried Dolly, clinging to her. " Pray, pray, do not ! " 

"You hear," said Emma, "tnat to-nignt— only to-night — ^within afew 
hours — think of that ! — ^you will be among those whö would die of grief 
to lose you, and who are plunged in the deepest miseir for your ^e. 
Pray for me, dear girl, as I wül for you ; and ftever lojget the many 
quiet hours we have passed together. ßay one ^ Qod bless you ! ' Say 
tnat at parting ! *' 

But Dolly cotild say nothing ; no, not when Emma kissed her cheek a 
hundred times, and covered it with tears, could she do more than hang 
upon her neck, and sob, and clasp, and hold her tight 

" We have time for no more oi this," cried the man, unclenching hei 
hands, and pushing her roughly off, as he drew Emma Haredale towaids 
the door. " Now ! Quick, outside there 1 are you ready ?" 

"Ay !" cried a loud voice, which made him Start "Quite ready! 
Stand back here, for your lives ! " 

And in an Instant he was felled like an ox in the butcher's shambles 
— Struck down as though a block of marble had fallen from the roof and 
crushed him — and cheerful üght, and beaming faces came pouring in— 
and Emma was clasped in her uncle's embrace, and Dolly, with a shriek 
that pierced the air, feil into the arms of her father and mother. 

Wnat fainting there was, what laughing, what crying, what sobbing, 
what smiling, how much questioning, no answering, all talking together, 
all beside themselves with joy; what kissing, congratulating, embracing, 
shaking of hands, and fallmg into all these raptures, over and over and 
over again ; no language can describe. 

At length, and aiter a long time, the old locksmith went up and £ELirly 
hugged two strangers, who had stood apart and left them to themselves ; 
and then thev saw — whom ? Yes, Edward Chester arid Joseph Willet 

" See here 1 " cried the locksmith. " See here ! Where would any of 
US have been Without these two ? Oh, Mr. Edward, Mr. Edward— oh, 
Joe, Joe, how light, and yet how fall, you have miadö my old heart 
to-night." 

" ß was Mr. Edward that knocked him down, sir," said Joe ; " I 
longed to do it, but I gave It up to him. Come, you brave and honest 
gentleman ! Get your senses together, for you haven't long to lie here." 

He had bis foot upon the breast of their sham deliverer, in the absence 
of a spare arm ; and gave him a gentle roll as he spoke. Gashford, for 
it was no other, crouching yet malignant, raised bis scowling face, like 
sin subdued, and pleaded to be gently used. 

" I have access to my lord's papers, Mr. Haredale," he Said, in a snb- 
missiye voice : Mr. Haredale keeping bis back towards him, and not 
once looking round : "thei« are vety ünportant documents among themi 
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There are a great many in Beeret drawers, and distributed in varioua 
places, known onlr to my lord and me. I can give some very valuable 
Formation, and render Important aaristance to any inquiry. You wiU 
have to answer it, if I receive ill usage." 

" Pah ! " cried Joe, in deep disgust. " Qet up, man ; you're waited for, 
outside. Qet up, do you hear ? " 

Gashford slowly rose ; and picking np hia hat, and looking with a 
baffled malevolence, yet with an air of despicable humility , all round the 
room, cräwled out, 

^ And now, gentlemen," said Joe, who seemed to be the spokesman of 
the party, for all the rest were eilent ; " the eooner we get back to the 
BlacK Lion the better, perhaps." 

Mr. Hatedale noddea assent, and drawing his niece's arm through his, 
and taking one of her hands between his own, passed out straightway; 
followed by the locksmith, Mrs. Varden, and Dolly — who would scarcely 
have presented a suificient surfaoe for all the hugs and caresses they 
bestowed upon her, though she had been a dozen Dollys. Edward 
ehester and Joe followed. 

And did Dolly never once look behind— not once ? Was there not 
one little fleetin^ glimpse of the dark eyelash, almost resting on her 
flushed cheek, ana of the downcast sparkling eye it shaded ? Joe thought 
there was — and he is not likely to have been mistaken ; for there were 
not many eyes like DoUy's, that's the truth. 

The outer room through which they had to pass, was füll of men ; 
among them, Mr. Dennis in safe keeping ; and there had been since 
yesterday, lyin^ in hiding behind a wooden screeti which was now 
thrown aown, Simon Tappertit, the recreant 'prentice, bumt and brüised, 
and with a gunshot wound in his bodv; and hia le^ — his perfect legs, 
the pride and glory of his life, the comfort of his existence— crushed into 
shapeless ugliness. Wondering no longer at the moans they had heard, 
Dolly kept closer to her father, and shuddered at the sight ; but neither 
bruises, btims, nor gunshot wound, nor all the torture of his shattered 
limbs, sent half so keen a pang to Simonis breast, aa Dolly passing out, 
^vith Joe for her preserver. 

A coach was ready at the door, and Dolly f ound herseif safe ätid whole 
inside, between her father and mother, with Emma fiaredale and het 
uncle, quite real, aittins opposite. But there was no Joe, no Edward ; 
and they had said notning. They had only bowed once, and kept at a 
distance. Dear heart ! wluit a long wäy it was to the Black Lion. 




CHAPTER LXXn, 

Tos Black Lion was so far off, and occupied stich a length of titne iii 
the getting at, that notwithstanding the strong presumptive evidence she 
had about ner of the late events being real and oi actual occurrence, Dolly 
could not diveat hetself üf the belief that she muat be in a dream ^hicfl 
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was lafiting all niglit. Nor was she quite certain tliat she saw and heaid 
wiüi her own proper senses, even when the coach, in tlie fulness of time, 
stopped at the Black Lion, and the host of that tavem approached in a 
gnsh of cheerful light to help them to dismount, and give them hearty 
welcome. 

There too, at the coach door, one on one side, one lipon the other, were 
already Edward ehester and Joe Willet, who must have followed in 
another coach : and this was such a stränge and unaccountable proceed- 
ing, that Dolly was the more inclined to favour the idea of her being 
fast asleep. 6ut when Mr. Willet appeared — old John himself— so 
heavy-headed and obstinate, and with such a double chin as the liveliest 
Imagination could never in its boldest flights have conjured up in all ita 
vast proüortions — ^then she stood corrected, and unwilÜngly aomitted to 
herseif tnat she was broad awake. 

And Joe had lost an arm — he — that well-made, handsome, gallant 
fellow 1 As Dolly glanced towards him, and thought of the pain he 
must have suffered, and the far-off places in which he had been wander- 
ing, and wondered who had been his nürse, and hoped that whoever it 
was, she had been as kind and gentle and considerate as she would have 
been, the tears came risiug to her bright eyes, one by one, little by little, 
imtil she could keep them back no longer, and so, before them dl^ wept 
bitterly. 

" We are all safe now, Dolly," said her father, kindly. " We shall not 
be separated any more. Cheer up, my love, cheer up ! ^ 

The locksmith's wife knew better perhaps, than he, what ailed her 
daughter. But Mrs. Varden being quite an altered woman — for the riots 
had done that good — added her word to his, and comforted her with 
similar representations. 

" Mayhap," said Mr. Willet, senior, looking round upon the Company, 
" she 's hunffry. That 's what it is, depend upon it — I am, myself. 

The Black Lion, who, like old John, had been waiting supper past all 
reasonable and conscionable hours, hailed this as a philosophical dis- 
coyery of the profoundest and most penetrating kind ; and the table 
being already spread, they sat down to supper straightway. 

The conversation was not of the liveliest nature, nor were the appetites 
of some among them very keen. But, in both these respects, ola John 
more than atoned for any deficiency on the part of the rest^ and very 
much distinguished himself. 

It was not in point of actual conversation that Mr. Willet shone so 
brilliantly, for he had none of his old cronies to " tackle," and was rather 
timorous of venturing on Joe ; having certain vague misgivings within 
him, that he was ready on the shortest notice, and on receipt of the 
slightest offence, to feil the Black Lion to the floor of his own parlour, 
and immediately to withdraw to China or some other remote and un- 
known region, there to dwell for evermore, or at least until he had got 
rid of his remaining arm and both legs, and perhaps an eye.or so, into 
the bargain- It was with a peculiar kind of pantomime that Mr. Willet 
filled up every pause ; and in this he was considered by the Black Lion, 
who had been his familiär for some years, quite to surpass and go beyond 
himself, and outrun the expectations of his most admiring Mends. 

The subject that worked in Mr. Willems mind, and occasioned these 
üemonstrations, was no other than his son's bodily disfigurement, which 
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he had never yet got himself thoroughlv to believe, or comprehend. 
Shortly after tneir first meeting, he Kad been observed to wander, in a 
State of great perplexity, to. the kitchen, and to direct his gaze towards 
the fire, as if in search of his usiial adviser in all matters of doubt and 
difficulty. But there being no boiler at the Black Lion, and the rioters 
having so beaten and battered his own that it was quite unfit for further 
Service, he wandered out again, in a perfect bog of imcertainty and 
mental confusion, and in that state took the strängest means of resolving 
his doubts ; such as feelin^ the sleeve of his son's great-coat, as deeming 
it possible that his arm misht be there ; looking at his own arms and 
those of everybody eise, as ii to assure himself that two and not one were 
the usual allowance ; sitting by the hour together in a brown study, as if 
he were endeavouring to recall Joe's image in his younger days, and to 
remember whether he really had in those times one arm or a pair ; and 
employing himself in many other speculations of the same kind. 

Finding himself at this supper, surrounded bv faces with which he 
had been so well acquainted in old times, Mr. Willet recurred to the 
subject with uncommon vigour ; apparently i*esolved to understand it 
now or never. Sometimes, after every two or three mouthfuls, he laid 
down his knife and fork, and stared at his son with all his might — par- 
ticularly at his maimed side ; then he looked slowly round the table 
until he caught some person's eye, when he shook his head with great 
solemnity, patted his Shoulder, winked, or as any one may say — for 
winking was a very slow process with him— went to sleep with one eye 
for a mmute or two ; and so, with another solemn shaking of his head, 
took up his knife and fork again, and went on eating. Sometimes he 
put his food into his moulh abstractedly, and, with all his faculties con- 
ceutrated on Joe, gazed at him in a fit of stupcfaction as he cut his mcat 
with one band, imtil he was recalled to himself by Symptoms of clioking 
on his own imrt, and was by that ineaus restored to consciousness. At 
other times lie resorted to such small devices as asking him for the salt, 
the pepper, the vinegar, the mustard— anything that was on his maimed 
fcide — and watching nim as he handed it. By dint of these experiments, 
he did at last so satisfy and convince himself, that, after a longer silence 
than he had yet maintained, he laid down his knife and fork on either 
side his |)late, drank a long draught from a tankard beside liim C&tiYL 
keeping his eyes on Joe), and leaning backward in his chair and fetcning 
a long breath, said, as he looked all round the board : 

"It's been took off!" 

" By George ! " said the Black Lion, striking the table with his band, 
" he 's got it ! ' 

** Yes, sir," said Mr. Willet, with the look of a man who feit that he 
had eamed a compliment, and deserved it. " That 's where it is. It 's 
been took off." 

" Teil him where it was done," said the Black Lion to Joe. 

" At the defence of the Savannah, father." 

" At the defence of the Salwanners,"repeated Mr. Willet, softly ; again 
looking round the table. 

" In America, where the war is," said Joe. 
^* In America, where the war is," repeated Mr. Willet " It was took off 
in the defence of the Salwanners in America where the war is." Con- 
tinuing to repeat those words to himself in a low tone of voice (the same 

25 
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Information had been conveyed to him in the same terms, at least fifty 
times before), Mr. Willet arose from table, walked round to Joe, feit his 
empty sleeve all the way up, from the cuff to where the stump of his 
arm remained ; shook his band ; lighted his pipe at the fire,took a long 
whiff, walked to the door, tumed round once when he had reaclied i^ 
wiped bis left eye with the back of his forefinger, and said, in a faltering 
voice : " My 8on*s arm — was took oflf^at the defence of the — Salwanners 
— in Amenca — where the war is" — ^with which words he withdrew, 
and retumed no more that night. 

Indeed, on various pretences, they all withdrew one after another, save 
Dolly, who was leffc sitting there alone. It was a great relief to be alone, 
and she was crying to her heart's content, when she heard Joe's voice at 
the end of the passage, bidding somebody good night. 

Good night ! Then he was going elsewnere — ^to some distauce, perhaps. 
To what kind of home couLd he be going now that it was so late ? 

She heard him walk along the passage and pass the door. But there 
was a hesitation in his footsteps. He tumed oack — Dolly's heart beat 
high — ^he looked in. 

" Good night ! " — he didn't say Dolly, but there was comfort in his not 
saying Miss Varden. 

« Good night I " sobbed Dolly. 

" I am sorry you take on so much for what is paßt and gone," said 
Joe, kindly. " Don't ! I can't bear to see you do it. Think of it no longer. 
You are safe and happy now.'* 

Dolly cried the more. 

" You must have sufFered very much withiu these few days — and yet 
you 're not changed, unless it 's for the better. They said you were, but 
I don't see it. You were — you were always very beautiful," said Joe, 
" but you are more beautiful than ever now. You are indeed. There 
can be no barm in my saying so, for you must know it. You are told 
so very often, I am sure." 

As a general principle Dolly did know it, and was told so, very often. 
But the coachmaker had tumed out, years ago, to be a special donkey ; 
and whether she had been afraid of making similar discoveries in others, 
or had grown by dint of long custom to be careless of compliments gene- 
rally, certain it is that, although she cried so much, she was better pleased 
to be told so now, than ever sne had been in all her life. 

" I shall bless your name," sobbed the locksmith's little daughter, " as 
long as I live. I shall never hear it spoken without feeling as if my 
heart would burst. I shall remember it in my prayers, every night and 
morning tili I die." 

"Will you?" said Joe, eagerly. *' Will you indeed ? It makes-^^well, 
it makes me very glad and proud to hear you say so." 

Dolly still sobbed, and held her handkerchief to her eyes. Joe stood 
still, looking at her. 

"Your voice," said Joe, "brings up old times so pleasantly, that, for 
thö moment, I feel as if that night — tnere can be no barm in talking of 
that night now — had come back, and nothing had happened in the mean- 
*^*rn ^^^^ ^^ ^^ ■"■ ^^^^'^ suflfered any hardships, but üad knocked down 
poc* Tom Cobb only yesterday, and had come to see you with my bündle 
on my Shoulder before mnning a^\'ay.— You remember." 

Kemember ! But she said nothiug. She raised her eyes for a& instant 
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It was bnt a ^lance ; a little, tearfol, timid glance. It kept Joe silent 
though, for a long tiine. 

"Well ! " he said stoutly, "it was to be otherwise, and was. I have 
been abroad, fighting all the summer and frozen up all the winter, evör 
since. I have come back as poor in purse as I went, and crippled for 
life besides. But, Dolly, I would rather have lost this other arm — ay, I 
would rather have lost my head — than have come back to find you dead, 
or anything but what I always pictiired you to myself, and what I always 
hoped and wished to find you. Thank God for all ! " 

Oh how much, and how keenly, the little coquette of five years ago 
feit now ! She had found her heart at last. Never having known its 
worth tili now, she had never known the worth of his. BLow priceless 
it appeared ! 

" I did hope once," said Joe, in his homely way, " that I might come 
back a rieh man, sind marry you. But I was a boy then, and have long 
known better than that. I am a poor, maimed, discharged soldier, and 
must be content to rub through life as I can. I can't say, even now, that 
I shall be glad to see you married, Dolly ; but I am glai— yes, I am, and 
glad to thmk I can say so — to know that you are aSmired and courted, 
and can pick and choose for a happy life. It's a comfort to me to know 
that yotfll talk to your husband about me ; and I hope the time will 
come when 1 may be able to like him, and to shake hands with him, and 
to come and see you as a poor friend who knew you when you were a girl, 
God bless you ! " 

His hand dM tremble ; but for all that, he took it away again, and left 
her. 




CHAPTER LXXIII. 



By this Friday night— for it was on Friday in the not week, that Emma 
and Dolly were rescued, by the timely aid of Joe and Edward ehester — 
the disturbances were entirely quelled, and peace and order were restored 
to the affrighted city. True, after what had h^pened, it was impossible 
for any man to say how long this better state of tnings might last, or how 
suddenly new outrages, exceeding even those so lately witnessed, might 
burst forth and fiU its streets with ruin and bloodshed ; for this reason, 
those who had fled from the recent tumults still kept at a distance, and 
xnany families, hitherto ünable tö procure the means of flight, now availed 
therüselves of the calm, and withdrew iuto the country* The shops, too, 
frofd Tybum to Whitechapel, were still shut, and very little business was 
triviisacted in any of the places of great commeroial resort But notwith- 
ßtanding, and in spite of the melancholy forebodings of that numerous 
class of Society who see with the greatest cleamess into the darkest per- 
spectives, the town remained profoundly quiet. The strong military force 
disposed in every advantageous quarter, and stationed at every command- 
ing point, held the scattered fragments of the mob in check ; the search 
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after rioters was pTosecuted with unrelenting vigour ; and if there were 
any among them ro desperate and reckless as to be inclined, after the 
terrible scenes they had beheld, to venture fortli again, they were so 
daunted bythese resolute me-asures, tbat they quickly slirank intotheir 
biding-places, and had no thought but for tbeir safety. 

In a Word, the crowd was utterly routed. Upwards of two hundred 
had been shot dead in the 8treets. Two hundred and fifty more were 
lying, badly wounded, in the hospitals • of whom seventy or eighty died 
within a short time afterwards. A hundred were already in custody, 
and more were taken every hour. How many perished in the conflagra- 
tions, or by their own excesses, is unknown ; but that numbers found a 
terrible grave in the hot ashes of the flames they had kindled^or crept 
into vaults and cellars to drink in secret or to nurse their sores, and never 
saw the light again, is certain. When the embers of the fires had been 
black and cold for many weeks, the labourers' spades proved Üus, beyond 
a doubt. 

Seventy-two private houses and four strong jails were destroyed in the 
four great days of these riots. The total loss of property, as estimated 
by the suflferers, was one hundred and fifty-five thousand pounds ; at the 
lowest and least partial estimate of disinterested persons, it exceeded one 
hundred and twenty-five thousand pounds. For this immense loss, com- 
pensation was soon afterwards made out of the public purse, in pursuance 
of a vote of the House of Common» ; the sum being levied on the varioos 
wards in the City, on the county, and the borough of Southwark. Both 
Lord Mansfield and Lord Saville, however, who had been great sufferers, 
refused to accept of any compensation whatever. 

The House of Commons, sitting on Tuesday with locked and guarded 
doors, had passed a resolution to the effect that, as soon as the tuniult 
subsided, it would immediately proceed to consider the petitions presented 
from many of His Majesty's rrotestant subjects, and would take the same 
into its serious consideration. While this question was under debate, 
Mr. Herbert, one of the members present, indignantly rose and called 
upon the house to observe, that Lord George Gordon was then sitting 
under the gallery with the blue cockade, the signal of rebellion, in hia 
hat He was not only obliged, by those who sat near, to take it out ; but 
ofFering to go into the street to pacify the mob with the somewhat in- 
definite assurance that the House was prepared to give them " the satis- 
faction they sought," was actually held down in his seat by the combined 
force of several members. In short, the disorder and violence which 
reigned triumphant out of doors, penetrated into the senate, and there, 
as elsewhere, terror and alarm prevailed, and ordinary forms were for the 
time forgotten. 

On the Thursday, both Houses had adjoumed until the foUowing 
Monday sen*night, declaring it impossible to pursue their deliberations 
with the necessary gravity and freedom, while they were surrounded by 
armed troops. And now that the rioters were dispersed, the Citizens 
were beset with a new fear ; for, finding the public thoroughfares and all 
their usual places of resort filled with soldiers entrusted with the ftee 
use of fire and sword, they began to lend a greedy ear to the rumours 
which were afloat of martial law being declared, and to dismal stories o! 
pnsoners having been seen hanging on lamp-posts in Cheapside and 
'leet btreet. These terrors being promptly dispelled by a Proclamaüon 
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declaring all the rioters in custody would be tried by a special commission 
in due course of law, a fresb alarm was engendered by its being whispered 
abroad that French money had been found on some of the rioters, and 
that the disturbances had been fomented by foreign Powers, who sought 
to compass the overthrow and min of England. This report, which was 
strengtnened by the diffusion of anonymous handbills, but which, if it 
had any foundation at all, probnbly owed its origin to the circumstance 
of some few coins which were not English money having been swept into 
the pockets of the insurgents with other miscellaneous booty, and after- 
Wiuxls discovered on the prisoners or the dead bodies, caused a great 
Sensation ; and men's minds being in that excited state when they are 
most apt to catch at any shadow of apprehension, was bruited about with 
much mdustry. 

All remainmg ^uiet, however, during the whole of this Fridav, and 
on this Friday mght, and no new discoveries being made, conndence 
began to be restored, and the most timid and despondmg breathed again. 
In Southwark, no fewer than three thousand of the inhabitants formed 
themselves into a watch, and patrolled the streets every hour. Nor were 
the Citizens slow to foUow so good an example : and it being the manner 
of peaceful men to be very bold when tne danger is over, they were 
abundantly fierce and daring; nvOt scrupling to question the stoutest 
passenger with great severity, and carrying it with a very high band over 
all errand-boys, servant-girls, and 'prentices. 

As day deepened into evening, and darkness crept into the nooks and 
comers of the town as if it were mustering in secret, and gathering 
strength to venture into the open ways, Bamaby sat in bis dungeon, 
wondering at the silence, and listening in vain for the noise and outcry 
which had ushered in the night of late. Beside him, with his band 
in hers, sat one in whose conipanionship he feit at peace. She was 
wom, and altered ; füll of grief, and heavy-hearted ; but the same to 
him. 

" Mother," he said, after a long silence : " how long, — how many days 
and nights, — shall I be kept here ? " 

" Not many, dear. I hope not many/* 

" You hope ! Ay, but your hoping will not undo these chains. I 
hopB, but they don't mind that. ürip hopes, but who cares for Grip ? " 

The raven gave a short, duU, melancholy croak. It said " Nobody," as 
plainly as a croak could speak. 

"Who cares for Grip, except you and me ?" said Barnaby, smoothing 
the bird's rumpled feathers with his band. " He never speaks in this 
place ; he never says a word in jail ; he sits and mopes all day in his dark 
comer, dozing sometimes, and sometimes looking at the light that creeps 
in through the bars, and shines in his bright eyes as if a spark from those 
great fires had fallen into the room and was burning yet But who cares 
for Grip?" 

The raven croaked again — Nobody. 

" And by the way," said Bamaby, withdrawing his band from the bird, 
and laying it upon his mother^s arm, as he looked eagerlv in her face ; 
" if they kill me — they may : I heard it said they would — what will 
become of Grip when 1 am dead ?" 

The sound oT the word, or the current of his own thoughts, suggested 
to Grip his cid phiase '^ Never say die I" But ha stopped short in tho 
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middle of it, diew a dismal cork, and subsided into a üediit croak, as if 
he lacked the heait to get tlirorigh tlie sliortest sentence. 

" Will they take his life as well as mine ?" ßaid Bamaby. " I wish 
they would. If you and I and he could die together, there would be 
none to feel sorry, or to grieve for us. But do what they will, I don't 
fear them, mother ! " 

" They w^ill not härm you," she said, her tears choking her utterance. 
" They never will härm you, when they know all. I am sure they never 
will." 

" Oh, don't be too sure of that 1 " cried Bamaby, with a stränge plea- 
sure in the belief that she was self-deceived, and in his own sagadty. 
" They have marked me from the first. I heard them say so to each 
otlier when thej brought me to this place last night ; and 1 believe them. 
Don't you cry for me. They said that I was bold, and so I am, and so I 
will be. You may think that I am silly, but I can die as well as another. 
— I have done no härm, have I ? " he added quickly. 

" None before Heaven," she answered. 

" Why, then," said Bamaby, " let them do their worst. You told me 
once — you — when I asked you what death meant, that it was nothing to 
be feared, if we did no härm. — Aha ! mother, you thought I had for- 
gotten that ! " 

His merry laugh and playful manner smote her to the heart She 
drew him closer to her, and besought him to talk to her in whispers and 
to be very quiet, for it was getting dark, and their time was short, and 
she would soon have to leave him for the night 

" You will come to-morrow ? " said Bamaby. 

Yes. And eveiy day. And they would never part again. 

He joyfuUy replied that this was well, and what he wished, and what 
he had feit quite certain she would teil him ; and then he asked her 
where she had been so long, and why she had not come to see him when 
he had been a great soldier, sind ran through the wild schemes he had 
had for their being rieh and living prosperously; and, with some faint 
notion in his mind that she was sad and he had made her so, tried to 
console and comfort her, and talked of their former life and his cid 
Sports and freedom, little dreaming that every word he uttered only in- 
creased her sorrow, and that her tears feil faster at the freshened recol- 
lection of their lost tranq uillity. 

" Mother," said Barnaby, as they heard the men approaching to close 
the cells for the night, " when I spoke to you just now about my father 
you cried * Hush ! ' and turned away your head. Why did you do so? 
Teil me why, in a word. You thought he was dead. You are not sorry 
that he is alive and has come back to us ? Where is he ? Here ? " 

" Do not ask any one where he is, or speak about him," she made 
answer. 

" Why not ? " said Barnaby. " Because he is a stern mau, and talks 
roughly ? Well ! 1 don't like him, or want to be with him by myself; 
but why not speak about him ?" 

"Because I am sorry that he is alive; sorry that he has come back; 
and sorry that he and you have ever met. • Because, dear Bamaby, the 
Endeavour of my life has been to keep you two asunder." 

;; Father and son asunder ! Why ? " 
He has," she whispered in his ear— " he has shed blood . The time 
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has come when you must know it He has shed the blood of one who 
loved him well, and tnisted him, and never did him wrong in word or 
deed." 

Bamaby recoiled in horror, and glancing at bis stained wrist for an 
instant, wrapped it, sbuddering, in bis drees. 

" But," she added bastily, as tbe key turned in tbe lock, " altbougb we 
sbun him, be is your fatber, dearest, and 1 am bis wretcbed wife. Tbey 
seek bis life, and be will lose it. It must not be by our means ; nav, if 
we could win bim back to penitence, we sbould be bound to love him 
yet. Do not seem to know him, except as one who fled with you from 
the jail, and if they question you about bim, do not answer tbem. God 
be with you througb the night, dear boy ! God be with you ! " 

She tore herseif away, and in a few seconds Bamaby was alone. He 
stood for a long time rooted to tbe spot, with bis face bidden in bis 
liands ; then flung himself, sobbin^, on nis miserable bed. 

But the moon came slowly up in all her gentle glory, and the stars 
looked out, and througb the small compass of the grated window, as 
througb tbe narrow crevice of one good deed in a murky life of guilt, 
the face of Heaven shone bright and merciful. He raised bis head ; 
gazed upward at the quiet sky, which seemed to smile upon the earth in 
sadness, as if the night, more thoughtful than the day, looked down in 
sorrow on the suffenngs and evil deeds of men ; and feit its peace sink 
deep into bis beart. He, a poor idiot, caged in bis narrow cell, was as 
much lifted up to God, while gazing on the mild light, as the freest and 
most favoured man in all the spacious city ; and in bis ill-remembered 
prayer, and in the fragment of the childish hymn with which he sanc 
and crooned himself asleep, there breathed as true a spirit as ever studiea 
homily expressed, or old cathedral arches echoed. 

As bis mother crossed a yard on her way out, she saw, througb a grated 
door which separated it from another court, her busband, Walking round 
and round, with bis hands folded on bis breast, and bis head hung down. 
She asked the man who conducted her if she might speak a word with 
this prisoner. Yes, but she must be quick, for he was lockiiig up for 
the night, and there was but a minute or so to spare. Saying tbis, be 
iinlocked the door, and bade her go in. 

It grated harshly as it turned upon its hinges, but he was deaf to the 
noise, and still walked round and round the fittle court, without raising 
]iis head or changing his attitude in the least. She spoke to him, biit 
her voice was weak, and failed her. At length she put herseif in bis 
track, and when he came near, stretched out her band and touched bim. 

He Started back, trembling from head to foot; but seeing who it was, 
demanded why she came there. Before she could reply, he spoke again. 

" Am I to live or die ? Do you murder, too, or spare ? " 

** Äly son — our son," she answered, " is in this prison.'' 

" What is that to me ? " he cried, stampin^ injpatiently on the stone 

favement. " I know it. He can no more aid me than I can aid him. 
f you are come to talk of him, begone I " 
As he spoke he resumed his walk, and burried round the court as 
before. When he came again to where she stood, he stopped, and said, 
** Am I to live or die ? Do you repent ? " 

"Oh!-— do yoM?" she answered. "Will you, while time remaiiisj 
T>o not believe that I could eave you, if I dared*" 
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" Say, if you wonld,** he answered, with an oath, as he tried to dis- 
engage himself and pass on. '^ Say, if you would/' 

" Listen to me for one moment," ehe retumed ; " for hut a moment 
I am but newly risen from a sick bed, from which I never hoped to rise 
again. The best among us think, at such a time, of good intentions half 
performed and duties left undone. If I have ever, since that fatal night, 
omitted to pray for your repentance before death — if I omitted, even 
then, anything which might tend to urge it on you when the horror of 
your crime was fresh — if, in cur later meeting, I yielded to the dread- 
that was upon me, and foigot to fall upon my knees and solemnly adjuie 
you, in the name of him you sent to his account with Heaven, to pre- 
pare for the retribution wnich must come, and which is stealin^ ön you 
now — I humbly, before you, and in the agony of supplication m which 
you see me, beseech that you will let me make atonement." 

"What is the meaning of your canting words?" he answered roughly. 
" Speak so that I may understand you." 

" 1 will," she answered, " I desire to. Bear with me for a moment 
more. The hand of Him who set his curse on murder, is heavy on us 
now. You cannot doubt it. Our son, our innocent boy, on whom His 
anger feil before his birth, is in this place in peril of his life — brought 
here by your guilt; yes, by that alone, as Heaven sees and knows; for 
he has been lä astray in the darkness of his intellect, and that is the 
terrible consequence of your crime." 

" If you come, woman-like, to load me with reproaches " he mut- 

tered, again endeavouring to break away. 

" I do not I have a difFerent purpose. You must hear it ; if not to- 
night, to-morrow — if not to-morrow, at another time. You mv>si hear 
it. Husband, escape is hopeless— impossible." 

" You teil me so, do you ? " he said, raising his manacled hand, and 
shaking it ** You ! " 

" Yes," she said, with indescribable eamestness: " But why ?" 

" To make me easy in thia jail. To make the time 'twixt this and 
death pass pleasantly. For my good — ^yes, for my good, of course," he 
said, grinding his teeth, and smiling at her with a livid face. 

" !Not to load you with reproaches," she replied ; " not to aggravate 
the tortures and miseries of your condition, not to give you one hard 
Word, but to restore you to peace and hope. Husband, dear husband, if 
you will but confesa this dreadful crime ; if you will but implore for^ 
giveness of Heaven and of those whom you have wronged on earth ; if 
you will dismiss these vain uneasy thoughts, which never can be realised, 
and will rely on penitence and on the truth, I promise you, in the great 
name of the Creator, whose image you have defaced, that he will comfort 
and console you. And for myself," she cried, clasping her hands and 
looking upward, "I swear before Him, as He knows my heart and reads 
it now, that from that hour I will love and cherish you as I did of old, 
and watch you night and day in the short interval that will remain to 
US, and soothe you with my truest love and duty, and pray with 
you, that one threatening judgment may be arrested, and that our boy 
may be spared to bless God, in his poor way, in the free air and 
light ! " 

, Hö^ell back and gazed at her while she pouied out these woids, as 
tüough he were for a moment awed by her manner, and knew not what 
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to do. Bat anger and fear soon got the mastery of him, and he spumed 
her from him. 

" Begone ! " he cried. " Leave me I You plot, do you ? You plot to 
get Speech with me, and let them know I am the man they say I am. 
A curse on you and on vour boy ! '* 

"On him the curse has already fallen," she replied, wriüging her 
handa. 

** Let it fall heavier ! Let it fall on one and all ! I hate you both. 
The worst has come to me. The only comfort that I seek or I can have, 
will be the knowledge that it comes to you. Now go ! " 

She would have urged him gently, even then, but he menaced her 
with his chain. 

" I say go — I say it for the last time. The gallows has me in its grasp, 
and it is a black phantom that may urge me on to something more ! 
Be^ne I I curse tne hour that I was bom, the man I slew, and all the 
living World ! " 

In a paroxYsm of wrath, and terror, and the fear of death, he broke 
from her, and rushed into the darkness of his ceU, where he cast himself 
jajigling*down npon the stone floor, and smote it with his iron hands. 
The man returned to lock the dungeon door, and, having done so, carried 
her away. 

On that warm, balmy night in June, there were glad faces and light 
hearts in all quarters of the town, and sleep, banished by the late horrors, 
was doubly welcomed. On that night, families made merry in their 
houses, and greeted each other on the common danger they had escaped ; 
and those who had been denounced, ventured into the streets ; and they 
who had been plundered got good shelter. Even the timorous Lord 
Mayor, who was summonä that night before the Privy Council to 
answer for his conduct, came back contented ; observing to all his friends 
that he had got off very well with a reprimand, and repeating with huge 
satisfaction his memorable defence before the Council : " that such was 
his-temerity, he thought death would have been his portion." 

On that night, too, more of the scattered remnants of the mob were 
traced to their lurking places, and taken ; and in the hospitals, and deep 
among the ruins they nad made, and in the ditches, and fields, many 
unshrbuded wretches lay dead : envied bv those who had been active in 
the disturbances, and who pillowed their doomed heads in the temporary 
jails. 

And in the Tower, in a dreary room whose thick stone walls shut out 
the hum of life, and made a stillness which the records left by fornier 
prisoners with those silent witnesses seemed to deepen and intensity ; 
remorseful for every act that had been done by every man among the 
cruel crowd ; feeling for the time their guilt his own,and their lives put 
in peril by himself ; and finding, amidst such reflections, little comfort 
in fanaticism, or in his fancied call ; sat the unhappy author of all — 
Lord George Gordon. 

He had oeen made prisoner that evening. " If you are sure it*s me 
you want," he said to the ofl&cers, who waited outside with the Warrant 
for his arrest on a charge of High Treason, " I am ready to accompany 
you — ^^ which he did without resistance. He was conducted first before 
the Privy Council, and afterwards to the Horse Guards, and then wag 
taken by way of Westminster Bridge, and back over London Bridge (foy 
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the purpose of avoiding the main streets), to tbe Tower, under the 
strongest guard ever known to enter its gates with a single prisoner. 

Of all bis forty thousand men, not one remained to beiur bim Company. 
Friends, dependants, followers, — none were tbere. His fawning secre- 
tary bad played tbe traitor ; and be wbose weakness bad been goaded 
ana argea on by so many for tbeir own purposesi was desokte and alone. 




CHAPTER LXXIV. 

Mr. Dennis, baving been made prisoner late in tbe evening, was 
removed to a neigbbouring round-bouse for tbat nigbt, and carried before 
a justice for examination on tbe next day, Saturday. Tbe cbarges against 
bim being numerous and weidity, and it being in particular proved, by 
tbe testimony of Gabriel Vamen, tbat be bad sbown a special desire to 
take bis life, be was committed for trial. Moreover, be was bonouied 
with tbe distinction of being considered a cbief among tbe insurgents, 
and received from tbe magistrate^s lips tbe complimentary assurance that 
be was in a Position of imminent danger, and wonld do well to prepare 
bimself for tne worst. 

To say tbat Mr. Dennis's modesty was not somewbat startled by these 
bonours, or tbat be was altogetber prepared for so flattering a reception, 
would be to claim for bim a greater amount of stoical pbilosopby than 
even be possessed. Indeed tbis gentleman's stoicism was of tbat not un- 
common kind, whicb enables a man to bear witb exemplary fortitude 
tbe afflictions of bis friends, but renders bim, by way of counterpoise, 
ratber selfisb and sensitive in respect of any tbat may bappen to befall 
bimself. It is tberefore no disparagement to tbe great officer in question 
to State, witbout disguise or concealment, tbat be was at first very 
mucb alarmed, and tbat be betrayed divers emotions of fear, until bia 
reasoning powers came to bis relief, and set before bim a more bopeful 
prospect. 

In Proportion as Mr. Dennis exercised tbese intellectual qualities with 
wbieb be was gifted, in reviewing bis best cbances of Coming off hand- 
somely and witn small personal inconvenience, bis spirits rose, and bis 
confidence increased. Wben be remembered tbe great estimation in 
wbicb bis office was beld, and tbe constant demand for bis Services ; 
wben be betboagbt bimself bow tbe Statute Book regarded him as a 
kind of Universal Medicine applicable to men, women, and cbildren, of 
every age and variety of criminal Constitution ; and bow bigb he stood, 
in bis official capacity, in tbe favour of tbe Crown, and botb Housea of 
Parliament, tbe Mint, tbe Bank of England, and tbe Judges of tbe land; 
wben be recollected tbat wbatever Mmistry was in or out, be remained 
tbeir peculiar pet and panacea, and tbat for nis sake England stood single 
and conspicuous among tbe civilised nations of tbe eartb ; wben lie called 
tbese thmgs to mind and dwelt upon tbera, be feit certain tbat tbe 
national gratitude must relieye bim fpom tbe consequences'of 'bis late 
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proceedin^s, and would certainly restore him to his old place in the 
aappy social System. 

With tliese crumbs, or as one may say, with these whole loaves of 
comfort to regale upon, Mr. Dennis took his place among the escort that 
awaited him, and repaired to jail with a manly indifFerence. Aniving 
at Newgate, where some of the ruined cells had been hastily fitted up for 
the safe keeping of rioters, he was warmly received by the tumkeys, as 
an unusual and interesting case, which agreeably relieved their mono- 
tonous duties. In this spirit, he was fettered with great care, and con- 
veyed into the interior of^the prison. 

" Brother," cried the hangman, as, foUowing an officer, he travelled 
under these novel circumstances the remains of passages with which he 
was well acquainted, "am I going to be along witn anybody ?" 

" If you'd have left more walls standing, you*d have been alone," was 
the reply. "As it is, we're cramped for room, and you*ll have Company." 

"Well," returned Dennis, "I don't object to Company, brother. I 
rather like Company. I was formed for society, I was.'' 

" That's rather a pity, ain't it ? " said the man. 

" No," answered Dennis, " I'm not aware that it is. Why should it be 
a pity, brother ? " 

"Oh 1 1 don't know," said the man carelessly. " I thought that was 
wliat you meant. Being formed for society, and being cut off in your 
flower, you know " 

"I say," interposed the other quickly, "what are you talking of? 
Don't. Who's a-going to be cut on in their flowers ? " 

" Oh, nobody particular. I thought you was, perhaps," said the man. 

Mr. Dennis wiped his face, which had suddenly grown very hot, and 
remarking in a tremulous voice to his conductor that he had always been 
fond of his joke, followed him in silence until he stopped at a door. 

" This is my auarters, is it ? " he asked facetiously. 

" This is the shop, sir," replied his friend. 

He was Walking in, but not with the best possible grace, when he 
suddenly stopped, and started back. 

" Halloa I " Said the officer. " You're nervous." 

"Nervousl" whispered* Dennis in great alorm. "Well I may be, 
Shut the door." 

" I will, whon you're in," returned the man. 

" But 1 can*t go in there," whispered Dennis. " I can't be shut up 
•with that man. Do you want me to be throttled, brother ? " 

The officer seemed to entertain no particular desire on the subject one 
way or the other, but, briefly remarking that he had his orders, and 
intended to obey them, pushed him in, tumed the key, and retired. 

Dennis stood trembling with his back against the üoor, and, involun« 
tarily raising his arm to defend himself, stared at a man, the only other 
tenant of the cell, who lay, stretched at his füll length, upon a stone 
bench, and who paused in his deep breathing as if he were about to 
wake. But he rolled over on one side, let his arm fall negligently down, 
drew a long sigh, and murmuring indistinctly, feil fast asleep again. 

Relieved in some degree by uiis, the hangman took his eyes for an 
instant from the slumbering figure, and glanced round the cell in search 
of some Vantage-ground or weapon of defence. There was nothinfi 
inovable within it, but a clumsy table which could not be displacea 
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without noise, and a heavy cbair. Stealing on tiptoe towards this lattep 
piece of fumiture, he retired with it into the remotest comer, and 
entrenching himself behind it, watched the enemy with the utmost 
vigilance and caution. 

The sleeping man was Hugh ; and perhaps it was not imnatural for 
Dennis to feel in a State of yenr uncomfortable suspenso, and to wish 
with his whole soul that he might never wake again. Tired of standing, 
he crouched down in his corner after some time, and rested on the cold 
pavenient ; but although Hugh*s breathing still proclaimed that he was 
sleeping soiindly, he could not trust him out of his sight for an instant. 
He was so afraid of him, and of some sudden onslaught, that he was not 
content to see his closed eyes through the chair-back, but every now and 
then, rose stealthily to his feet, and peered at him with outstretched 
neck, to assure himself that he really was still asleep, and was not about 
to spring upon him when he was off his guard. 

He slept so long and so soundly, that Mr. Dennis began to think he 
might sleep on tili the turnkey visited them. He was congratulating 
himself upon these promising appearances, and blessing his stars with 
much fervour, when one or two unpleasant Symptoms manifested them- 
selves: such as another motion of the arm, another sigh, a restless 
tossing of the head. Then, just as it seemed that he was about to fall 
heavily to the ground from his narrow bed, Hugh's eyes opened. 

It happened that his face was tumed directly towards his unexpected 
visitor. He looked lazily at him for some half-dozen seconds without 
any aspect of surprise or recognition ; then suddenly jumped up, and 
with a great oath pronounced ms name. 

" Keep off, brotner, keep off! ^ cried Dennis, dodging behind the chair. 
" Don't do me a mischief. I'm a prisoner like you. I haven't the free 
use of my limbs. I'm quite an old man. Don t hurt me ! " 

He whined out the last three words in such piteous accents, tliat 
Hu"h, who had dragged away the chair, and aimea a blow at him with 
it, cnecked himself, and bade him get up. 

" I'll get up certainly, brother," cried Dennis, anxious to propitiate 
him by any means in his power. "I'll comply with any request of 
yours, Tm sure. There — Vm up now. What can 1 do for you ? Only 
say the word, and I'll do it." 

" What can you do for me ?" cried Hugh, clutching him by the collar 
with both hands, and shaking him as though he were beut on stopping 
his breath by that means, " What have you done for me ?" 

" The best. The best that could be done," retumed the hangman. 

Hugh made him no answer, but shaking him in his strong gripe until 
his teeth chattered in his head, cast him down upon the floor, and flung 
himself on the bench again. 

" If it wasn't for the comfort it is to me to see you here," he muttered, 
" I'd have crushed your head against it ; I would." 

It was some time before Dennis had breath enough to speak, but as 
soon as he could resume his propitiatory strain, he did so. 

" I did the best that could be done, brother,'' he whined ; " I did 
indeed. I was forced with two bayonets and I don't know how many 
bullets on each side of me, to point you out. If you hadn't been taken, 
you d have been shot ; and what a sight that would have been— a fine 
young man like you 1 " 
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''Will it be a better sight now ?" asked Hiigh, raising bis head, witb 
eucb a fierce expression, that the otber durst not ans wer him just then. 

" A deal better," said Dennis meekly, after a pause. " First, there's all 
tbe cbances of law, and they're five hundred streng. We may get off 
scot-free. Unlikelier things than that have come to pass. Even if we 
shouldn't, and the chances fail, we can but be worked off once : and 
when it's well done, it's so neat, so skilful, so captiwating, if that don't 
seem too strong a word, that you'd hardly believe it could be brought to 
sich perfection. Kill one's fellow-creeturs off with musketsi — Pah!" 
and bis nature so revolted at the bare idea, that he spat upon the 
dungeon pavement. , 

His warming on this topic, which to one unacquainted with his 
pursuits and tastes appeared like courage ; together with his artful sup- 
pression of his own secret hopes, and mention of himself as being in the 
same condition with Hugh ; did more to soothe that ruffian than the 
most elaborate arguments could have done, or the most abject Submis- 
sion. He rested his arms upon his knees, and stooping forward, looked 
from beneath his shaggy hair at Dennis, with something of a smüe upon 
his face. 

" The fact is, brother," said the hangman, in a tone of greater con- 
fidence, " that vou have got into bad Company. The man that was with 
you was lookea after more than you, and it was him I wanted. As to 
nie, what have I got by it ? Here we are, in one and the same plight." 

" Lookee, rascal," said Hugh, contracting his brows, " I'm not alto- 
gether such a shallow blade but I know you expected to get something 
by it, or you wouldn't have done it. But it's done, and you're here, and 
it will soon be all over with you and nie ; and I'd as soon die as live, or 
live as die. Why should I trouble myself to have revenge on you ? To 
eat, and drink, and go to sleep, as long as I stay here, is all I care for. 
If there was but a little more sun to bask in than can find its way into 
this cursed place, I'd lie in it all day, and not trouble myself to sit or 
stand up once. That's all the care 1 have for myself. Why should I 
care for you ? " 

Finishing this speech with a crowl like the yawn of a wild beast, he 
stretched himself upon the bench again, and closed his eyes once more. 

After looking at him in silence for some moments, Dennis, who was 
greatly relieved to find him in this mood, drew the chair towards his 
rough couch and sat down near him — taking the precaution, however, to 
keep out of the ränge of his brawny arm. 

"Well said, brotner ; nothing could be better said," he ventured to 
observe. " We '11 eat and drink of the best, and sleep our best, and make 
the best of it every way. Any thing can be got for money. Let 's spend 
it merrily." 

" Ay," said Hugh, coiling himself into a new position. — " Where is it ? " 

" Why, they took mine from me at the lodge," said Dennis; "but 
iiiine 's a peculiar case." 

« Is it ? They took mine too." 

" Why then, I teil you what, brother," Dennis began. " You must look 
up your friends " 

"My friends!" cried Hugh, startii^ up and resting on his hands, 
" Where are my friends ? " 

" Your relations then," said Denn^ 
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" Ha- ba, ba ! '^ langbed Hugb, waving one arm above bis bead. " He 
talks Ol friends to me — talks of relations Xo a man wbose motber died tbe 
deatb in störe for ber son, and left bim, a bungry brat, witbout a üace he 
knew in all tbe world I He talks of this to me ! " 

" Brotber,'* cried tbe bangman, wbose features underwent a sudden 
cbange, " you don't mean to say ^ 

" 1 mean to say," Hugb interposed, " tbat tbey bung ber up at Tybum. 
Wbat was good enougb for ber, is good enougb for me. Let them do the 
like by me as soon as tbey please — tbe sooner tbe better. Say no more 
to me. I 'm going to sleep.^' 

" But I want to speak to you ; I want to bear more about tbat," said 
Dennis, cbanging colour. 

" If yon *re a wise man," growled Hugb, raisiug bis bead to look at 
bim witba fix)wn, "you 4l hold your tongue. I teil you I'ni going to 
sleep." 

Dennis venturing to say more in spite of this caution, tbe desperate 
fellow Struck at bim witb all bis force, and missing bim, lay down again 
with many muttered oatbs and imprecations, and tumed bis face towards 
tbe wall. After two or three ineffectual twitches at bis dress, which he 
was bardy enougb to venture upon, notwithstanding bis dangerous 
bumour, Mr. Dennis, wbo bumt, for reasons of bis own, to pursue the 
conversation, bad no alternative but to sit as patiently asne could: 
waiting bis furtber pleasure. 






CHAPTER LXXV. 

A MONTE bas elapsed, — and we stand in the bedchamber of Sir John 
ehester. Tbrougb tbe balf-opened window, tbe Temple garden looks 
green and pleasant ; the placid river, gay with boat and bärge, and 
dimpled with the plasb of many an oar, sparkies in the distance ; the sky 
is blue and clear ; and tbe summer air steals gently in, filling tbe room 
witb perfume. Tbe very town, the smoky town, is radiant. High roofs 
and steeple tops, wont to look black and sullen, smile a cheerful grey ; 
every old gilded vane, and ball, and cross, glitters anew in the briglit 
moming sun ; and, high among them all, St. Paul's towers up, showmg 
its lofty crest in burmshed gold. 

Sir John was breakfasting in bed. His cbocolate and toast stood upon 
a litüe table at bis elbow ; books and papers lay ready to bis bimd npon 
tbe coverlet ; and sometimes pausing to gknce witb. an air of tranqiül 
satisfaction roimd the well-ordered room, and sometimes to gaze in- 
dolently at tbe summer sky, be ate, and drank, and read tbe news 
luxuriously. 

Tbe cheerful influenae of the moming seemed to have some effect even 
upon bis equable temper. His manner was unusually gay ; bis smile 
more placid: and agreeable than usual ; his voiee more clear and pleasant. 
xie laia down tbe newspaper hc bad been reading ; leaned back upon lii^ 
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pillow, with the air of one who resigned himself to a train of channing 
recollections ; and after a pause, soliloquized as follows : 

" And my friend the centaur goes tne way of his mamma ! I am not 
siirprised. And his mysterious friend, Mr. Dennis, likewise ! I am not 
surprised. And my old postman, the exceedingly free-and-easy young 
madman of Chigwell ! I am c[uite rejoiced. It 's the very best thing 
that could possibly happen to him." 

After delivering himself of these remarks, he feil again into his smiling 
train of reflection, from which he roused himself at length to finish his 
chocolate, which was getting cold, and ring the bell for more. 

The new supply arriving, ne took the cup from his servant's hand ; and 
saying, with a cnarming atfability, " I am ooliged to you. Peak," dismissed 
him. 

" It is a remarkable circumstance," he miised, dallying lazily with the 
teaspoon, " that my friend, the madman, should have been within an ace 
of escaping on his trial ; and it was a good stroke of chance (or, as the 
World would say, a providential occurrence) that the brother of my Lord 
Mayor should have been in court, with other country justices, into whose 
very dense heads curiosity had penetrated. For though the brother of 
my Lord Mayor was decidedly wrong, and established his near relation- 
ship to that amusing person beyond all doubt, in stating that my friend 
was sane, and had, to nis knowledge, wandered about the country with a 
vagabond parent, avowing revolutionary and rebellious sentiments^ I am 
not the less obliged to him for volunteering that evidence. These insane 
creatures make such very odd and embarrassing remarks, that they really 
ought to be hanged for the comfort of society." 

The country justice had indeed tumed the wavering scale against poor 
Bamaby, and solved the doubt that trembled in his mvour. Grip little 
thoiight how much he had to answer for. 

" They will be a singular party," said Sir John, leaning his head upon 
his band, and sipping his chocolate ; " a very curious party. The hang- 
mau himself ; the centaur ; and the madman. The centaur would make 
a very handsome preparation in Surgeons' Hall, and would benefit science 
extremely. I hope they have taken care to bespeak him. — Peak, I am 
not at home, of course, to anybody but the hairdresser." 

This reminder to his servant was called forth by a knock at the door, 
which the man hastened to open. After a prolonged mumiur of question 
and answer, he retumed ; and as he cautiously closed the room-door 
behind him, a man was heard to cough in the passage. 

** Now, it is of no use. Peak," said Sir John, raising his hand in depre- 
cation of his delivering any message ; " 1 am not at home. I cannot 
possibly hear you. 1 told you I was not at home, and my word is sacred. 
Will you never do as you are desired ?" 

Having nothing to oppose to this reproof, the man was about to with- 
draw, when the visitor who had given ocöasion to it, probably rendered 
impatient by delay, knooked with his knuokles at the Chamber door, and 
called out that he had urgent business with Sir John ehester, which ad- 
mitted of no delay. 

" Let him in," said Sir John. " My good fellow," he added, when the 
door was opened, " how come you to intrude yourself in this extraordinary 
manner upon the privacy of a gentleman? How canyou be so whoUy 
destitute of self-ref»pect as to be guilty of such remarkable ill-breeding?" 
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^* Mj bufiiness, Sir John, is not of a common kind, I do assure you,*' 
retumed the person he addressed. '' If I have taken any imcommon 
couTse to get admiasion to you, I hope I shall be pardoned on that account." 

" Well I we shall eee ; we shall see," retumed Sir John, whose face 
cleared up when he saw who it was, and whose prepossessing smile was 
now restored. " I am sure we have met before," he added, in his winning 
tone, " but really 1 forget your name ? " 

" My name is Gabriel Varden, sir." 

" Varden, of course, Varden," retumed Sir John, tapping his forehead, 
" Dear me, how very defective my memory becomes ! Varden, to be 
sure — Mr. Varden the locksmith. You have a charming wife, Mr. 
Varden, and a most beautiful daughter. They are well ? " 

Gabriel thanked hiui, and said they were. 

" I rejoice to hear it," said Sir John. " Commend me to them when 
you retum, and say that I wished I were fortunate enough to convey 
myself, the salute which I entrust you to deliver. And what," he asked 
very sweetly, after a moment's pause, " can I do for you ? You may 
command me freely." 

" I thank you, Sir John," said Gabriel, with some pride in his manner 
" but I have come to ask no favour of you, though I come on business.— 
Private," he added, with a glance at the man who stood looking on, " and 
very pressing business." 

" I pannot say you are the more welcome for being independent, and 
having nothing to ask of me," retumed Sir Johngraciously, " for I should 
have been happy to render you a Service ; still, you are welcome on any 
terms. Oblige me with some more chocolate. Peak, and don't wait." 

The man retired, and left them alone. 

" Sir John," said Gabriel, " I am a working-man, and have been so all 
my life. If I don't prepare you enough far what I have to teil ; if I 
come to the point too abruptly ; and give you a shock, which a gentle- 
man could have spared you, or at all events lessened very much ; I hope 
you will give me credit for meaning well. I wisli to be carefiü and 
considerate, and I trust that in a straightforvvard person like me, you '11 
take the will for the deed." 

" Mr. Varden," retumed the other, perfectly composed under this ex- 
ordium ; " 1 beg you 11 take a chair. Chocolate, perhaps, you dont 
relish ? Well ! it is an acquired taste, no doubt." 

" Sir John," said Gabriel, who had acknowledged with a bow the in- 
vitation to be seated, but had not availed himseli of it ; " Sir John"— 
he dropped his voice and drew nearer to the bed — " I am just now come 
from Newgate " 

" Good Qad I " cried Sir Jolm,hastily sitting up in bed ; "from New- 
gate, Mr. Varden ! How could you be so very imprudent as to come 
from Newgate ! Newgate, where there are jail-fevers, and ragged people, 
and barefooted men and women, and a thousand horrors 1 Peak, brin^ 
the camphor, quick 1 Heaven and earth, Mr. Varden, my dear good 
Boul, how could you come from Newgate ? " 

Gabriel retumed no answer, but looked on in silence while Peak (who 
had entered with the hot chocolate) ran to a drawer, and retuming with 
a bottle, sprinkled his master's dressing-gown and the bedding; and, 
besides moistening the locksmith himself plentifully, described a circle 
round about hiin on the carpet. When he had done this, he again retiied, 
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and Sir John, reclining in an eas^ attitude on bis pillow, once more 
tiimed a smiling face towards his visitor. 

" You will forgive me, Mr. Varden, I am sure, for being at first a little 
sensitive both, on your account and mj own. I confees I was startled, 
notwitbstanding your delicate exordium. Might I ask von to do me 
the favour not to approach any nearer ? — You bave really come from 
Ne wgate ? " 

The locksmitb inclined bis bead. 

** In-deed 1 And now, Mr. Varden, all exaggeration and embellisb- 
ment apart,'^ said Sir Jobn Cbester, confidentially, as be sipped bis 
cbocolate, " wbat kind of place ia Newgate ?" 

" A Strange place, Sir John," retumed the locksmitb, " of a sad and 
doleful kina. A stränge place, wbere many stränge tliings are beard 
and seen ; but few more stränge tban that 1 come to teU you of. The 
case is urgent. I am sent here." 

" Not — no, no — not from the jail ? " 

" Yes, Sir Jobn ; from the jaiL" 

" And my good, eredulous, open-bearted friend," said Sir Jobn, setting 
down bis cup, and laugbing, — " by whom ? " 

"By a man called Dennis — for many years the bangman, and to- 
morrow moming the banged," retumed the locksmitb. 

Sir John had expected — had been quite certain from the first — that 
he would say be had come from Hugh, and was prepared to meet bim 
on that point. But tbis answer occasioned bim a degree of astonisb- 
ment wbicb, for the moment, be could not, with all bis command of 
feature, nrevent his face from expressing. He quickly subdued it, how- 
ever, ana said in the same light tone : 

" And wbat does the gentleman require of me ? My memory may be 
at fault again, but I don't recoUect tnat I ever had the pleasure of an 
introduction to bim, or that I ever numbered bim among my personal 
friends, I do assure you, Mr. Varden." 

"Sir Jobn," retumed the locksmitb, gravely, "I will teil you, as 
nearly as I can, in the words he used to me, wbat be desires that you sbould 
know, and wbat you ought to know without a moment*s loss of time." 

Sir John Cbester settled himself in a position of greater repose, and 
looked at his visitor with an expression of lace wbicb seemed to say, " Tbis 
is an amusing fellow ! I '11 bear bim out." 

" You may bave seen in the newspapers, sir," said Gabriel, pointing to 
tbe one wbicb lay by bis side, " that I was a witness against this man 
itpon bis trial some days since ; and that it was not his fault I was alive, 
and able to speak to wbat I knew." 

" May bave seen ! " cried Sir John. " My dear Mr. Varden, you are 
quite a public character, and live in all men^ thoughts most deservedly. 
Notbing can exceed tbe interest with wbicb I read your testimony, and 
remembered that I had the pleasure of a sligbt acquaintance with you. 
— I hope we sbaU bave your portrait published." 

" Tbis moming, sir," said tbe locksmitb, taking no notice of these 
compliments, " early tbis moming, a message was orought to me from 
Newgate, at tbis man's request, desiring that I would go and see bim, 
for he had sometbing particular to communicate. I needn't teil you that 
he is no friend of mine, and that I had never seen bim until tbe rioters 
beset my bouse." 

26 
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Sir John tumed bimself genüy with tbe newspaper, and nodded. 

"I knew, howevei'j from the general report," resumed Gabriel, "that 
tbe Order for bis execution to-morrow went down to tbe prison last night; 
and looking upon bim as a dying man, I complied with bis request^ 

" You are quite a Cbristian, Mr. Varden," said Sir Jobn ; "and inthat 
amiable capacity, ^ou increase my desire tbat you sbould take a chair." 

" He saia," continued Gabriel, looking steadily at tbe knlgbt, "tbat he 
bad sent to me, because be bad no friend or companion in tbe whole 
World (being tbe common bangman), and because be believed, from the 
way in wbicb I bad given my evidence, tbat I was an bonest man, and 
would act truly by bim. He said tbat, being sbunned by everyone who 
knew bis caUing, even by people of tbe lowest and most wretcbed grade, 
and finding, wben be jomed tbe lioters, tbat tbe men be acted with had 
no suspicion of it (wbicb I believe is true enougb, for a poor fool of an 
old 'prentice of mine was one of tbem), be bad kept bis own counsel, up to 
tbe time of bis being taken and put in jail.'' 

" Very discreet of Mr. Dennis, observed Sir Jobn witb a eligbt yawn, 
tbougb still witb tbe utmost aflfability, " but — except for your admirable 
and lucid manner of telling it, wbicb is perfect — not very intereating to 
me." 

" Wben," pursued tbe locksmitb, quite unabasbed and wbolly regaidless 
of tbese interruptions, " wben be was taken to tbe jail, be found tbat his 
fellow prisoner in tbe same room was a young man, Hugb by name, a 
leader in tbe riots, wbo bad been betrayed and given up by bimsell 
From sometbing wbicb feil from tbis unbappy creature in tbe course of 
tbe angry words tbey bad at meeting, be discovered tbat bis motber had 
Buffered tbe deatb to wbicb tbey botb are now condemned. — Tbe time is 
very sbort, Sir Jobn." 

Tbe knigbt laid down bis paper fan, replaced bis cup upon tbe table 
at bis aide, and, saving for tbe smile tbat lurked about bis moutb, looked 
at tbe locksmitb witb as mucb steadiness as tbe locksmitb looked at him. 

" Tbey bave been in prison now, a montb. One conversation led to 
many more ; and tbe bangman soon found, from a comparison of time, 
and place, and dates, tbat be bad executed tbe sentence of tbe law upon 
tbis woman, bimself. Sbe bad been tempted by want — as so many people 
are— iuto the easy crime of passing forged notes. Sbe was young and 
bandsome : and the traders wbo employ men, women, and cbüdren in 
tbis traffic, looked upon her as one wbo was well adapted for their business, 
and wbo would prooably go on witbout suspicion for a long time. But 
tbey were mistaken ; for sbe was stopped in tbe commission of her very 
first offence, and died for it. Sbe was of gipsy blood, Sir Jobn ^ 

It might bave been tbe effect of a passing cloud wbicb obscured the 
ßun, and cast a shadow on his face ; but tbe knigbt tumed deadly pale. 
Still be met tbe locksmitb's eye, as before. 

" Sbe was of gipsy blood, Sir Jobn," repeated Gabriel, " and bad a high, 
free spirit. Tbis, and her good looks, and her lofty manner, interested 
some gentlemen wbo were easily moved by dark eyes ; and efforts were 
made to save her. Tbey might bave been successful, if sbe would have 
given tbem any clue to her bistory. But sbe never would, or did. Theie 
was reason to suspect tbat sbe would make an attempt upon her life. 
A watch was set upon her night and day ; and from tbat time sbe never 
spoke again ^" 
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Sir John ßtretclied out hia hand towards his cup. The locksmith 
going on, arrested it half-way. 

" — ^Until she had but a minute to live. Then she broke silence, and 
Said, in a low firm voice which no one heard but this executioner, for all 
other living creatures had retired and left her to her fate, " If I had a 
dagger within these fingers, and he was within mj reach, I would strike 
him dead before me, even now ! " The man asked * Who ?' She said, 
' The father of her boy."' 

Sir John drew bacK his outstretched hand, and seeing that the lock- 
smith paused, signed to him with easy politeness, and without any new 
appearance of emotion, to proceed. 

" It was the first word she had ever spoken, from which it could be 
nnderstood that she had any relative on earth. * Was the child alive ? ' 
he asked. * Yes.' He asked her where it was, its name, and whether 
ehe had any wish respecting it. She had but one, she said. It was that 
the bo^ might live and grow, in utter ignorance of his father, so that no 
arts might teach him to be gentle and forgiving. When he became a man, 
she trusted to the God of their tribe, to bring the father and the son 
together, and revenge her through her child. He asked her other questions, 
but she spoke no more. Indeed, he says, she scarcely said this much to 
him, but stood with her face tumed upwards to the sky, and never looked 
towards him once." 

Sir John took a pinch of snuff ; glanced approvingly at an elegant 
little sketch, entitled " Nature," on the wall ; and raising his eyes to the 
locksmith's face aeain, said, with an air of courtesy and patronage, " You 

were observing, Mr. Varden " 

" That she never," retumed the locksmith, who was not to be diverted 
by any artifice from his firm manner, and his steady gaze, " that she 
never looked towards him once, Sir John ; and so she died, and he for- 
got her. But, some years afterwards, a man was sentenced to die the 
same death, who was a gipsy too ; a sunburnt, swarthy fellow ; almost 
a wild man ; and while he lay in prison under sentence, he, who had 
seen the hangman more than once while he was free, cut an image of 
him on his stick, by wav of bra\'ing death, and showing those who 
attended on him, how little he cared or thought about it. He gave this 
stick into his hands at Tybum, and told him then, that the woman I 
had spoken of had left her own people to ioin a fine gentleman, and that, 
being deserted by him, and cast off by her old friends, she had swom 
within her own proud, breast, that whatever her misery might be, she 
woTild ask no help of any human being. He told him that she had kepli 
her word to the last ; and that, meeting even him in the streeta — he had 
been fond of her once, it seems— she had slipped from him by a trick, 
and he never saw her again, until, being in one of the fremient crowds 
at Tyburn, with some of his rough companions, he had been driven 
almost mad by seeing in the criminal under another name, whose death 
he had come to witness, herseif. Standing in the «ime place in which he 
had stood, he told the hangman this, and told him too her real name, 
which only her own people and the gentleman for whose sake she had 
left them, knew.— That name he will teil again, Sir John, to none but 

you." 

" To none but me ! " exclaimed the knight, pausing in the act of 
raising his cup to his lips, with a perfectly steady hand, and curling up 
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his little finger for the better display of a brilliant ring with which it 
was omamented: " but me ! — My dear Mr. Varden, how very preposterous, 
to select me for his confidence ! With you at his elbow, too, who are so 
perfectly trust^orthy ! " 

" Sir John, Sir Jonn," retumed the locksmith, " at twelve to-morrow, 
these men die. Hear the few woids I have to add, and do not hope to 
deceive me ; for though I am a piain man of humble Station, and you 
are a gentleman of rank and leaming, the truth raises me to your level, 
and I KNOW that you anticipate the disclosure with which 1 am about 
to end, and that you believe this doomed man, Hugh, to be your son." 

" Nay," said Sir John, bantering him with a gay air ; " the wild gen- 
tleman who died so suddenly, scarcely went as lar as that, I think ? " 

" He did not," retumed tue locksmith, " for she had bound him by 
some pledge, known only to these people, and which the worst among 
them respect, not to teil your name : but, in a fantastic pattem on the 
stick, he nad carved some letters, and when the hangman asked it, he 
bade him, especially if he should ever meet with her son in after life, 
remember that place welL" 

"What place?" 

" ehester." 

The knight iinished his cu^ of chocolate with an appearance of infinite 
relish, and carefuUy wiped his lips upon his handkerchief. 

" Sir John," said the locksmith, " tnis is all that has been told to me ; 
but since these two men have been left for death, they have conferred 
together closely. See them, and hear what they can add. See tMs 
Dennis, and leam from him what he has not trusted to me. If you, who 
hold the due to all, want corroboration (which you do not), the means 
are easy." 

" And to what," said John ehester, rising on his elbow, after smooth- 
ing the piUow for its reception ; " my dear, good-natured, estimable Mr. 
Varden — with whom I cannot be angry if 1 would — to what does all 
thistend?" 

" I take you for a man, Sir John, and 1 suppose it tends to some pleading 
of natural affection in your breast," retumed the locksmith — " 1 suppose 
to the straining of every nerve, and the exertion of all the influence you 
have, or can make, in behalf of your miserable son, and the man who 
has disclosed his existence to you. At the worst, I suppose to your see- 
ing you son, and awakening him to a sense of his crime and danger. He 
has no such sense now. Think what his life must have been, when he 
said, in my hearing, that if I moved you to anything, it would be to 
hastening his deatn, and ensuring his silence, if you had it in your 
power ! " 

"And have you, my good Mr. Varden," said Sir John in a tone of mild 
reproof, " have you really lived to your present age, and remained so very 
simple and credulous as to appoach a gentleman of established character 
with such credentials as these, from desperate men in their last extremity 
catching at any straw ? Oh dear ! Oh fie, fie ! " 

The locksmith was going to interpose, but he stopped him : 

"On any other subject, Mr. Varden, I shall be delighted — I shall be 
charmed — ^to converse with you, but I owe it to my own character not 



to pursue this topic for another moment." 
« Think better of it, sir, 



when I am gone," returned the locksmith; 
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think better of it, sir. Although you have, thrice within as many weeks, 
tyiined yoiir lawful son, Mr. Edward, from your door, you may have 
time, you may have years to make your peace with him^ Sir John ; but 
twelve o'clock will soon be here, and soon be past for ever." 

^* I thank you very much," retumed the knight, kissing his delicate 
band to the locksmith, " for your guileless advice ; and I only wish, my 
good soul — although your simplicity is quite captivating — that you had 
a little more worldly wisdom. I never 8o much regretted the arrival of 
my hairdresser as 1 do at thia moment. God bless you ! Good moming 1 
You '11 not forget my message to the ladies, Mr. Varden ? Peak, show 
Mr. Varden to the door.** 

Gabriel said no more, but gave the knight a parting look, and left bim. 
As he quitted the room, Sir John's face changed ; and the smile gave 
place to a haggard and anxious expression, Hke that of a weary actor 
jaded by the Performance of a difficult part. He rose from his bed with 
a heavy sigh, and wrapped himself in Eis moming-gown. 

" So ehe kept her word," he said, " and was constant to her threat ! I 
would I had never seen that dark face of hers — I might have read these 
consequences in it, from the iirst. This afifair would make a noise abroad, 
if it rested on better evidence ; but, as it is, and by not joining the scat- 
tered links of the chain^ I can afford to slight it. Extremely distressing 
to be the parent of sucn an uncouth creature ! Still, I gave bim very 
good advice. I told him he would certainly be hanged. I could have 
done no more if I had known of our relationship ; and there are a great 
many fathers who have never done as much for thei/r natural children. 
The hairdresser may come in. Peak ! " 

The hairdresser came in ; and saw in Sir John ehester (whose accom- 
modating conscience was soon quieted by the numerous precedents that 
occurred to him in support of his last Observation), the same imper- 
turbable, fetscinating, elegant gentleman he had seen yesterday, and many 
yesterdays before. 




CHAPTER LXXVI. 

As the locksmith walked slowly away from Sir John ehesteres Cham- 
bers, he lingered under the trees which shaded the path, almost hoping 
that he might be summoned to retum. He had tumed back thrice, and 
still loitered at the comer, when the clock Struck twelve. 

It was a solemn sound, and not merely for its reference to to-morrow ; 
for he knew that in that chime the murderer*s knell was rung. He had 
seen him pass along the crowded street, amidst the execration of the 
throng, and marked bis quivering lip, and trembling limbs ; the ashy 
hue upon his face, his clammy brow, the wild distraction of his eye, — 
the fear of death that swallowedup all other thoughts, and gnawed without 
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cessation at bis heart and brain* He haÄ marked tbe wandermg look, 
seeking for bope, and finding, tum wbere it would, despair. He had 
Been tbe remorsefnl, pitiful, desolate creature, riding witn bis coffin bj 
bis aide, to tbe gibbet He knew tbat, to tbe last, be bad been an nn- 
Tielding obdurate man ; tbat in tbe savage terror of bis condition be bad 
bcuxlened, ratber tban relented, to bis wue and cbild ; and tbat tbe last 
words wbicb bad pasaed bis wbite Ups weie curses on tbem as bis 
enemies. 

Mr. Haredale bad determined to be tbeie, and see it done. NoÜiing 
but tbe eyidence of Ms own senses could satisfy tbat gloomy tbirst for 
retribution wbicb bad been gatbenng upon bim for so many years. Tbe 
locksmitb knew tbis, and wben tbe cbimes bad ceased to vibrate, bmried 
awav to meet bim. 

" For tbese two men," be said, as be went, " I cando nomore. Heavenbave 
mercY on tbem ! Alas ! I say I can do no more for tbem, bat wbom can I 
belp ? Mary Kudge will bave a bome, and a firm friend wben sbe most 
wants one ; but Barnaby — ^poor Bamaby — ^wilÜng Bamaby — wbat aid oon 
I render bim ? Tbere are many, manymen of sense,God foreiveme," 
cried tbe bonest locksmitb, stopping in a narrow court to pass nis band 
across bis eyes, " I could better afford to lose tban Bamaby. We bave 
always been good friends, but I never knew tili now, bow mucb I loved 
tbe lad." 

Tbere were not many in tbe great city wbo tbougbt of Bamaby that 
day, otberwise tban as an actor in a sbow wbicb was to take place to- 
morrow. But if tbe wbole population bad bad bim in tbeir minds, and 
wished bis life to be spared, not one among tbem could bave done so 
witb a purer zeal or ^ater singleness of beart tban tbe good locksmitb. 

Bamaby was to die. Tbere was no bope. It is not tbe least evil 
attendant upon tbe frequent exbibition of tbis last dread punisbment of 
Deatb, tbat it bardens tbe minds of tbose wbo deal it out, and makes 
tbem, tbougb tbey be amiable men in otber respects, indifferent to, or 
unconscious of, tbeir great responsibility. Tbe word bad gone fortb that 
Bamaby was to die. It went fortb, every montb, for ligbter crimes. It 
was a tbing so common, tbat very few were startled by tbe awful sen- 
tence, or cared to question its propriety. Just tben, too, wben tbe law 
bad been so flagrantly outraged, its dignity must be asserted. Tlie 
Symbol of its dignity — stamped upon every page of tbe criminal Statute 
book — was tbe gallows ; and Bamaby was to die. 

Tbejr bad tried to save bim. Tbe locksmitb bad carried petitions and 
memorials to tbe fountain-bead, witb bis own bands. But tbe well was 
not one of mercy, and Bamaby was to die. 

From tbe first bis motber bad never left bim, save at nigbt ; and with 
ber beside bim, be was as usual contented. On tbis b^ day be was 
more elated and more proud tban be bad been yet ; and wben ehe 
dropped tbe book sbe bad been readins to bim aloud and feil upon his 
neck, be stopped in bis busy task of folding a piece of crape about his 
bat, and wondered at ber anguisb, Qrip uttered a feeble croak, balf in 
encouragement, it seemed, and balf in remonstrance, but be wanted heart 
to sustain it, and lapsed abruptly into silence. 

Witb tbem wbo stood upon tbe brink of tbe great gulf wbicb none 
.<^ see beyond, Time, so soon to lose itself in vast Etemity, rolled on 
lute a mighty nver, swoUen and rapid as it neara tbe sea. It was mora- 



BARNABT RUDQS. iOft 

ing but now ; they bad sat and talked together in a dream ; and here 
was evening. Tbe dreadful hour of Separation, which even yesterday 
had seemed so distant, was at hand. 

They walked out into the courtyard, clinging to each other, but not 
speaking. Bamaby knew that the jail was a dull, sad, miserable place, 
and looked forward to to-morrow, as to a passage from it to something 
bright and beautifuL He had a vague impression too, that he was ex- 
pected to be brave — that he was a man of great consequence, and that 
the prison people would be glad to make him weep. He trod the ground 
more firmly as he thought of this, and bade her take heart and cry no 
more, and feel how steady his hand was. " They call me silly, mother. 
They shall see to-mörrow I " 

Dennis and Hugh were in the courtyard. Hugh came forth from his 
cell as they did, stretching himself as though he had been sleeping. 
Dennis sat upon a bench in a comer, with his knees and chin huddled 
together, and rocked himself to and fro like a person in severe pain. 

The mother and son remained on one side of the court, and these two 
men upon the other. Hugh strode up and down, glancing fiercely every 
now and then at the bright summer sky, and looking round, when he 
had done so, at the walls. 

" No reprieve ! No reprieve ! Nobody comes near us. There's only 
the night left now I '' moaned Dennis faintly, as he wrung his hands. 
" Do you think theVU reprieve me in the night, brother ? IVe known 
reprieves come in the night, afore now. I've Known 'em come as late as 
five, six, and seven o'clock in the moming. Don't you think there's a 
good Chance yet, — don't you ? Say you do. Say you do, young man," 
whined the miserable creature, with an imploring gesture towards Bar- 
naby, " or I shall go mad 1 " 

" Better be mad than sane here," said Hugh. " Go mad." 

" But teil me what you think. Somebody teil me what he thinks ! " 
cried the wretched object, — so mean, and wretched, and despicable, that 
even Pity's seif might have tumed away, at the sight of such a being in 
the likeness of a man. " Isn't there a chance for me ? — isn't there a good 
Chance for me ? Isn't it likely they may be doiiig this to frighten me ? 
Don't you think it is ? Oh 1 " he almost shrieked, as he wrung his hands, 
" won't anybody give me comfort ! " 

" You ought to be the best, instead of the worst," said Hugh, stopping 
before him. " Ha, ha, ha ! See the hangman when it comes home to him ! " 

" You don't know what it is," cried Dennis, actually writhing as he 
spoke : " I do. That I siould come to be worked off ! I ! I ! That I 
snould come I " 

" And why not ?" said Hugh, as he thrust back his matted hair to get 
a better view of his late associate. " How often, before I knew your trade, 
did I hear you talking of'this as if it was a treat ? " 

" I ain't unconsistent,*' screamed the miserable creature ; " I *d talk so 
again if I was hangman. Some other man has sot my old opinions at 
this minute. That makes it worse. Somebody's longing to work me off. 
I know by myself that somebod v must be l " 

" He 11 soon have his longing," said Hugh, resuming his walk. " Think 
of that, and be quiet." 

Althoueh one of these men displayed, in his speech and bearing, the 
jnost recKless hardihood ; and the other, in his every word and action, 
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testified such an extreme of abject cowardice, that it was humiliating to 
see him ; it would be difficult to say which of them would most Imve 
repelled and shocked an observer. Hugb's was the dogged desperation of 
a savage at tbe stake ; tbe hangman was reduced to a condition little 
better, if any, than that of a hound with the halter round his neck. Yet, 
as Mr. Dennis knew and could have told them, these were the two com- 
monest states of mind in persons brooght to their pass. Such was the 
wholesale growth of the seed sown by the law, that this kind of harvest 
was usually looked for, as a matter of course. 

In one respect they all agreed. The wandering and uncontroUable 
traiu of thought, suggesting sudden recollectious of things distant and 
long forgotten and remote from each other — the vague restless craying 
for something undefined, which nothing could satisfy — the swift flight 
of the minutes, fusing themselves into hours, as if by enchantment— the 
rapid coming of the solemn night — ^the shadow of death always upon 
them, and yet so dim and faint, that objects the meanest and most Irivial 
started from the gloom beyond, and forced themselves upon the view— 
the impossibility of holding the mind, even if they had been so disposed, 
to pemtence and preparation, or of keeprng it to any point while one 
hiaeous fascination tempted it away — ^these things were common to them 
all, and varied only in tneir outward tökens. 

'* Fetch me the book I left within— upon your bed," she said to Bamaby, 
as the clock Struck. " Kiss me first." 

He looked in her face, and saw there, that the time was come. After 
a long embrace, he tore himself away, and ran to bring it to her, biddins 
her not stir tili he came back. He soon retumed, for a shriek recalled 
him, — but she was gone. 

He ran to the yard-gate, and looked through. They were carrying 
her away. She had saia her heart would break. It was better so. 

"Don't you think," whimpered Dennis, creeping up to him, as he 
stood with his feet rooted to the ground, gazing at the blank walls— 
"don't you think there's still a chance? It*s a dreadful end; ifs a 
terrible end for a man like me. Don't you think there's a chance ? I 
don't mean for you, I mean for me. Don't let him hear us (meaning 
Hugh) ; he's so desperate." 

" Now then," said the officer, who had been loun^ng in and out with 
his hands in his pockets, and yawning as if he were in tne last extremitj 
for some subject of interest : it's time to tum in, boys." 

" Not yet,'' cried Dennis, " not yet. Not for an hour yet" 

" I say, — your watch goes different from what it used to," retumed 
the man. ^^ Once upon a time it was always too fast If s got the other 
fault now." 

"Mjr fiiend," cried the wretched creature, faUing on his knees, "my 
dear niend — you always were my dear friend — there's some mistake. 
Some letter has been mislaid, or some messenger has been stopped upon 
the way. He may have fallen dead. I saw a man once, fall aown dead 
in the street, myself, and he hadpapers in his pocket Send to inquire. 
Let somebody go to inquire. Tney never will hang me. They never 
can» — ^Yes, they will," he cried, starting to his feet witn a terrible scream, 
" They^ll hang me by a trick, and keep the pardon back. If s a plot 
agaiMt me. I shall lose my life ! " And uttering another yelL he feil 
m a fit upon the ground, ^ j -^ 
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^^ See the hangman when it comes home to him ! " cried Hugh again, 
as they bore him away. — " Ha, ha, ha ! Courage, bold BamaDv, what 
care we ? Your hand ! They do well to put us out of the World, for if 
we got loose a second time, we wouldn't let them off so easy, eh? 
Another shake I A man can die but once. If you wake in the night, 
sing that out lustily, and fall asleep agaiin. Ha, na, ha ! " 

Bamaby glanced once more through the grate into the empty yard ; 
and then watched Hugh as he strode to the steps leading to his sleeping- 
cell. He heard him shout, and burst into a roar of laughter, and saw 
him flourish his hat. Then he tumed awav himself, like one who 
walked in his sleep ; and, without any sence of fear or sorrow, lay down 
on his pallet, listening for the clock to strike again. 
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CHAPTER LXXVII. 

The time wore on. The noises in the streets became less frequent by 
degrees, until silence was scarcely broken save by the belk in church 
towers, marking the progress — softer and more stealthy while the city 
slumbered — of that Great Watcher with the hoary head, who never sleeps 
or rests. In the brief interval of darkness and repose which feverish 
towns enjoy, all busy sounds were hushed ; and those who awoke from 
dreams lay listening in their beds, and longed for dawn, and wished the 
dead of the night were past 

Into the Street outside the iail's main wall, workmen came straggling at 
thissolemn hour, in groups oitwoorthree,andmeetingin the centre,cast 
their took upon the ground, and spoke in whispers. Others soon issued 
from the jail itself, bearing on their Shoulders planks and beams : these 
materials being all brought forth, the rest bestirred themselves, and the 
dull sound of nammers besan to echo through the stillness. 

Here and there among this knot of labourers, one, with a lautem or a 
smoky link, stood by to light his fellows at their work ; and by its doubt- 
ful aid, some might* be dimly seen taking up the pavement of the road, 
while others held great upright posts, or fixed them in the holes thus 
made for their reception. Some dragged slowly on, towards the rest, an 
empty cart, which they brought rumbling from the prisonyard ; while 
others erected strong barriers across the street All were busily engaged. 
Their dusky figures moving to and fro, at that unusual hour, so active 
and so silent, might have been taken for those of shadowy creatures 
toiling at midnight on some ghostly unsubstantial work, which, like them- 
selves, would vanish with the first gleam of day, and leave but moming 
zmst and vapour. 

While it was yet dark, a few lookers-on coUected, who had plainly come 
there for the purpose and intended to remain : even those who had to 
pasa the spot on their way to some other place, lingered, and lingered yet^ 
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as thougb the attraction ofthat were iiresistible. Meanwliile the noise of 
saw and mallet went on briskly, mingled with the clattering of boards on 
the stone pavement of the road, and sometimes with the workmen's voices 
as they caÜed to one another. Whenever the chimes of the neigbbouring 
church were heard— and that was eveiy quarter of an hour — a stränge 
Sensation, instantaneous and indescribable, out perfectly obvious, seemä 
to pervade them all. 

6radually,a feint brightness ap^eared in the east, and the air, which had 
been very warm all through the night, feit cool and chilly Though there 
was no daylight yet, the aarkness was diminished, and the stars looked 
pale. The prison, which had been a mere black mas^ with little shape 
or form, put on its usual aspect ; and ever and anon a solitary watchman 
could be Seen i^on its roof, stopping to look down upon the preparations 
in the street. This man, from forming, as it were, a ^art of the jail, and 
knowing or being supposed to know all ihat was passing within, became 
an object of as much interest, and was as eagerly looked for, and as awfully 
pointed out, as if he had been a spirit 

By-and-bye, the feeble light grew stronger, and the honses with their 
sign-boards and inscriptions, stood plainly out, in the duU grey moming. 
Heavy stage Waggons crawled from the innyard opposite ; and travellers 
peeped out ; and as they roUed sluggishly away, cast many a backward 
look towards the jail. And now, the sun's first beams came glancing into 
the Street ; and the night's work, which, in its various stages and in the 
varied fancies of the lookers-onhad taken a hundred shapes, wore its own 
proper form — a scaffold, and a gibbet. 

As the warmth of the cheerfiü day began to shed itself upon the scanty 
crowd, the murmur of tongues was heara, shutters were thrown open, and 
blinds drawn up, and those who had slept in rooms over ^amst the 
prison, where places to see the execution were let at high prices, rose 
hastily from their beds. In some of the houses, people were busy taking 
out the window sashes for the better accommodation of spectators : in 
others, the spectators were already seated, and beguiling the time with 
Cards, or drink, or jokes among themselves. Some had purchased seats 
upon the housetops, and were already erawling to their stations from 
parapet and garret- window. Some were yet bargaining for good places, 
and stood in them in a State of indecision ; gazing at the slowly-swellii^ 
crowd, and at the workmen as they rested ustlessly against the scaffold 
— affecting to listen with indifference to the proprietor's eulogy of the 
commandmg view his house afforded, and the surpassing cheapness of 
bis terms. 

A fairer moming never shone. From the roofs and upper storeys of 
these buildings, the spires of city churches and the great cathedral dome 
were visible, rising up beyond the prison, into the blue sky, and clad in 
the colour of light summer clouds, and showing in the clear atmosphere 
their every scrap of tracery and fretwork, and every niche and loophole. 
All was brightness and promise, excepting in the street below, into 
which (for it yet lay in shadow) the eye looked down as into a dark 
trench, where, in the midst of so much life, and hope, and renewal of 
existence, stood the terrible instrument of death. It seemed as if the 
very 8un forebore to look upon it 

\^^r^} ^^ ^^ better, grim and sombre in the shade, than when, the day 
oemg more advanced, it stoo4 co^fessed in thß füll glare and glory of 
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tbe suB, with its black point blistermg, and its nooses dangling in the 
light like loathsome garlands. It was better in tbe solitude and 
ffloom of midnigbt, witb a few forms clustering about it, tban in tbe 
fresbness and tbe 8tir of moming : tbe centre of an eager crowd. It woa 
better baunting tbe street like a spectre, wben men were in tbeir beds, 
and influencin^ percbance tbe city's dreams, tban braving tbe broad day, 
and tbrusting its obscene presence upon tbeir waking senses. 

Five o'clooL bad Struck — six — seven— and eigbt Along tbe two main 
streets at eitber end of tbe croBsway. a living stream bad now set in, 
rolling towards tbe marts of gain and businesa. Carts, coacbes, waggons, 
trucks; and barrows, forced a passage tbrougb tbe outskirts of tbe tbron^, 
and clattered on in tbe same oirection. Some of tbese, wbicb were public 
conveyances, and bad come from a sbort distance in tbe country, stopped ; 
and tbe driver pointed to tbe gibbet witb bis wbip, tbougb be migbt 
bave spared bimself tbe pains, for tbe beads of all tbe passengers werä 
tumed tbat way witbout bis belp, and tbe coacb- Windows were stuck 
f uU of staring eyes. In some of tbe carts and waggons, women migbt be 
Seen, glancing fearfully at tbe eame unsigbtly Saing ; and even littk 
cbildren were beld up above tbe people's b^s to see wbat kind of toy a 
gallows was, and leam bow men were banged. 

Two rioters were to die before tbe prison, wbo bad been concemed in 
tbe attack upon it ; and one directl^r afterwards in Bloomsbury Square. 
At nine o'clock, a strong body of nulitary marcbed into tbe street, and 
formed and lined a narrow passage into Holbom, wbicb bad been in- 
differently kept all nigbt by constables. Tbrougb tbis, anotber cart was 
brougbt (tbe one already mentioned bad been employed in tbe construc- 
tion of tbe scafifold), and wbeeled up to tbe prison ^ate. Tbese prepara- 
tions made, tbe soldiers stood at ease ; tbe officers lounged to and uo in 
tbe alley they bad made« or talked togetber at tbe scanold's foot ; and 
tbe concourse, wbicb bad been rapidly augmenting for some bours, and 
still received additions every minute, waited witb an impatience wbicb 
increased witb every cbime of St Sepulcbre's clock, for twelve at 
noon. 

Up to tbis time tbey bad been very quiet, comparatively quiet, save 
wben tbe anival of some new party at a window, nitberto unoccupied, 
gave them sometbing new to look at or to talk of. But, as tbe bour ap- 
proacbed, a buzz and hum aroee, wbicb, deepening every moment, soon 
swelled into a roar, and seemed to fiU tbe air. No words or even voices 
could be distinguisbed'in tbis clamour, nor did tbey speak mucb to eacb 
otber ; tbougb sucb as were better informed upon tbe topic tban tbe 
rest, would teil tbeir neigbbours, perbaps, tbat tbey migbt know tbe 
bangman wben be came out, by bis being tbe sborter one : and tbat tbe 
man wbo was to suflfer witb bim was named Hugb : and tbat it was 
Bamaby Budge wbo would be banged in Bloomsbury Square. 

Tbe bum grew, as tbe time drew near, so loud, tbat tbose wbo were 
at tbe Windows could not bear tbe cburcb clock strike, tbougb it was 
dose at band. Nor bad tbey any need to bear it, eitber, for tbey could 
see it in tbe people's faces. So surely as anotber quarter cbimed, tbere 
was a movement in tbe crowd— as if sometbinc bad passed over it — as 
if tbe ligbt upon tbem bad been cbanged — in wbicb tbe fact was readable 
as on a brazen dial, figured by a giant's band. 

Tbree quarters past eleven ! Tbe murmuy now was deafening, yet 
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eveiy man seemed mute. Look where you would among the crowd, you 
saw strained eyes and Ups compressed ; it would have been difficult for 
the most vi^lant observer topoint this wavor that, and say that yonder 
man had cned out It were as eo^y to detect tlie motion of lips in a 
sea-shelL 

Three-quarters pa&t eleven ! Many spectators who had retired from 
the Windows, came babk refieshed, as though theirwatch had just b^n. 
Those who had fallen asleep, roused themselves ; and every person in 
the crowd made one last effort to better his position — which caused a press 
against the sturdy barriers that made them bend and yield like twigs. 
Tne officers, who until now had kept together, feil into their several 
positions, and gave the word of command. Swords were drawn, muskets 
shouldered, and the bright steel winding its way among the crowd, 
gleamed and glittered in the sun like a river. Along this shining path 
two men came hurrying on, leadins a horse, which was speedüy hamessed 
to the cart at the prison-door. Tnen, a profound silence leplaced the 
tumult that had so long been gathering, and a breathless pause ensued. 
Every whidow was now choked up with heads ; the housetops teemed 
with people — clinging to chimneys, peering over gable-ends, and holding 
on where the sudden loosening of any brick or stone would dajsh them 
down into the street The church tower, the church roof , the church- 
yard, the prison leads, the very waterspouts and lamp-posts^-every inch 
of room — swarmed with human life. 

At the first stroke of twelve the prison bell began to tolL Then the 
roar — ^mingled now with cries of " Hats off ! " and " Poor fellows ! * and, 
from some specks in the sreat concourse, with a shriek or groan — ^burst 
forth again. It was terrible to see — if anyone in that distraction of ex- 
citement could have seen — the world of eager eyes, all strained upon the 
scaffold and the beam. 

The hollow murmuring was heard within the jail as plainl^ as without 
The three were broi^ht forth into the yard, together, as it resounded 
through the air. They knew ita Import welL 

'• D Ve hear ? " cried Hugh, undaunted by the sound. " They expect 
US ! I heard them gathering when I woke in the night, and tumed over 
on tfother side and feil asteep a^ain. We shall see how they welcome 
the hangman, now that it comes nome to him. Ha, ha, ha ! " 

The Ordinarv, Coming up at this moment, reproved him for his inde- 
cent mirth, and advised him to alter his demeanour. 

"And why, masterf" said Hush. '^Can I do better than bear it 
easily ? You bear it easily enou^. Oh ! never teil me," he cried, as 
the other would have spoken, " for all your sad look and your solemn 
air, you think little enough of it ! They say you 're the böst maker of 
lobster salads in London. Ha, ha ! I Ve heard that, you see, before 
now. Is it a good one, this moming — ^is your band in ? How does the 
breakfast look ? I hope there 's enough, and to spare, for all this hungry 
Company that'U sit down to it when the sight's over." 

** 1 fear,'' said the clergyman, shaking his head, " that you are incor- 
rigible." 

" You're right. I am," rejoined Hugh stemly. " Be no hypocrite, 
maater I You make a merry-makine of this every month ; let me be 
njerry, too. If you want a frightened feUow, there^s one that* 11 suit von. 
Iry your band upon him." 
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He 'pointed, as he spoke, to Dennis, who, with bis lece trailing on the 
ground, was held between two men ; and who trembled so, that all his 
joints and limbs seemed racked by spasms. Toming from this wretched 
spectacle, he called to Barnaby, wbo stood apart : 

"Wbat cheer, Bamaby? Don't be downcast, lad. Leave tbat to 

" Bless you," cried Bamaby, stepping ligbtly towards bim, " I'm not 
frigbtened, Hugb. I'm quite happy. 1 wouldn't desire to live now, if 
they'd let me. Look at me ! Am I afraid to die ? Will tbey see rae 
tremble?" 

Hugb gazed for a moment at bis face, on wbicb there was a stränge, 
uneartbly smile ; and at bis eye, wbicb sparkled brigbtly ; and inter- 
posing between bim and tbe Oidinary, gruffly wbispered to tbe latter : 

" I wouldn't sav mucb to bim, maßter, if I was you. He may spoil 
your appetite for breakfast, tbougb you are used to it." 

He was tbe only one of tbe tbree who had washed or trimmed himself 
tbat moming. Neither of the otbers had done so, since their doom was 
pronounced. He still wore tbe broken peacock's feathers in bis hat ; 
and all his usual scraps of finery were carefuUy disposed about bis per- 
son. His kindling eye, his firm step, his proud and resolute beanng, 
might have graced some lofty act of neroism ; ^ some voluntary sacrifice, 
bom of a noble cause and pure enthusiasm ; ratber than that felon's 
death. 

But all these things increased his guilt. Tbey were mere assumptions. 
Tbe law had declared it so, and so it must be. The good minister had 
been greatly shocked, not a quarter of an hour before, at his parting with 
Gnp. For one in his condition, to fondle a bird ! 

The yard was filled with people ; bluff civic functionaries, officers of 
justice, soldiers, the curious in such matters, and guests who had been 
bidden as to a wedding. Hugb looked about him, nodded gloomily to 
some person in autbority, who indicated with his band in wbat direction 
be was to ^roceed ; and clapping Bamaby on the Shoulder, passed out 
with tbe galt of a lion. 

Tbey entered a large room, so near to the scaffold tbat tbe voices of 
those who stood about.it, could be plainly beard : some beseeching tbe 
lavelin-men to take them out of the crowd ; otbers crying to those be- 
nind, to stand back, for tbey were pressed to death, and suffocating for 
want of air. 

In tbe middle of this Chamber, two smiths, with bammers, stood be- 
eide an anvil. Hugb walked straight up to them, and set his foot upon 
it with a sound as tbougb it had been Struck with a heavy weapon. 
Then, with folded arms, ne stood to have his irons knocked off ; scowl- 
ing baugbtily round, as those who were present eyed him narrowly and 
wbispered to each other. 

It took so much time to drag Dennis in, tbat this ceremony was over 
with Hugb, and nearly over with Bamaby, before he appeared. He no 
sooner came Into the place be knew so well, however, and among faces 
with wbicb he was so familiär, than he recovered st^ngtb and sense 
enoiigh to clasp bis hands and make a last appeal. 

" Öentlemen — good gentlemen ! " cried the abject creature, grovelling 
down upon his £iees, and actually prostrating himself upon the stone 
floor; **Uovemor,deargovemor — honourable sheriffs — worthy gentlemen 
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— have mercy upon a wretched man that has served His Majesty, and tlie . 
Law, and Parliament, for so many years, and don't — don't let me die— ' 
because of a mistake ! " < 

" Dennis," said the govemor of the jail, " you know what the course ia, 
and that the order came with the rest. You know that we could do 
nothing, even if we wonld." 

** All I ask, sir — all I want and beg, is time, to make it eure," cried 
the trembling wretch, looking wildly round for sympathy. " The King 
and Government can't know it 's me ; I *m sure they can't know it's me, 
or they never would bring me to this dreadful slaughter-house. They 
know my name, but they don't know it's the same man. Stop my 
execution — ^for charity's sake stop my execution, gentlemen — tili they can 
be told that I Ve been hangman here nigh thrrty year. Will no one go 
and teil them?" he implored, clenching his hands and glaring round, 
and round, and round again. " Will no charitable person go and teil 
them?» 

"Mr. Akerman," said a gentleman who stood by, after a moment's 
pause, " since it may possibly produce in this unhappy man a better frame 
of mind, even at this last nunute, let me assure him that he was well 
known to have been the hangman when his sentence was considered." 

" — But perhaps they think on that account that the punishment is 
not so great,'* cried the criminal, shuflüng towards this Speaker on his 
knees, and holding up his folded hands ; " whereas it 's worse, it *s worse 
a handred times, to me than any man. Let them know that, sir. Let 
them know that. They Ve made it worse to me by giving me so much 
to do. Stop my execution tili they know that ! " 

The govemor beckoned with his band, and the two men who had 
supported him before, approached. He uttered a piercing cry : 

" Wait ! Wait ! Only a moment — only one moment more ! Give me 
a last chance of reprieve. One of us three is to go to Bloomsbury Square. 
Let me be the one. It may come in that time ; it's sure to come. In 
the Lord's name let me be sent to Bloomsbury Square. Don't hang me 
here. It 's murder." 

They took him to the anvil ; but even then he could be heard above 
the clinking of the smith's hammers,and the hoarse ragine of the crowd, 
crying that he knew of Hugh's birth — that his father was living, and was 
a gentleman of influence and rank — that he had family secrets in his 
possession — that he could teil nothing unless they gave him time, but 
must die with them on his mind ; and he continued to rave in this * 
sort until his voiee failed him, and he sank down a mere heap of clothes 
between the two attendants. 

It was at this moment that the clock Struck the first stroke of twelve, 
and the bell began to toll. The various ofiicers, with the two sheriffs at 
their head, moved towards the door. All was ready when the last chime 
came upon the ear. 

They told Hugh this, and asked if he had anything to sav. 

" To say ! » he cried. « Not L I 'm ready. Yes," he added, as his 
eye feil upon Barnaby, « I have a word to say, too. Come hither, lad." 

There was, for the moment, something kind, and even tender, struggling 
^^«rini ®^^ ^V^^\ ^ ^^ wrung his poor companion by the band. 
hveatnfl^*^'^i J^®,^^^> looking firmly around, "that if I had ten 
° ^^®' ^^ ^^e loss of each would give me the agony of the hardest 



BARNABY UV DOM. 416 

deatli, I*d lay them all down— ay, I would, though you gentlemen may 
not believe it — to eave this one. This one," he added, wringing his 
hand again, " that will be lost through me." 

" Not through you," said the idiot mildly. " Don't say that. You 
were not to blame ; you have always been very good to me. Hugh, we 
shall know what makes the stars shine, now f " 

" I took him from her in a reckless mood, and didn't think what härm 
would come of it," said Hugh, laying his hand upon hia head, and 
speaking in a lower voice. " I ask her pardon, and his. Look here," 
he added roughly, in his former tone ; "you see this lad ? " 

They murmured " Yes," and seemed to wonder why he asked. 

" That gentleman yonder," pointin^ to the clergyman, " has often, in 
the last few days, spoken to me of faitn and strong belief. You see what 
I am— more brüte than man, as I have been often told — but I had faith 
enough to believe, and did believe as strongly as any of you gentlemen 
can believe anything, that this one life would be spared. See what he 
is ! Look at him ! " 

Bamaby had moved towards the door, and stood beckoning him to 
follow. 

" If this was not faith and strong belief ! " cried Hugh, raising his 
right arm aloft, and looking upwards like a savage prophet whom the 
near approach of Death had filled with Inspiration, " where are they 1 
What eise should teach me — me, bom as I was bom, and reared as I 
have been reared — to hope for any mercy in this hardened, cruel, unre- 
lenting place ? Upon these human shambles, I, who never raised this 
hand in prayer tiÜ now, call down the wrath of God ! On that black 
tree, of which I am the ripened fruit, I do invoke the curse of all its 
victims, past and present, and to come. On the head of that man, who, 
in his conscience, owns me for his son, I leave the wish that he may 
never sicken on his bed of down, but die a violent death as I do now, 
and have the night-wind for his only mourner. To this I say Amen, 
Amen ! " 

His arm feil downward by hia side ; he turned, and moved towards 
them with a steady step, the man he had been before. 

" There is nothing more ? " said the governor. 

Hugh motioned Barnaby not to come near him (though without looking 
in the direction where he stood), and answered, "There is nothing 
more." 

" Move forward ! " 

" Unless," said Hugh, glancing back, " unless any person here has a 
fancy for a dog — and not tuen, umess he means to use nim well. There's 
one belongs to me at the house I came from, and it wouldn't be easy to 
find a better, He'll whine at first, but hell soon get over that. You 
wonder that I think about a dos just now," he added, with a kind of 
laugh ; "if any man deserved it of me half as well, Pd think of Äim." 

He spoke no more, but moved onward in his place with a careless air, 
though listening at the same time to the Service for the Dead, with 
something between sullen attention, and quickened curiosity. Ajs soon 
as he had passed the door, hia miserable associate was camed ont, and 
the crowd beheld the rest. 

Barnaby would have mounted the stens at the same time — indeed he 
would have gone before them, but in botn attempts he was restrained, as 
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he was to undergo the senteuoe elsewbeie. In a few minutes the sheriSis 
reappeared, tbe same procesnion was agaiii formed, and they passed 
through various rooms and nassages to another door — ^that at wliicli the 
cart was waiting. He held down his head to avoid seeing what lie knew 
his eyes must otherwise encounter, and took his seat sorrowfiilly — and 
yet with something of a childisli pride and pleasure — ^in the vehide. 
The officers feil into their places at the sides, m front and in the lear ; 
the sheriffs' carriages roUea on ; a guard of soldiers snrrounded the 
whole, and they moved slowly forwara through the throng and pressure 
toward Lord Mansfield's ruined house. 

It was a sad eight— all the show, and strength, and glitter, assemhled 
round one helpless creature — and sadder yet to note, as he rode along, 
how his wan^ering tlioughts found stknge encoluagement in & 
crowded Windows, and the concourse in the streets ; and how, even 
then, he feit the influenoe of the hright sky, and looked up, smiling, 
into its deep, unfathomahle blue. But there had been many such sights 
since the riots were over — some so moving in their nature, and so 
repulsive, too, that they were far more calculated to awaken pity for the 
sufferers, than respect for that law, whose strong arm seemed in more 
than one case to be as wantonly stretched forth now that all was safe, as 
it had been basely paralysed in time of danser. 

Two cripples, both mere boys, one with a leg of wood, one who dragged 
his twisted limbs along by the help of a crutch, were hanged in this 
same Bloomsbury Square. As the cart was about to glide from under 
them, it was observed that they stood with their faces from, not to the 
house they had assisted to despoil ; and their misery was protracted that 
this Omission might be remedied. Another boy was hanged in Bow 
Street ; other young lads in various quarters of the town. Four wretched 
women, too, were put to death. In a word, those who suflfered as 
rioters were, for the most part, the weakest, meanest, and moet miserable 
among them. It was a most exquisite satire upon the false religious cry 
which had led to so much misery, that some of these people owned 
themselves to be Catholics, and begged to be attended by their own 
priests. 

One young man was hanged in Bishopsgate Street, whose aged gray- 
headed father waited for him at the gallows, kissed him at its ßot when 
he arrived, and sat there on the ground tili they took him down. They 
would have given him the body of his child, — but he had no hearse, no 
coffin, nothing to remove it in, being too poor ; and walked meekly 
away beside the cart that took it back to pnson, trying, as he went, to 
touch its lifeless hand. 

But the crowd had forgotten these matters, or cared little about them 
if they lived in their memory ; and while one great multitude fought 
and hustled to get near the gibbet before Newgate for a parting look, 
another foUowed in the train of poor lost BamaDy, to sweil the thiong 
that waited for him on the spot 
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CHAPTER LXXVIII. ^ 

On this same day, and about tbis very hour, Mr. Willet, the elder, 
8at Smoking bis pipe in a cbamber at tbe Black Lion. Altbou^b it was 
bot Summer weather, Mr. Willet sat close to tbe fire. He was m a State 
of profound cogitation witb bis own tboucbts, and it was bis custom at 
sucn times to stew bimself slowly, under tbe impression tbat tbe process 
of cookery was favourable to tbe melting out of bis ideas, wbicb, wben 
he b^an to simmer, sometimes oozed fortb so copiously as to astonisb 
even bimself. 

Mr. Willet bad been several tbousand times comforted by bis friends 
and acquaintance, witb tbe assurance tbat for tbe loss be bad sustained 
in tbe damace done to tbe Maypole, be could " come upon tbe county.'' 
£ut as tbis pnrase bappened to oear an unfortunate resemblance to tbe 
populär expression oi " Coming on tbe parisb," it suggested to Mr. 
Wulet's mind no more consolatory visions tban pauperism on an extensive 
Scale, and ruin in a capacious aspect Consequently, ne bad never failed to 
receive tbe intelligence witb a rueful sbake of tbe bead, or a dreary stare, 
and bad been always observed to appear mucb more melancbolv after a 
Visit of condolence tban at any otber time in tbe wbole four-and-twenty 
bours. 

It cbanced, bowever, tbat sitting over tbe fire on tbis particular occa- 
sion — perbaps because be was, as it were, done to a tum; perbaps 
because be was in an unusually brigbt State of mind ; perbaps Decause 
be bad considered tbe subiect so long ; ^rbaps becaifte of all tbese 
favouring circumstances, taken togetber — it cbanced tbat, sitting over 
tbe fire on tbis particular occasion, Mr. Willet did, afar off, and m tbe 
remotest deptbs of bis intellect, perceive a kind of lurking bint, or famt 
Suggestion, tbat out of tbe public purse tbere migbt issue funds for tbe 
restoration of tbe Maypole to its former bigb place among tbe tavems of 
tbe eartb. And tbis aim ray of lisbt did so diffuse itself witbin bim, 
and did so kindle up and snine, tbat at last be bad it as plainly and 
visibly before bim as tbe blaze by wbicb be sat : and, fally persuaded 
tbat be was tbe first to make tbe discovery, and tbat be bad started, 
hunted down, fallen upon, and knocked on tbe bead, a perfectly original 
idea, wbicb bad never presented itself to any otber man, alive or dead, 
he laid down bis pipe, rubbed bis bands, and cbuckled audibly. 

" Wby, fatber 1 " cried Joe, entering at tbe moment, " you 're in spirits 
to-day 1 ^' 

"It's notbing partickler," said Mr. Willet, cbucklin^ again. "It's 
notbing at all partickler, Joseph. Teil me sometbmg about tbe 
Salwanners." Having preferrea tbis request, Mr. Willet cbuckled a 
tbird time; and, after tbese unusual demonstrations of levity,be put bis 
pipe in bis moutb again. 

" Wbat sball I teU you, fatber ?" asked Joe, laying bis band upon bis 
sire's sboulder, and looking down into bis face. "Tbat I bave come 
back, poorer tban a cburdi mouse? You know tbat. Tbat I bave 
come back, maimed and crippled ? You know tbat.'' 

" It was took off," muttered Mr. Willet, witb bis eyes upon tbe fire, 
'< at tbe defence of tbe Salwanners, in America, wbere tbe war ia," 
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" Quite right/' returned Joe, smiling, and leaning with his remaining 
elbow on the back of his father's chair ; " tliß very subject I came to 
speak to you about. A iliail with one arm, father, is not of much use in 
tne busy world." 

Tille was ohe of thosö vast t)ropositions wbicli Mh Willet had never 
considei^ed for ati instant, aild required time to " tackle." Wherefore hö 
made no answer. 

*' At all events," said Joe, '^ lie can't pick and choose bis means of 
eaming a Hvelibood, as anotber man may. He can't say: *I will 
tum my Hand to tbis,' or *I won't turn my band to tbat': but must 
take wbal be can do, and be tbankful it 's no worse. Wbat did you say ?" 

Mr. Willet bad been softly repeating to bimself, in a musing tone, 
tbe words " defence of the Salwannei^ ; " but he seemed embarrassed at 
havihg been overheard, and answered, " Nothing." 

** Now, look here, fatber. Mr. Edward has come to England from 
the West Indies. When he was lost sight of (I ran away on the same 
day, father), he made a voyage to one of the islands where a school 
friend of his had settled ; and, finding bim, wasn't too proud to be 
employed on his estate, and — and, in short, got on well, and is prosper- 
ing, and has come over here on business of his own, and is going back 
again speedily. Our returning nearly at the same time, and meeting in 
the course of the late troubles, has been a good thing e very way ; for it 
has not only enabled us to do old friends some service, but has opened 
a path in life for me, which I may tread without being a bürden upon 
you. To be piain, father, he can employ me ; I have satisfied mysell 
that I can be of real use to bim ; and I am going to carry my one arm 
away with bim, and to make the most of it." 

In the mind's eye of Mr. Willet, the West Indies — and, indeed, all 
foreign countries — were inhabited by savage nations, who were per- 
petually burying pipes of peace, üouriÄhing tomahawks, and pimcturing 
Strange patterns in their bodies. He no sooner heard this announce- 
inent, therefore, than he leaned back in his chair, took his pipe from 
bis lipe, and stared at bis son with as much dismay as if he already 
behela hiin tied to a stake, and tortured for the entertainment of a 
lively population. In wbat form of expression bis feelings would have 
found a vent, it is impossible to say. Nor is it necessary ; for, before a 
syllable occurred to bim, Dolly Varden came running into the room in 
tears, threw herseif on Joe's breast without a word of explanation, and 
clasped her white arms round his neck. 

"Dolly ! " cried Joe. " Dolly ! » 

" Ay, call me that ; call me tliat always," exclaimed the locksmitVa 
little daughter; "never speak coldly to nie, never be distant, never 
again reprove me for the follies I have long repented, or I sball die, 
Joe." 

" / reprove you ! " said Joe. 

"Yes— for every kind and honest word yoU uttered, went to my 
heart. For you, who have borne so much from me — for you, who owe 
your sufferings and pain to my caprice — for you to be so kind— so noble 
to me, Joe " 

He could say nothing to her. Not a syllable. There was an odd 

birifl^i'''^^^'^''®x^^ ^ ^^® ^^ which had crept round her waist; but 
JUS Ups were mute. 
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" If you had reminded me by a word — only by one Bbort word ! " 
sobbed Dolly, clinging yet closer to bim, " How little I deserved that 
you should treat me witb so mucb forbearance ! If you had exulted 
only for one moment in your triumph, I could bave bome it better." 

" Triumph ! *' repeatea Joe, with a smile, which seemed to eay, " I 
am a pretty figure Tor that." 

"Yes, triumph," she cried, with her whole heart and soul in her 
eamest and gushing voice ; " for it ü one. 1 am glad to think and 
know it is. I wouldn't be less humbled, dear — I wouldn't be without 
the recoUection of that last time we spoke together in this place~no, 
not if I could recall the past, and make our parting yesterday. 

Did ever lover look as Joe looked now ? 

" Dear Joe," said Dolly, " I always loved you — in my own heart I 
always did, although I was so vain and giddy. I lioped you would 
come back that night. I made quite sure you would. I prayed for 
it ou my knees. Through all these long, long years, I have never 
once forgotten you, or left off hoping tnat this happy time might 
come." 

The eloquence of Joe's arm surpassed the most impassioned language; 
and so did that of his lips — yet he said nothing, either. 

" And now, at last," cried DoUy, trembling with the fervour of her 
Speech, " if you were sick, and shattered in your every limb ; if you were 
ailing, weak, and sorrowful ; if, instead of being what you are, you were 
in everybody's eyes but mine the wreck and ruin of a man ; I would be 
your wife, dear love, with greater pride and joy, than if you were the 
stateliest lord in England ! " 

" What have I done," cried Joe ; " what have I done to meet with this 
reward?" 

"You have taught me," said Dolly, raising her pretty face to his, "to 
know myself, and your worth ; to be something better than I was ; to be 
more deserving of your true and manly nature. In years to come, dear 
Joe, you shall find that you have done so ; for I will be, not only now, 
when we are young and füll of hope, but when we have grown old and 
weary, your patient, gentle, never-tiring wife. I will never know a wish 
or care oeyond our home and you, and 1 will always study how to please 
you with my best affection and my most devoted love. I will ; indeed I 
will ! " 

Joe could only repeat his former eloquence — but it was very much to 
the purpose. 

" They know of this at home," said Dolly. " Yot your sake, I would 
leave even them ; but they know it, and are glad of it, and are as proud 
of you as I am, and as fuU of gratitude. — You'll not come and see me as 
a poor friend who knew me when I was a girl, will you, dear Joe ? " 

Well, well ! It don't matter what Joe said in answer, but he said a 
great deal ; and DoUy said a great deal too : aiid he folded DoUv in his 
one arm pretty tight, considering that it was but one ; and Dolly made 
no resistance : and if ever two people were happy in this world — which 
is not an utterly miserable one, with all its faults — we Inay, with somie 
appearance of certainty, conclude that they were. 

To say that during these proceedings Mr. Willet the eider underwent 
the greatest emotions of astonishment of which our common nature is 
susceptible^to say that he was in a perfect paralysis of surprise, and 
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that he wandered into the most etupendous and theretofore imattainable 
heights of complicated ainazement — ^would be to shadow forth his State 
of mind in the feeblest and lamest terms. If a roc, an e^^le, a gnfim, a 
flpng elephant, a winged sea-horse, had suddenly appeared, and, taking 
him on hia back, carried him bodily into the heart oi the '^ Salwanneis,'' 
it would have been to him as an everyday occurrence, in comparison 
with what he now beheld. To be sitting auietly by, seeing and hearing 
these things ; to be completely overlookea, unnoticed, and disregarded, 
while his son and a young lady were talking to each other in the most 
impassioned manner, kissing each other, and making themselves in all 
respects perfectly at home ; was a position so tremendous, so inexp»lic- 
able, so utterly beyond the widest ränge of his capacity of comprehension, 
that he feil into a lethargy of wonder, and coula no more rouse himself 
than an enchanted sleeper in the first year of his fedry lease, a Century 
long. 

" Father," said Joe, presenting Dolly. " You know who this is ?" 

Mr. Willet looked first at her, then at his son, then back again at Dolly, 
and then made an ineffectnal effort to extract a whiff nom his pipe, 
which had gone out long ago. 

" Say a word, father ; if it 's only * how d 'ye do,* " urged Joe. 

" Certainly, Joseph,'' answered Air. Willett. " Oh yes ! Why not ?" 

« To be sure," said Joe. « Why not ? " 

"Ahl" replied his father. "Why not?" And with this remark, 
which he uttered in a low voice, as though he were discussing some 
grave question with himself, he used the little finger — ^if any of his 
nngers can be said to have come under that denomination — of his right 
hand as a tobacco-stopper, and was silent again. 

And so he sat for half an hour at least, although Dolly, in the most 
endearing of manners, hoped, a dozen times, that he was not angry with 
her. So ne sat for half an hour, quite motionless, and looking all the 
while like nothing so much as a great Dutch Pin or Skittle. At the 
expiration of that period he suddemy, and without the least notice, borst 
(to the great constemation of the youi^ people) into a very loud and 
very short laugh ; and repeating, " Certainly, Joseph. Oh, yes, Why 
not ? " went out for a walk. 




CHAPTER LXXIX. 

Old John did not walk near the Golden Key, for between the €k>lden 
Key and the Black Lion there lay a wildemess of streetq — as everybody 
^lows who is acquainted with the relative bearings of Clerkenweil and 
Whitechapel — and he was by no means famous for pedestrian exercises. 
But the Golden Key lies in our way, though it was out of his ; so to the 
Golden Key this chapter goes. '' ^ 
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The Qolden Key itself, fair emblem of the locksmith's trade, had been 
palled down by tne rioters, and roughly trampled under foot. But now, 
it was hoii^ed up again in all the glory of a new coat of paint, and 
showed more bravely even than in days of yore. Indeed, the whole 
honse-front was 8|)Tuce and trim, and so freshened up throughout, that 
if there yet remained at large any of the rioters wno had been con- 
cemed in the attack npon it, the sight of the old, goodly, prosperous 
dwelling, so revived, must have been to them as gall and wormwood. 

The shutters of the shop were closed, however, and the window-blinds 
above were all pulled down^ and in place of its usual cheerful appear- 
ance, the house nad a look of sadness and an air of mouming ; which the 
neighbours, who in old days had often seen poor Bamaby go in and out, 
were at no loss to understand. The door stoodpartly open; but the 
locksmith's hammer was unheard; the cat sat moping on the ashy forge; 
all was deserted, dark, and silent 

On the threshold of this door, Mr. Haredale and Edward ehester met 
The younger man save place ; and both passing in with a familiär air, 
whicü seemed to denote that they were tarrying there, or were well 
accustomed to go to and fro unquestioned, shut it behind them. 

Enterinc the old back-parlour, and ascending the flight of stairs, 
abrupt and steep, and quaintly fashioned as of old, they tumed into the 
best room; the pride of Mrs. Varden's heart, and erst the scene of 
Miggs's househola labours. 

" Varden brought the mother here last evening, he told me," said 
Mr. Haredale. 

*• She is above-stairs now — in the room over here," Edward rejoined. 
" Her grief, they say, is past all telling. I needn't add — for that you 
know ^forehand, sir — ^that the care, humanity, and sympathy of these 
good people have no bounds." 

" I am sure of that. Heaven repay them for it, and for much more ! 
Varden is out ? " 

'*He retumed with your messenger, who arrived almost at the 
moment of his comin^ nome himself. He was out the whole night — 
but that of course you mow. He was with you the greater part of it ? " 

" He was. Without him I should have lacked my right hand. He is 
an older man than I ; but nothing can conquer him." 

" The cheeriest, stoutest-hearted fellow in the world." 

"^ He has a right to be — he has a right to be. A better creature never 
lived. He reaps what he has sown — no more." 

"It is not all men," said Edward, after a moment's hesitation, "who 
have the happinees to do that." 

"More than you imagine," retumed Mr. Haredale. "We note the 
harvest more than the seed-time. You do so in me." 

In truth, his pale and haggard face, and gloomy bearing, had so far in- 
fluenced the remark that Edward was, for the moment, at a loss to answer 
him. 

" Tut, tut 1 " said Mr. Haredale, " 'twas not very difficult to read a 
thou^ht so natural. But you are mistaken, neveitheless. I have had 
my snare of sorrows — more than the common lot, perhaps — but I have 
bome them ilL I have broken where I should have beut ; and have 
mused and brooded, when my spirit should have mixed with all Gk)d's 
great creation. The men who team endurance are they who call the 
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vrhole world brotber. I bave tnmed from tbe world, and I pay the 
penalty." 

Edward would bave interposed, but be went on witbout giving liim 
time. 

" It is too late to evade it now, I sometiraes tbink tbat if I bad to live 
mv life once more, I migbt ainend tbis fault — ^not so mucb, I discover 
vben I Bearcb my mind, for tbe love of wbat is rigbt, as for my owa 
Bake. But even wben I make tbese better resolutions, I instinctively 
lecoil from tbe idea of suffering again wbat I bave undergoue ; and in 
tbis circumstance I find tbe unwelcome assurance tbat I sbould still be 
tbe same man, tbougb I could cancel tbe past, and begin anew, witb its 
experience to guide me," 

" Nay, you make too sure of tbat," said Edward. 

" You tbink so," Mr. Haredale answered, "and I am glad you da I 
know myself better, and tberefore distrust myself more. Let us leave 
tbis subject for anotber — not so far removed from it as it migbt at ürst 
sigbt seem to be. Sir, you still love my niece, c^d sbe is still attached 
to you." 

"I bave tbat assurance from ber own lips," said Edward, "and you 
know — I am sure you know — tbat I would not excbange it for any 
blessing life could yield me." 

" You are frank, bonourable, and disinterested," said Mr. Haredale ; 
"you bave forced tbe conviction tbat you are so, even on my once- 
jaundieed mind, and I believe you. Wait bere tili I come back." 

He left tbe room as be spoke ; but soon retumed witb bis niece. 

" On tbat iirst and only time," be said, looking from tbe pne to the 
otber, " wben we tbree stood togetber under ber fatber's roof, I told you 
to quit it, and cbarged you never to retum." 

" It is tbe only circumstance arising out of our love," observed Edward, 
"tbat I bave forgotten." 

" You own a name," said Mr. Haredale, " I bad deep reason to re- 
member. I was moved and goaded by recollections of personal wrong 
and injury, I know, but, even now I cannot cbarce myself witb baving, 
tben, or ever, lost sigbt of a beartfelt desire for ber true bappiness ; or 
witb baving acted — ^bowever mucb I was mistaken — witb any otber 
impulse tban tbe one pure, single, eamest wisb to be to ber, as rar as in 
my inferior nature lay, tbe fatber sbe bad lost" 

" Dear uncle," cried Emma, " I bave known no parent but you. I bave 
loved tbe memory of otber^ but I bave loved you all my life. Never 
was fatber kinder to bis cbild tban you bave been to me, witbout the 
interval of one barsb bour, since I jcan first remember." 

" You speak too fondly," be answered, " and yet I cannot wish you 

were less partial ; for I bave a pleasure in bearing tbose words, and sball 

bave in calling tbem to mi;id wben we are far asunder, whicb notbing 

plse could give me. Bear witb me for a moment longer, Edward, for sbe 

and I bave been togetber many years ; and altbougb I believe tbat in 

resisning ber to you, I put tbe seid upon ber future bappiness, I find il 

needs an effort." 

He pressed her tenderly to bis bosom, and after a minute's pause, 
resumed : 

comL ^^^1 ^°^® y^^ wrong, sir, and I ask your forgiveness— in no 
w^iamon pür^e, or sbow of sorrow ; but witb eamestness and sincerity. 
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'' In the same spirit, t acknowledgetoyou both that the time has been 
wlien I connived at treachery and falsehood — which if I did not per- 
petrate myself, I still pernütted— to rend you two asunder." 

"Youjudge yourself too harahly/' said Edward. "Let these t;liing3 
rest." 

" They rise in ludgment against me when I look back, and not now 
for the first time, he answerSi. " I cannot part from you without your 
füll forgiveness ; for busy life and I have nttle left in common, and I 
have regrets enough to carry into solitude, without addition to the 
stock." 

"You bear a blessing from us both," said Emma. "Never mingla 
thoughts of me — of me who owe you so much love and duty — with any- 
thing but undying affection and gratitude for the past, and bright hopes 
for tne future.'* 

" The future," retumed her uncle, with a melancholy smile, " is a bright 
word for you, and its image should be wreathed with cheerful hopes. 
Mine is of another kind, but it will be one of peace, and free, I trust, 
from care or passion. When you quit England, I shall leave it, too. 
There are cloisters abroad ; and now that the two great objects of my life 
are set at rest, I know no better home. You droop at that, forgetting 
that I am growing old, and that my course is nearly run. Well, ive wifl 
speak of it again — not once or twice, but many times j and you shall 
give me cheenul counsel, Emma." 

" And you will take it 1 " asked his niece. 

" I '11 listen to it," he answered, with a kiss, " and it will have its 
weight, be certain. What have I left to say ? You have, of late, been 
much together. It is better and more fitting that the circumstances 
attendant on the past, which wroueht your Separation, and sowed between 
you suspicion and distrust, should not be entered on by me." 

" Much, much better," whispered Emma. 

" I avow my share in them," said Mr. Haredale, " though I held it, at 
the time, in detestation. Let no man tum aside, ever so slightly, from the 
broad path of honour, on the plausible pretence that he is justiüed by 
the goodness of his end. All good ends can be worked out by good 
means. Those that cannot, are bad ; and may be counted so at once, and 
left alone." 

He looked from her to Edward, and said in a gentle tone : 

" In goods and fortune you are now nearly equal. I have been her 
faithful Steward, and to that remnant of a richer property which my 
brother left her, I desire to add, in token of my love, a poor pittance, 
scarcely worth the mention, for which I have no longer any need. 1 am 
glad you go abroad. Let our ill-fated house remain the ruin it is. When 
you retum, after a few thriving years, you will command a better, and a 
more fortunate one. We are friends ? " 

Edward took his extended band, and grasped it heartily. 

You are neither slow nor cold in your response," said Mr. Haredale, 
doing the like by hira, " and when I look upon you now, and know you, 
I feel that I would choose you for her husband. Her father had a gene- 
rous nature, and you would have pleased him well. I give her to you 
in his name, and with his blessing. If the world and I part in this act, 
we part on happier terms than we have lived for many a day." 

He placed her in his arms, and would have le^t Ihe room b\it that he 



424 BAMNABr RVDOE. 

was stopped in liis passage to the door by a great noise at a distance, yrhicli 
made tnem start and pause. 

It was a loud sbouting, mingled witb boisterous acclamations, that rent 
the very air. It drew nearer and nearer every moment, and approaclied 
so rapidly, that, even whüe they listened, it burst into a deafening con- 
fusion of sounds at the stieet comer. 

" This must be stopped — quieted," said Mr. Haredale, hastily. " We 
should have foreseen tms, and provided against it. I will go out to them 
at once." 

But, before he conld reach the door, and before Edward could catch 
up his hat and follow him, the^r were again arrested by a loud shriek from 
above-staiis : and the locksmith's wiie bursting in, and fairly ronning 
into Mr. Haredale's anns, cried out : 

" She knows it all, dear sir — ^she knows it all I We broke it out to her 
by degrees, and she is quite prepared." Having made this communica- 
tion, and f urthermore thanked Heaven with great fervour and heartiness, 
the good lady, according to the custom of matrons, on all occasions of 
excitement, famted away directly. 

They ran to the window, drew up the sash, and looked into tlie 
crowded street. Amonfi; a dense mob of persons, of whom not one was 
for an instant still, the locksmith's ruddy face and burly form could be 
descried, beating about as though he was struggUng with a rough sea. 
Now, he was carried back a score of yards, now onward nearly to the 
door, now back again, now forced against the opposite houses, now against 
those adjoming His own : now carÄed up a flight of Steps, and greeted bv 
the outstretched hands of half a hundred men, while the whole tumul- 
tuous concourse stretched their throats, and cheered with all their might 
Though he was really in a fair way to be torn to pieces in the general 
enthusiasm, the locksndth, nothing discomposed, echoed their shouts 
tili he was as hoarse as they, and in a glow of joy and r^ht good 
humour, waved bis hat untü the daylight shone between its brim and 
crown. 

But in £dl the bandyinss from band to band, and strivings to and fro, 
and sweepings here and there, which — saving that he looked more jelly 
and more radiant after every struggle — trouoled his peace of mind no 
more than if he had been a straw upon the water's surfece, he never once 
released his firm grasp of an arm drawn tight through his. He sometimes 
tumed to clap this fnend upon the back, or whisper in his ear a word of 
staunch encouragement, or cheer him with a smue ; but his ^^eat caxe 
was to shield him from the pressure, and force a passage for him to the 
Golden Key. Passive and tmiid, scared, pale, and wondering, and gazdng 
at the throng as if he were newly risen ttom the dead, and feit lumseu 
a ghost among the living, Bamaby — not Bamaby in the spirit, but in 
flesh and blood, with pulses, sinews, nerves, and beating heart, and strong 
affections — clung to ms stout old friend, and followed where he led. 

And thus, in course of time, they reached the door, held ready for 
their entrance by no unwilling hands. Then, slipping in and shutting 
out the crowd by main force, Gabriel stood between Mr. Haredale and 
Edward ehester, and Bamaby, rushiag up the stairs, feil upon his knees 
beside his mother's bed. 

"Such is the blessed end, sir," cried the panting locksmith to Mr. 
Jiaredale, of the best day's work we ever did. The rogues I if s been 
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hard fighting to get away from 'em. I almost thought, once or twice, 
they'd nave been too mucn for us with their kindnees I ^ 

They had stiiven, all the previous day, to rescue Bamaby from liis 
impending fate. Failing in their attempts in the first quarter to which 
they addressed themselves, they renewed them in another. Failing 
there, likewise, they began afresh at midni^ht ; and made their way, 
not only to the judge and jury who had tned him, but to men of in- 
fluence at court, to the youi^ Prince of Wales, and even to the ante- 
chamber of the King himself. Successful at last in awakening an interest 
in his favour, and an inclination to inquire more dispassionately into his 
case, they had had an interview with the minister, in his bed, so late as 
eight o'clock that moming. The result of a searching inquiry (in which 
they, who had known the poor fellow from his childhood did other good 
Service, besides bringing it about) was, that between eleven and twelve 
o'clock, a free pardon to Bamaby Rudge was made out and signed, and 
entrusted to a oorse-soldier for instant conveyance to the place of execu- 
tion. This Courier reached the spot just as the cart appeared in sight ; 
and Bamaby being carried back to Jail, Mr. Haredale, assured that all 
was safe, had gone straight from Bloomsburv S(][uare to the Golden 
Key, leaving to Qabriel the grateful task oi bringing him home in 
triumph. 

" I needn't say," observed the locksmith, when he had shaken hands 
with all the males in the house, and hugged all the females, five-and- 
forty times, at least, " that, except among ourselves, I didn't want to 
make a triumph of it But, directly we got into the street we were 
known, and this hubbub began. Of the two," he added, as he wiped his 
crimson face, "and after experience of both, I think I'd rather be taken 
out of my house by a crowct of enemies, than escorted home by a mob of 
friendsl" 

It was piain enouch, however, that this was mere talk on Gabriel's 
part, and that the wnole proceeding afforded him the keenest delight ; 
tor the people continuing to make a great noise without, and to cheer 
as if their voices were in the freshest order, and good for a fortnight, he 
sent upstairs for Grip (who had come home at his master's back, and had 
acknowledged the favours of the multitude by drawing blood from evcry 
finger that came within his reach), and with the bird upon his arm pre- 
sented himself at the first-floor window, and waved his hat again until 
it dangled bv a shred, between his finger and thumb. This demonstra- 
tion having been received with appropriate shouts, and silence being in 
some degree restored, he thanked them for their sympathy ; and taking 
the liberty to inform them that there was a sick person in the house, 
proposed that they should give three cheers for King George, three more 
for Old England, and three more for nothing particular, as a closing 
ceremony. The crowd assenting, substituted Gabriel Varden for the 
nothing particular; and giving him one over, for good measure, dispersed 
in high good humour. 

What congratulations were exchanged among the inmates at the 
Golden Key, when they were left alone ; what an overflowing of joy 
and happiness there was among them ; how incapable it was ol expres- 
sion in Bamabys own person ; and how he went wildly from one to 
another, until he became so far tranquiUised, as to Stretch himself on 
the ground beside his mother's couch and fall into a deep sleep ; are 
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matters that need not be told. And it is well they happened to be of 
thifl class, for they would be very hard to teil, were their narration ever 
so indispensable. 

Before leaving this brigbt picture, it may be well to glance at a dark 
and very different one which was presented to only a few eyes, that same 
night. 

The scene was a churchyard ; the time, midnight ; the persons, 
Edward ehester, a clei^gyman, a gravedigger, and the fom: bearers of a 
homely coffin. They stood about a grave which had been newly dug, 
and one of the bearers held up a dim lantern, — the only light tnere— 
which shed its feeble lay upon the book of prayer. He placed it for a 
moment on the coffin, when he and bis companions were about to lower 
it down. There was no inscription upon the lid. 

The mould feil solemnly upon the last house of this nameless man ; 
and the rattling dust left a dismal echo even in the accustomed ears of 
those who had bome it to its resting-place. The grave was filled in to 
the top, and trodden down. They all left the spot together. 

" You never saw him living ? " asked the clergyman, of Edward. 

" Often, yeais ago ; not knowing him for my brother." 

" Never since ? " 

" Never. Yesterday, he steadily refused to see me. It was ui^ed upon 
him, many times, at my desire." 

" Still he refused ? That was hardened and unnaturaL" 

" Do you think so ? '' 

" I infer that you do not ?*' 

" You are right. We hear the world wonder, every day, at monsters of 
ingratitude. Did it never occur to you that it often Iooks for monsters 
of affection, as though they were things of course ? " 

They had reached the gate by this time, and bidding each other good 
night, departed on their separate ways. 
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CHAPTER LXXX. 

That aftemoon, when he had slept off bis fatigue ; had shaved, and 
washed, and dressed, and freshened himself from top to toe ; when he 
had dined, comforted himself with a pipe, an extra Toby, a nap in the 
great arm-chäir, and a quiet chat with Mrs. Varden on everything that 
had happened, was happening, or about to happen, within the sphere of 
their domestic concem ; the locksmith sat himself down at the tea-table 
in the little back parlour : the rosiest, cosiest, merriest, heartiest, best- 
contented old bück in Great Britain or out of it. 

There he sat, with his beaming eye on Mrs. V., and bis shining face suf- 
tused with gladness, and bis capacious waistcoat smiling in every wrinkle, 
anci his ir)via1 hnniour peepincf frciii niuler the table in the very plump- 
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nesfi of his lege ; a siglit to tum the vinegar of misanthropy ^ito purest 
milk of human kindness. There he sat, watching his wife as s^e decorated 
the room with flowers for the greater honour of Dolly and Joseph Willet, 
who had cone out Walking, and for whom the tea-kettle had been singinc 
gaily on the hob fuU twenty minutes, chirping as never kettle chirped 
before ; for whom the best Service of real undoubted china, patterned 
with divers round-faced mandarins holding up broad umbrellas, was now 
displayed in all its glory ; to tempt whose appetites a clear, transparent, 
juicy ham, gamished with cool, green lettuce-leaves and fr^rant 
cucumber, reposed upon a shady table, covered with a snow- white cloth; 
for whose dehght, preserves and jams, crisp cakes and other pastry, short 
to eat, with cunning twists, and cottage loaves, and rolls of bread, both 
white and brown, were all set forth in rieh profusion ; in whose youth 
Mrs. y. had grown quite young, and stood there in a gown of red and 
white — s^mmetrical in fi^re, buxom in bodice, ruddy in cheek and lip, 
faultless in ankle, laughmc in face and mood, in all respects delicious 
to behold — there sat the loäsmith among all and every these delights, 
the sun that shone upon them all : the centre of the System ; the source 
of light, heat, life, and frank enjoyment in the bright household world. 

And when had Dolly ever been the Dolly of that aftemoon ? To see 
how she came in, arm-in-arm with Joe ; and how she made an effort not 
to blush or seem at all confused ; and how she made believe she didn't 
care to sit on his side of the table ; and how she coaxed the locksmith 
in a whisper not to joke ; and how her colour came and went in a little 
restless flutter of happiness, which made her do everything wrong, and 
yet so charmingly wrong that it was better than right ! Wny, the lock- 
smith could have looked on at this (as he mentioned to Mrs. Yarden 
. when they retired for the night) for four-and-twenty hours at a stretch, 
and never wished it done. 

The recollections, too, with which they made merry over that long 
protracted tea ! The glee with which the locksmith asked Joe if he re« 
membered that stormy night at the Maypole when he first asked after 
Dolly ; the laugh they all nad about that ni^ht when she was going out 
to the party in the sedan-chair ; the unmerciful manner in which they 
rallied Mrs. Yarden about puttinc those flowers outside that very window ; 
the difäculty Mrs. Yarden founa in joining the laugh against herseif, at 
first, and the extraordinary perception she had of the joke when she 
overcame it ; tiie confidential Statements of Joe concermng the precise 
day and hour when he was first conscious of being fond of Dolly, and 
Dolly's blushinff admissions, half volunteered and hal extorted, as to the 
time fron^ which she dated the discovery that she " didn't mind " Joe — 
here was an exhaustless fund of mirth and conversation. 

Then there was a great deal to be said regardins Mrs. Yarden's doubts, 
and motherly alarms, and shrewd suspicions ; and it appeared, from Mrs. 
Yarden's penetration and extreme sagacity, nothing hau ever been hidden. 
She had known it aU alons. She had seen it from the first. She had 
always predicted it. She had been aware of it before the principals. 
She had Said within herseif (for she remembered the exact words) " that 
young Willet is certainly lookine after our Dolly, and I must look after 
him.^ Accordingly, she had looked after him, and had observed many 
^ttle circumstances (all of which she named) so exceedingly minute, that 
uobody eise could make anything out of them even now ; and had, it 
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seemed from first to last, displayed the most unbounded tact and most 
consummate generalship. 

Of course tne night when Joe wovld ride homeward by the siele of tlie 
cliaise, and when Mrs. Varden would inslst npon his going back again, 
was not forgotten ; nor the night when Dolly fainted on his name oeins 
mentioned — nor the times upon times when Mrs. Varden, ever watchfiü 
and prudent, had found her pining in her own Chamber. In short, 
nothing was forgotten — and everything by some means or other brought 
them lack to the condiision, that that was the happiest hour in all their 
lives ; consequently, that eveirthing must have occurred for the best, 
and nothing could be suggested whicn would have made it better. 

While they were in the füll glow of such discourse as this, there came 
a startling knock at the door opening from the street into the Workshop, 
which had been kept dosed all day, that the house might be more quiet. 
Joe, as in duty bound, woiüd hear of nobody but himself going to open 
it ; and accordingly left the room for that purpose. 

It would have been odd enough, certaimy, if Joe . had forgotten the 
way to this door; and even if he had, as it was a pretty large one and 
ßtood straight before him, he could not easily have missed it. But Dolly, 
perhaps because she was in the flutter of spirits before mentioned, or 
perhaps because she thought he would not be able to open it with his one 
arm — she could not have no other reason — ^hurried out after him ; and 
they stopped so long in the passage — no doubt owing to Joe's entreaties 
that she would not expose herseif to the draught of July air which must 
infallibly come rushing in on this same door being opened — that the 
knock was repeated, in a yet more startling manner than before. 

" Is anyboay going to open that door ? " cried the locksmith. " Or 
shalllcome? 

Upon that, Dolly went running back into the parlour, all dimples and 
blushes ; and Joe opened it with a mighty noise, and other superfluous 
demonstrations of being in a violent hurry. 

" Well,'* Said the locksmith, when he reappeared : " what is it, eh, Joe ? 
What are you laughing at ?" 
" Nothing, sir. It*s Coming in." 

" Who's Coming in ? Whars Coming in ? " Mrs. Varden, as much at a 
loss as her husband, could only shake her head in answer to his inquiring 
look : so the locksmith wheeled his chair round to command a better 
view of the room-door, and stared at it with his eyes wide open, and a 
mingled expression of curiosity and wonder shining in his jolly face. 

Instead of some person or persons straightway appearing, divers re- 
markable sounds were heard, first in the Workshop, and afterwards in 
the little dark passage between it and the parlour, as though some un- 
wieldly ehest or heavy piece of fumiture were being brought in by an 
amount of human strength inadequate to the task. At length, after 
much struggling and bumping and bruising of the wall on both sides, the 
door was forced open as by a battering-ram ; and the locksmith, steaidily 
regarding what appeared beyond, smote his thigh, elevated his eyebrows, 
opened his moutn, and cried in a loud voice, expressive of the utmoet 
constemation : 
" Damme, if it ain*t Miggs come back ! " 

The young damsel whom he named no sooner heard these words, than 
aesertmg a small boy and a very large box by which she was accom- 
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panied, and advancing with such precipitation that her bonnet flew off 
ner head, burst into the rootu, claspea her hands (in which she had a 
pair of pattens, one in each), raised her eyes devotedly to the ceiling, and 
shed a nood of tears. 

" The old Story ! " cried the locksmith, looking at her in inexpressible 
desperation. " She was bom to be a damper, this young woman ! 
Nothing can prevent it ! " 

" Ho, master ! Ho, mim ! " cried Miggs, " can I constrain my feelings 
in these here once-amn united moments? Ho, Mr. Warsen! here's 
blessedneas among relations, sir ! Here's forgiveness of injuries, here's 
amicableness ! " 

The locksmith looked from his wife to DoUv, and from Dolly to Joe, 
and from Joe to Mig^, with his eyebrows still elevated and his mouth 
still open. When ms eyes got back to Miggs, they rested on her ; 
fascinated. 

" To think," cried Miggs with hysterical joy, " that Mr. Joe, and dear 
Miss Dolly, has raly come together after all as has been said and done 
contrairy ! To see them two a-settin' along with him and her, so 
pleasant and in all respects so affable and mild ; and me not knowing of 
it, and not being in the ways to make no preparations for their teas. 
Ho, what a cutting thing it is, and yet what sweet sensations is awoke 
within me !" 

Either in clasping her hands again, or in an ectasy of pious joy, Miss 
Miggs clinked her pattens after the manner of a pair of cymbals, at this 
juncture ; and then resumed, in the softest accents : 

" And did my missis think — ho goodness, did she think — as her own 
Miggs, which supported her under so many trials, and understood her 
natur' when them as intended well but acted rough, went so deep into 
her feelings — did she think as her own Miggs would ever leave her ? 
Did she tnink as Miggs, though she was bnt a servant, and knowed that 
servitudes was no inheritances, would forgit that she was the humble 
instruments as always made it comfortable oetween them two when they 
feil out, and always told master of the meekness and forgiveness of her 
blessed dispositions ? Did she think as Miggs had no attachments ? Did 
she think tnat wages were her only object V^ 

To none of these interrogatories, whereof every one was more patheti- 
cally delivered than the last, did Mrs. Varden answer one word ; but 
Miggs, not at all abashed by this circumstance, tumed to the small boy 
in attendance — her eldest nephew — son of her own married sister — ^bom 
in Golden Lion Court, number twenty-sivin, and bred in the very 
shadow of the second bell-handle on the right-hand door-post — and with 
a plentiful use of her pockethandkerchief, addressed herseif to him : re- 
questing that on his return home he would console his parents for the 
loss of her, his aunt, by delivering to them a faithful statement of his 
having left her in the bosom of that family, with which, as his aforesaid 
parents well knew, her best affections were incorporated ; that he would 
remind them that nothing less than her imperious sense of duty, and 
devoted attachment to her old master and missis, likewise Miss Dolly 
and voung Mr. Joe, should ever have induced her to decline that press- 
ing invitation which they, his parents, had, as he could testifv, given 
her, to lodge and board with them, free of all cost and charge, for ever- 
more ; lastiy, that he would help her with her box upstairs, and then 
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repair straight home, bearing her blessing and her strong injiuictiö&B td 
mingle in bis prayers a suppHcation tbat be migbt in course of time grow 
up a locksmitD, or a Mr. Joe, and bave Mrs. Yardens and Miss Dollys 
for bis relations and Mends. 

Having brougbt tbis admonition to an end — upon wbicb, to say tbe 
trutby tbe young gentleman for wbose benefit it was designed, bestowed 
little or no beed, baving to all appearance bis faculties absotbed in tbe 
contemplation of tbe sweetmeats — Miss Miges signified to tbe Company 
in general tbat tbey were not to be uneasy, lor sbe would soon retum ; 
ana, witb ber nepbeVs aid, prepared to bear ber wardrobe tip tbe stair- 
case. 

" My dear," said tbe locksmitb to bis wife, " do you desire tbis % " 

'^ I desire it ! '' sbe answered. '^ I am astonisbea — I am amazed — at 
ber audacity. Let ber leave tbe bouse tbis moment." 

Miggs bearing tbis, let ber end of tbe box fall beavily to tbe floor, 
gave a very loua sniff, crossed ber arms, screwed down tbe comers of ber 
moutb, and cried, in an ascending scale, ^^ Ho, good gracious ! ^ tbree 
distinct times. 

" You bear wbat your mistress says, my love," remarked tbe locksmitb. 
" You bad better go, I tbink. Stay ; täte tbis witb you, for tbe sake of 
old Service." 

Miss Miggs clutcbed tbe bank-note be took from bis pocket-book 
and beld out to ber ; deposited it in a small red leatber purse ; put tbe 
purse in ber pocket (displaying, es sbe did so, a considerable portion of 
some under-garment, made of ilannel, and more black cotton stocking 
tban is commonly seen in public) ; and, tossing ber bead, as sbe lookea 
at Mrs. Varden, repeated — 

" Ho ^ood gracious ! " 

"I tbink you said tbat once before, my dear," observed tbe lock- 
smitb. 

" Times is cbanged, is they, mim ? " cried Miggs, bridling ; " you can 
spare me now, can you ? You cankeep 'em dtrwn witbout me ? You're 
not in wants of anyone to scold, or tbrow tbe blame upon, no longer, 
ain't you, mim ? I 'm glad to find you Ve grown so independent. I wish 
you joy, I 'm sure ! " 

Witb tbat sbe dropped a curtsey, and keeping her bead erect, ber ear 
towards Mrs. Varden, and ber eye on tbe rest of tbe Company, as sbe 
alluded to tbem in ber remarks, proceeded : 

" I 'm quite deligbted, I 'm sure, to find sieb independency, feeling 
sorry though, at tbe same time, mim, tbat you sbould bave been forced 
into submissions wben you couldn't belp yourself — ^be, be, be ! It must 
be great vexations, 'specially considering now ill you always spoke of 
Mr. Joe — to bave bim for a son-in-law at last ; and I wonder Miss Dolly 
can put up witb bim, eitber, after being off and on for so many years 
witb a coacbmaker. But I have heerd say, tbat tbe coacbmaker tnougbt 
twice about it — be, be, be I — and tbat he told a young man as was a 
friend of bis, tbat he hoped be knowed better tban to be drawed into 
tbat ; though sbe and all tbe family did pull uncommon strong ! " 

Here sbe paused for a reply, and receiving none, went on as before, 

•* I luwe heerd say, mim, tbat tbe illnesses of some ladies was all pre- 

thf J^^^-' *?• *^^* *^®^ "^^^^ ^^^^ away, stone dead, whenever tbey had 
tue inclmations so to do. Of course I never see sich cases witb my öwn 
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eyes — \io no ! He, he, he ! Nor master neither — ho no ! He, he, he I 
I have heerd the neighbours make remark as some one as they was ac- 
quainted with, was a poor good-natiir^d mean-spirited creetur, as went 
out fishing for a wife one day, and caught a Tartar. Of course I never 
to my knowledge see the poor person myself. Nor did you neither, 
mim — no, no. I wonder wno it can be — don't you, mim ? No doubt 
you do, mim. Ho yes. He, he, he ! " 

Again Mi^gs paused for a reply ; and none being offered, was so 
oppressed with teeming spite and spieen, that she seemed like to 
burst. 

" I *m glad Miss Dolly can laugh," cried Miggs, with a feeble titter. 
" I like to see folks a-laughing — so do you, mim, don't you ? You was 
always glad to see people in spirits, wasn't you, mim ? And you always 
did your best to keep 'em cneerfui didn't you, mim ? Though there 
ain*t such a great deal to laugh at now either ; is there, mim ? It ain*t 
so much of a catch, after looking out sharp ever since she was a little 
chit, and costing such a deal in dress and show, to get a poor common 
soldier, with one arm, is it, mim ? He, he ! I wouldn't have a husband 
with one arm, anyways. I would have two arms. I would have two 
arms, if it was me, though instead of hands they 'd only got hooks at the 
end, like our dustman ! " 

Miss Miggs was about to add, and had, indeed, begun to add, that 
taking them in the abstract, dustmen were far more eligible matches 
than soldiers, though, to be sure, when people were past choosing they 
must take the best they could get, and think themselves well off too : but 
her vexation and chagrin being of that internally bitter sort which finds 
no relief in words, and is aggravated to madness by want of contradic- 
tion, she could hold out no longer, and burst into a storm of sobs and 
tears. 

In this extremity she feil on the unlucky nephew, tooth and nail, and 
plucking a handfiü of hair from his head, demanded to know how long 
she was to stand there to be insulted, and whether or no he meant to 
help her to carry out the box again, and if he took a pleasure in hearing 
his family reviled; with otherinquiries of that nature ; at which disgrace 
and provocation, the small boy, who had been all this time gradually 
lashed into rebellion by the sight of unattainable pastry, walked off in- 
dignant, leaving his aunt and the box to follow at their leisure. Somehow 
or other, by dint of pushins and pulling, they did attain the street at 
last ; where Miss Miggs, all blowzed with the exertion of getting there, and 
with her sobs and tears, sat down upon her property to rest and grieve, 
until she could ensnare some other youth to help her home. 

" It 's "a thing to laugh at, Martha, not to care for," whispered the 
locksmith, as he foUowed his wife to the ^vindow, and good-humouredly 
dried her eyes. " What does it matter ? You had seen your fault before. 
Come ! Bring up Toby again, my dear ; Dolly shall sing us a song ; and 
we 11 be all the merrier for this Interruption ! 
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CHAPTER LXXXI. 

Another month had passed, and the end of August had nearly came, 
when Mr. Haredale stood alone in the mail-coacli office at BristoL AI- 
though but a few weeks had intervened eince his conversation with 
Edward Chester and his niece, in the locksmith's house, and he had 
made no change, in the meantime, in his accustomed style of dress, his 
appearance was greatly altered. He looked much older, and more care- 
wom. Agitation and anxiety of mind scatter wrinkles and grey hairs 
with no unspaiing hand ; but deeper tiaces follow on the silent uprooting 
of old habits, and severing of dear familiär ties. The aflfections may not 
be so easily wounded as the passions, but their hurts are deeper and more 
lasting. He was now a solitary man, and the heart within him was 
dreary and lonesome. 

He was not the less alone for having spent so many years in seclusion 
and retirement. This was no better preparation than a round of social 
cheerfulness ; perhaps it even increased the keenness of his sensibility. 
He had been so dependent upon her for companionship and love ; she 
had come to be so much a part and parcel of his existence ; they had 
had so many cares and thoughts in common, which no one eise had 
shared ; that losing her was beginning life anew, and being required to 
summon up the hope and elasticity of youth, amid the doubts, distrusts, 
and weakened energies of age. 

The effort he had made to part from her with seeming cheerfulness 
and hope— and they had parted only yesterday — left him the more de- 
pressed. With these feelmgs he was about to revisit London for the 
last time, and look once more upon the walls of their old home, before 
tuming his back upon it for ever. 

The joumey was a very different one, in those days, from what the 
present generation find it ; but it came to an end, aa the longest joumey 
-will, and he stood again in the streets of the metropolis. He lay at the 
inn where the coach stopped, and resolved, before he went to bed, that 
he would make his arrival known to no one ; would spend but another 
night in London ; and would spare himself the pang of parting, even 
with the honest locksmith. 

Such conditions of the mind as that to which he was a prey when he 
lay down to rest, are favourable to the growth of disordered fancies, and 
uneasy visions. He knew this, even in the horror with which he started 
from his first sleep, and threw up the window to dispel it by the presence 
of some object, beyond the room, which had not been, as it were, the 
witness of his dream. But it is not a new terror of the night ; it had 
been present to him before, in many shapes ; it had haunted nim in by- 
gone times, and visited his pillow asain and again. If it had been but 
an ugly object, a childish spectre, haunting his sleep, its retum, in its 
old form, might have awakened a momentary Sensation of fear, which, 
almost in the act of waking, would have passed away. This disquiet, 
however, lingered about him, and would yield to nothing. When he 
closed his eyes again, be feit it hovering near ; as he slowly sunk into 
slumber, he was conscious of its gathering strength and purpose, and 
gradually assuming its recent shape ; when he sprang up from his bed 
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the same phantom vanished from his heated brain, and left him filled 
with a dread against which reason and waking thought were powerless. 

The sun was up, before he could shake it off. He rose late, but not 
refreshed, and remained within doors all that day. He had a fancy for 
paying his last visit to the old spot in the evening, for he had been 
accustomed to walk there at that season, and desired to see it under the 
aspect that was most familiär to him. At such an hour as would afford 
him time to reach it a little before sunset, he left the inn, and tumed 
into the busy street. 

He had not gone far, and was thoughtfuUy making his way among the 
noisy crowd, when he feit a hand upon his Shoulder, and turning, re- 
cognized one of the waiters from the inn, who begged his pardon, but he 
had left his sword behind him. 

" Why have you brought it to me ? " he asked, stretching out his hand 
and yet not taking it from the man, but looking at him m a disturbed 
and agitated manner. 

The man was sorry to have disobliged him, and would carry it back 
again. The gentleman had said that he was going a little way into the 
country, and that he might not retum until late. The roads were not 
very safe for Single travellers after dark ; and, since the riots, gentlemen 
had been more careful than ever not to trust themselves unarmed in 
lonely places. " We thought you were a stranger, sir," he added, " and 
that you might believe our roaas to be better than they are ; but perhapa 
you know them well, and carry fire-arms " 

He took the swoivd, and putting it up at his side, thanked the man, 
and resumed his walk. 

It was long remembered that he did this in a manner so stränge, and 
with such a trembling hand, that the messenger stood looking after his 
retreating figure, doubtful whether he ought not to foUow and watch 
him. It was long remembered that he had been heard pacing his bed- 
room in the dead of the night ; and the attendants had mentioned to 
each other in the morning now fevered and how pale he looked ; and 
that when this man went back to the inn, he told a fellow-servant that 
what he had observed in this short interview lay very heavy on his mind, 
and that "he feared the gentleman intended to destroy himself, and would 
never come back alive." 

With a half-consciousness that his manner had attracted the man's 
attention (remembering the expression of his face when they parted), 
Mr. Haredale quickened his steps ; and, arriving at a stand of coaches, 
bargained with the driver of the best to carry him so far on his road as 
the point where the footway Struck across the fields, and to await his 
retum at a house of entertainment, which was within a stone's throw of 
that place. Arriving there in due course, he alighted, and pursued his 
way on'foot. 

He passed so near the Maypole, that he could see its smoke rising 
from among the trees, while a flock of pigeons — some of its old in- 
habitants, doubtless — sailed gaily höme to roost, between him and the 
unclouded sky. " The old house will brighten up now," he said, as he 
looked towards it, " and there will be a merry fireside beneath its ivied 
roof. It is some comfort to know that everjrtning will not be blighted 
hereabouts. I shall be glad to have one picture of life and cheerfmness 
to tum to, in my mind ! " 

28 
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He refliuned bis walk, and bent Mb stepe towards The Warren. It 
was a clear, calm, silent evening, with hardly a breath of wind to stir 
the leaves, or any sound to break the atillness of tbe time, bat drowsy 
ebeep-bells tinklinff in tbe distance, and, at intervals, tbe far-off lowin^ 
of cattk. or bark of village dogs. The sky was radiant with the softened 
glory 01 Bunset ; and on the earth, and in the air, a deep repope pre- 
vailed. At such an bour he arrived at the deserted mansion wbich bad 
been bis bome so long, and looked, for the last time, upon its blackened 
walle. 

The asbes of tbe commonest fire are melancboly things, for in tbem 
tbere is an image of death and min, — of something that bas been 
brigbt, and is but dull, cold, dreary dust, — with wbich our nature forces 
US to S3rmpatbi8e. How much more sad the crumbled embers of a 
bome : the casting down of that great altar, where tbe worst among us 
sometimes perform tbe worship of the beart ; and where tbe best have 
offered up such sacrifices, and done such deeds of beroism as, cbronicled, 
would put the proudest temples of old Time, with all their vaunting 
annals, to the blush ! 

He roused bimself from a long train of meditation, and walked slowly 
round tbe bouse, It was by this time almost dark. 

He bad nearly made the circuit of the building, when he uttered a 
balf-suppressed exclamation, started, and stood still. Eeclining, in an 
easy attitude, with bis back against a tree, and contemplating the ruin 
with an expression of pleasure, — a pleasure so keen that it overcame 
bis babitual indolence and command of feature, and displayed itself 
utterly free from all reetraint or reserve, — before bim, on bis own 
ground, and triumphing then, as be bad triumphed in every misfor- 
tune and disappointment of bis life, stood the man wbose presence, of 
all mankind, in any place, and least of all in that, he could the least 
endure. ^ 

Althougb bis blood so rose against this man, and bis wrath so stirred 
within bim, that he could have Struck bim dead, be put such fierce 
constraint upon bimself that be passed bim without a word or look. 
Yes, and he would have gone on, and not turned, though to resist tbe 
Devil wbo poured such bot temptation in bis brain, required an effort 
scarcely to be achieved, if this man bad not bimself summoned bim to 
stop ; and that with an assumed compassion in bis voice wbich droTe 
bim well-nigh mad, and in an instant routed all the self-command it 
bad been anguish — acute, poignant anguish — to sustain. 

All consideration, reflection, mercy, forbearance ; everything by wbich 
a goaded man can curb bis rage and passion, üed from bim as be turned 
back. And yet he said, slowly and quite cahnly — far more calmly tban 
be bad ever spoken to bim before : 

" Wby have you called to me ? " 

"To remark," said Sir John Chest;er with bis wonted composure, "wbat 
an odd Chance it is that we should meet bere ! " 

" It w a Strange chance." 

" Strange ? The most remarkable and Singular tbing in tbe world. 
I never ride in the evening; I have not done so for years. The wbim 
seized me, quite unaccountably, in tbe middle of last night— How very 
picturesque this is 1 "—He pointed, as be spoke, t» tbe dismantled honse, 
and raised bis glass to bis eye. f ^ y^ ^* 
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" You praise your own work very freeljr." 

Sir Jofin let fall his glass ; inclined his face towards him witli an air 
of the most courteous inquiry ; and slightly sliook his head, as though 
he were remarking to himself, " I fear tnis animal is going mad ! " 

" I say you praise your own work very freely," repeated Mr. Haredale. 

" Work ! " echoed Sir John, looking smilingly round. " Mine ! — I beg 
yourpardon, I really beg your pardon " 

" Why, you see," said Mr. Haredale, "those walls. You see those 
tottering gables. You see on every aide where fire and smoke have 
raged. You see the destruction that has been wanton here. Do you 
not?" 

" My good friend," returned the knight, gently checking his impatience 
with his hand, " of course I do. I see everything you speak of, when 
you stand aside, and do not interpose yourself between the view and me. 
I am very sorry for you. If I had not had the pleasure to meet you 
here, I think I should have written to teil you so. ßut you don*t bear 
it as well as I had expected — excuse me — no, you don't indeed." 

He pulled out his snuff-box, and addressing him with the superior air 
of a man who, by reason of his higher nature, has a right to read a moral 
lesson to another, continued : 

" For you are a philosopher, you know— one of that stern and rigid 
school who are far above the weaknesses of mankind in general. You 
are removed, a long way, from the frailties of the crowd. You contem- 
plate them from a height, and rail at them with a most impressive 
bittemess. I have heard you." 

" — And shall again," said Mr. Haredale. 

" Thank you," returned the other. " Shall we walk as we talk ? The 
damp falls rather heavily. Well, as you please. But I grieve to say that 
I can spare you only a very few moments." 

"I would," said Mr. Haredale, "you had spared me none. I would, 
with all my soul, you had been in Paradise (if such a monstrous lie could 
be enacted), rather than here to-night." 

" Nay," returned the other — " really — you do yourself injustice. You 
are a rough companion, but I would not go so far to avoid you." 

" Listen to me," said Mr. Haredale. " Listen to me." 

"While you rail?" inquired Sir John. 

" While I deliver your infamy. You urged and stimulated to do your 
work a fit agent, but one who m his nature — in the very essence of his 
being — is a traitor, and who has been false to you fdespite the sympathy 
you two should have together) as he has been to all otners. With nints, 
and looks, and crafty words, which told again are nothing, you set on 
Gashford to this work— this work before us now. With these same hints, 
and looks, and crafty words, which told again are nothing, you urged 
him on to gratify the deadly hate he owes me — I have eamed it, I thank 
Heaven — ^by the abduction and dishonour of my niece. You did. I 
see denial in your looks," he cried, abruptly pointing in his face, and 
stepping back, " and denial is a lie! " 

He had his hand upon his sword ; but the knight, with a contemp- 
tuous smile, replied to him as coldly as before. 

" You will take notice, sir — if you can discriminate sufficiently — that 
I have taken the trouble to deny nothing. Your discemment is hardly 
fine enough for the perusal of faces not of a kind as coarse as your 



436 BARNABY RUDGE, 

Bpeecb ; aor has it ever been, that I remember ; or, in one face that I 
could name, you would have read indifference, not to say disgust, some- 
wbat sooner than you did. I speak of a long time ago ; but you under- 
Btand me.'' 

" Disguise it as you will, you mean denial. Denial explicit or reserved, 
expressed or left to be inferred, is still a lie. You say you don't deny. 
Do you admit?" 

" You yourself/* retumed Sir Jobn,jBuffering the current of bis speecb 
to flow as smootbly as if it bad been stemmed by no one word of inter- 
ruption, " publicly proclaimed tbe cbaracter of tbe gentleman in question 
(I think it was in Westminster Hall) in terms wbich relieve me from 
tbe necessity of making any furtber allusion to bim. You may bave 
^been warranted ; you may not bave been ; I can't say. Assuming tbe 
'gentleman to be wbat you described, and to have made to you or any 
ofcber person any Statements that may bave bappened to suggest tbem- 
selves to bim, for tbe sake of bis own security, or for tbe sake of money, 
or for bis own amusement, or for any otber consideration — I bave 
notbing to say of bim, except tbat bis extremely degrading Situation 
appears to me to be sbared witb bis employers. You are so very piain, 
yourself, tbat you will excuse a little freedom in me, 1 am sure." 

" Attend to me again, Sir John — but once," cried Mr. Haredale. " In 
your every look, and word, and gesture, you teil me tbis was not your 
act. I teil you that it was, and tbat you tampered witb tbe man I 
speak of, and witb your wretcbed son (whom God forgive !) to do tbis 
deed. You talk of degradation and cbaracter. You told me once tbat 
you bad purchased tbe absence of tbe poor idiot and bis motber, when, as 
I have discovered since, and then suspected) you bad gone to tempt tbem, 
and bad found tbem flown. To you I traced tbe insinuation that I 
alone reaped any barvest from my brother's death; and all tbe foul 
attacks and whispered calumnies that followed in its train. In every 
action of my life, from that first hope wbich you converted into grief 
and desolation, you have stood, like an adverse fate, between me and 
peace. In all, you have ever been the same cold-blooded, bollow, false, 
unworthy villain. For the second time, and for the last, I cast tbese 
charges in your teeth, and spurn you from me as I would a ÜEutbless 
dog!" 

Witb that be raised bis arm, and Struck bim on the breast so tbat he 
staggered. Sir John, tbe instant he recovered, drew bis sword, tbrew 
away the scabbard and bis hat, and, running on bis adversary, made a 
desperate lunge at bis beart, wbich, but that bis guard was quick and 
true, would have stretched bim dead upon the grass. 

In tbe act of striking bim, the torrent of bis opponent's rage had 
reached a stop. He parried bis varied thrusts, without retuming tbem, 
and called to bim, witb a frantic kind of terror in his face, to keep 
back. 

"Not to-night! not to-night!" be cried. "In God*s name, not 
to-night ! " 

Seeing tbat be lowered bis weapon, and that he would not thrust in 
tum, Sir John lowered bis. 

II Not to-night ! " his adversary cried. " Be wamed in time ! " 
Jn>,^°^ told me— it must have been in a sort of inspiration— " said Sir 
onn, quite deliberately, though now he dropped bis mask, and showed 
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his hatred in his face, " that tliis was the last time. Be assured it is ! 
Did you believe our kst meeting was forgotten ? Did you believe that 
your every word and look were not to be accounted for, and were not 
well remembered ? Do you believe that I have awaited your time, or 
you mine ] What kind oi man is he who entered, with all his sickening 
cant of honesty and truth, into a bond with me to prevent a marriage he 
affected to dislike, and when I had redeemed my part to the spirit and 
the letter, skulked £rom his, and brought the match about in his 
own time, to rid himself of a bürden he had grown tired of, and cast a 
spurious lustre on his house ? " 

" I have acted,*' cried Mr. Haredale, " with honour and in good faith. 
I do so now. Do not force me to renew this duel to-night ! " 

" You Said my * wretched ' son, I think ? " said Sir John, with a smile. 
" Poor fool ! The dupe of such a shallow knave — trapped into marriage 
by such an uncle and oy such a niece — he well deserves your pity. But 
he is no longer a son of mine ; you are welcome to the prize your craft 
has made, sir." 

"Once more," cried his Opponent, wildly stamping on the ground, 
" althoush you tear me from my better angel, I implore you not to come 
within tue reach of my sword to-night. Oh ! why were you here at all ? 
Why have we met? To-morrow would have cast us far apart for ever ! " 

" That being the case," retumed Sir John, without the least emotion, 
" it is very fortunate we have met to-night. Haredale, I have always- 
despised you, as you know ; but I have given you credit for a species of 
brüte courage. ror the honour of my judgment, which I had thought a 
good one, I am sorry to find you a coward." 

Not another word was spoken on either side. They crossed swords, 
though it was now quite dusk, and attacked each other fiercely. They 
were well matched, and each was thoroughly skilled in the management 
of his weapon. 

After a few seconds they grew hotter and more furious, and pressing 
on each other inflicted and received several slight wounds. It was 
directly after receiving one of these in his arm that Mr. Haredale, making 
a keener thrust as he feit the warm blood spurting out, plunged his sword 
through his opponent's body to the hilt. 

Their eyes met, and were on each other as he drew it out. He put his 
arm about the dying man, who repulsed him feebly, and dropped upon 
the turf. Raising himself upon his hands, he gazed at him for an instant, 
with scorn and hatred in his look ; but seeming to remember, even then, 
that this expression would distort his features after death, he tried to 
smile, and faintly moving his right hand, as if to hide his bloody lineu 
in his vest, feil back dead — the phantom of last night. 
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CHAPTER THE LAST. 



A PARTIVG glance at such of the actors in this little liistory, as it has 
not, in the course of its events, dismissed, will bring it to an end. 

Mr. Haredale fled that night. Before pursuit could be begun, indeed 
before Sir John was traced or missed, he had left the kingdom. Repair- 
ing straight to a religious establishment, known throughout Europe for 
the rigour and severity of its discipline, and for the merciless penitence 
it exacted from those who sought its shelter as a refiige from the world, 
he took the vows which thenceforth shnt him out fi*om nature and its 
kind, and after a few remorseful years was buried in its gloomy cloisters. 

Two days elapsed before the body of Sir John was found. As soon as 
it was recogniseü and caiTied home, the faithful valet, true to his master's 
creed, eloped with all the cash and movables he could lay his hands on, 
and started as a finished gentleman upon his own account. In this career 
he met with great success, and would certainly have married an heiress 
in the end, but for an unlucky check which led to his premature decease. 
He sank under a contagious disorder, very prevalent at that time, and 
vulgarly termed the jail fever. 

Lord George Gordon, remaining in his prison in the Tower until 
3ionday, the Fifth of February, in the following year, was on that day 
solemnly tried at Westminster for High Treason. Of this crime he was, 
after a patient investigation, declared Not Guilty ; upon the ground that 
there was no proof of his having called the multitude together with any 
traitorous or unlawful intentions. Yet so many people were there, still, 
to whom these riots taught no lesson of reproof or moderation, that a 

Sublic subscription was set on foot in Scotland to defray the cost of his 
efence. 

For seven years afterwards, he remained, at the strong intercession of 
his friends, comparatively quiet ; saving that he, every now and then, 
took occasion to display his zeal for the Protestant faith in some extrav- 
agant proceeding, which was the delight of its enemies ; and saving, 
besides, that he was formally excommunicated by the Archbishop of 
Canterbury, for refusing to appear as a witness in the Ecclesiastical 
Court when cited for that purpose. In the year 1788, he was stimulated 
by some new insanity to write and publish an injurious pamphlet, re- 
flecting on the Queen of France, in very violent terms. Being indicted 
for the libel, and (after varLous stränge demonstrations in court) found 
guilty, he fled into Holland, in place of appearing to receive sentence : 
from whence, as the quiet burgomasters of Amsterdam had'no relish for 
his Company, he was sent home again with all speed. Arriving in the 
month of July at Harwich, and going thence to Birmingham, he made 
in the latter place, in August, a public profession of the Jewish religion ; 
and figured there as a Jew untu he was arrested, and brou^ht back to 
London to receive the sentence he had evaded. By virtue of this sentence 
he was, in the month of December, cast into Newgate for five years and 
ten months, and required besides to pay a lai^e fine, and to furnish heavy 
securities for his future good behaviour. 

After addressing, in the midsummer of the following year, an appeal 
to the commiseration of the National Assembly of France, which the 
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English minister refused to sanction,lie composed himself to undergo his 
Ml term of puniähment ; and suffering his beard to grow nearly to his 
waist, and conforming in all respects to the ceremonies of his new re- 
ligion, he applied himself to the study of history, and occasionally to 
the art of pamting, in which, in his younger days, he had shown some 
skill. Deserted by his former friends, and treated in all respects like the 
worst criminal in the jail, he lingered on, quite cheerful and resigned, 
until the Ist of November, 1793, when he died in his cell, being then 
only three-and -forty years of age. 

Many men with fewer sympathies for the distressed and needy, with 
less abilities, and harder hearts, have made a shining figure, and left a 
brilliant fame. He had his moumers. The prisoners bemoaned his loss, 
and missed him ; for though his means were not large, his charity was 
great, and in bestowing alms among them he considered the necessities 
of all alike, and knew no distinction of sect or creed. There are wise 
men in the highways of the world who may learn something, even from 
this poor crazy lord who died in Newgate. 

To the last, he was truly served by oluff John Grueby, John was at 
his side before he had been four-and-twenty hours in the Tower, and 
never left him until he died. He had one other constant attendant, in 
the person of a beautiful Jewish girl — who attached herseif to him from 
feelings half religious, half romantic, but whose virtuous and disinterested 
character appears to have been beyond the censure even of the most 
censorious. 

Gashford deserted him, of course. He subsisted for a time upon his traffic 
in his master's secrets ; and, this trade failing when the stock was quite ex- 
hausted, procured an appointment in the honourable corps of spies and 
eavesdroppers employed oy the govemment. As one of these wretched 
underlings, he did his drudgery, sometimes abroad, sometimes at home, 
and long endured the various miseries of such a Station. Ten or a dozen 
years ago — not more-»— a meagre, wan old man, diseased and miserably 
poor, was found dead in his bed at an obscure inn in the Borough, where 
he was quite unknown. He had taken poison. There was no clue to his - 
name, but it was discovered from certain entries in a pocket-book he 
carried, that he had been secretary to Lord George Gordon in the time 
of the famous Riots. 

Many months after the re-establishment of peace and order, and even 
when it had ceased to be the town-talk, that every military officer, kept at 
free guarters by the City during the late alarms, had cost for his board and 
lodging four pounds four per day, and every private soldier two and two- 
pence halfoenny ; many months after even tnis engrossing topic was for- 
gotten, ana the United BuU-dogs were to a man all killed, imprisoned, 
or transported, Mr. Simon Tappertit, bein^ removed from a hospital to 
prison, and thence to his place of trial, was discharged by proclamation on 
two wooden legs. Shorn of his graceful limbs, and brought down from 
Ins high estate to circumstances of utter destitution and the deepest 
misery, he made shift to stump back to his old master, and beg for some 
relief. By the locksmith's ad vice and aid, he was established in business 
as a shoe-black, and opened shop under an archway near the Horse 
Guards. This being a central quarter, he quickly made a very large 
connection, and on lev^e days, was sometimes known to have as many as 
twenty half-pay officers waiting their tum for polishing. Indeed his 
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trade increased to that extent, that in course of time he entertained no 
less than two apprentices, besides taking for his wife the widow of an 
eminent bone and rag collector, formerly of Millbank. With tbis lady 
(who assieted in the business) he lived üi great domestic happiness, 
only chequered by those little storms which serve to clear the atmosphere 
of wedlock, and brighten its horizon. In some of these gusts of bad 
weather, Mr. Tappertit would, in the assertion of his prerogative, so far 
forget himself, as to correct his lady with a brush, or boot, or shoe ; while 
ehe (but only in extreme cases) would retaliate by taking off his legs, and 
leave him exposed to the derision of those urchins who delight in mischief. 
Miss Miggs, baffled in all her schemes, matrimonial and otherwise, and 
cast lipon a thankless, undeserving world, tumed very sharp and sour ; 
and did at length become so acid, and did so pinch and slap and tweak 
the hair and noses of the youth of Golden Lion Court, that she was by 
one consent expelled that sanctuary, and desired to bless some other spot 
of earth, in preference. It chanced at that moment, tliat the justices of 
the peace for Middlesex proclaimed by public placard that they stood 
in need of a female tumkey for the County Bride well, and appointed a 
day and hour for the inspection of candidates. Miss Miggs, attending at 
the time appointed, was instantly chosen and selected from one hundred 
and twenty-four compctitors, and at once promoted to the office ; which 
she held until her decease, more than thirty years afterwards, remaining 
Single all that time. It was observed of this lady that while she was 
inflexible and grim to all her female flock, she was particularly so to 
those who could establish any claim to beauty ; and it was often remarked 
as a proof of her indomitable virtue and severe chastity, that to such a 
had oeen frail she showed no mercy : always falling upon them on the 
slightest occasion, or on no occasion at all, with the füllest measure of 
her wrath. Among other useful inventions which she practised upon 
this class of offenders and bequeathed to posterity, was the art of inflicting 
an exquisitely vicious poke or dig with the wards of a key, in the small 
of the back, near the spine. She likewise originated a mode of treading 
by accident (in pattens) on such as had small feet ; also very remarkable 
for its ingenuity, and previously quite unknown. 

It was not very long, you may be sure, before Joe Willet and Dolly 
Varden were made husband and wife, and, with a handsome sum in the 
bank (for the locksmith could afford to give his daughter a good dowry), 
reopened the Maypole. It was not very long, you may be sure, before 
a red-faced little Doy was seen staggering about the Maypole passage, 
and kickin^ up his heels on the green before the door. It was not very 
long, countmg by years, before tnere was a red-faced little girl, another 
red-faced little boy, and a whole troop of girls and boys ; so that, go to 
Chigwell when you would, there would surely be seen, either in the 
village Street, or on the green, or frolicking in the farmyard — for it was 
a farm now, as well as a tavem — more smaD Joes and small Dollys than 
could be easily counted. It was not a very long time before these 
appearances ensued ; but it vxis a very long time before Joe looked five 
years older, or Dolly either, or the locksmith either, or his wife either : 
for cheerfulness and content are great beautifiers, and are famous pre- 
servers of youthful looks, depend upon it. 

Mn^?^ ^ ^*^^§ U°^®' *^°» before there was such a country inn as the 
^Aaypoie, in aU England : indeed it is a great question whether there 
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liaa ever been such anotlier to to this hour, or ever will be. It was a 
long time too — for Never, as the proverb says,i8along day — before they 
forgot to have an interest in wounded soldiers at the Maypole, er before 
Joe omitted tö refresh them, for the sake of his old campaign ; or before 
the Sergeant left off looking in there, now and then ; or before they 
fatigiied themselves, or each other, by talking on these occasions of 
batues and sieges, and hard weather, and hard service, and a thousand 
things belonging to a soldier's life. As to the great silver snuff-box which 
the King sent Joe with his own band, because of his conduct in the 
Kiots, what guest ever went to the Maypole without putting finger 
and thumb into that box, and taking a great pinch, though he had never 
taken a pinch of snuff before, and aJmost sneezed himself into convul- 
sions even then ? As to the purple-faced vinter, where is the man who 
lived in those days and never saw him at the Maypole, to all appearance 
OS much at home in the best room as if he lived there ? And as to the 
feastings and christenings, and revellings at ChristmaÄ, and celebra- 
tions of birthdays, wedding-days, and all manner of days, both at the 
Maypole and the Golden Key— if they are not notorious, what facta are ? 

Mr. Willet the eider, having been by some extraordinary means pos- 
sessed with the idea that Joe wanted to be married, and that it would 
be well for him, his father, to retire into private life and enable him to 
live in comfort, took up his abode in a small cottage at Chigwell ; where 
they widened and enlarged the fire-place for him, hung up the boiler, 
and furthermore planted in the little garden outside the Iront-door, a 
fictitious Maypole ; so that he was quite at home directly. To this, his 
new habitation, Tom Cobb, Phil Parkes, and Solomon Daisy went regu- 
larly every night : and in the chimney-corner, they all four quaffed, and 
smoked, and prosed, and dozed, as they had done of old. It oeing acci- 
dentally discovered after a short time that Mr. Willet still appeared to 
consider himseK a landlord by profession, Joe provided him with a slate, 
lipon which the old man regularly scored up vast accounts for meat, 
drink, and tobacco. As he grew older this passion increased npon him ; 
and it became his delight to chalk against the name of each of his cronies 
a sum of enormous magnitude, and impossible to be paid : and such was 
his secret joy in these entries, that he would be perpetually seen going 
behind the door to look at them, and coming fortn again, suffused with 
the* liveliest satisfaction. 

He never recovered the surprise the rioters had given him, and re- 
mained in the same mental condition down to the last moment of his 
life. It was like to have been brought to a speedy termination by the 
first siffht of his first grandchild, which appeared to fill him witn the 
belief Uiat some alarming miracle had happened to Joe. Beins promptly 
blooded, however, by a skilful surgeon, he rallied ; and altnough the 
doctors all agreed, on his being attacked with Symptoms of apoplexy six 
months afterwards, that he ought to die, and took it very ill that he did 
not, he remained alive — possibly on accoiint of his constitutional slow- 
ness — for nearly seven years more, when he was one moming found 
speechless in his bed. He lav in this State, free from all tokens of un- 
easiness, for a whole week, when he was suddenly restored to conscious- 
ness by hearing the nurse whisper in his son's ears that he was going. 
" I'm a going, Joseph," said Mr. Willet, tuming round upon the instant, 
*' to the Salwanners ; " and immediately gave up the ghost. 
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He left a litrge sum of money behind hini ; even more than he was 
suppoeed to liave beea worth, althougb. the neighbours, according to tbe 
custbm t>f mankmd in calculating the wealth that other people ought to 
have saved, had estiinated his propertj in good round numbers. Joe 
inherited the whole ;- so that he became a man of great consequence in 
those parts, and waff perfectly independent. 

Some time elapsed before Bamaby got the better of the shock he had 
sustained, or regained.his old health and gaiety. But he recovered by 
degrees : and although he could never separate his condemhation and 
escape from the idea of a terrific dream, he became, in other respects, 
more rational. Dating from the time of his recovery, he had a better 
memory and greater steadiness of purpose ; but a dark cloud overhung 
his whole previous existence, and never cleared away. 

He was not the less happy for this ; for his love of freedom and in- 
terest in all that moved or grew, or had its being in the Clements, re- 
mained to him nnimpaired. Me lived with his mbther on the Maypole 
'Farm, tending the poultry and the cattle, working in a ^arden of his 
own, and helping evenrwhere. He was known to every bird and beast 
about the place, and had a name for every one. Never was there a 
lighter-hearted husbandman, a creature more populär with yoüng and 
old, a blither or more happy soul than Bamaby ; and although he was 
free to ramble where he would, he never quitted her, but was for ever- 
more her stay and comfort. 

It was remarkable that although he had that dim sense of the past, 
he sought out Hugh's dog, and took him imder his care ; and that he 
never could be tempted into London. When the Riots were many years 
old, and Edward and his wife came back to England with a family 
almost as numerous as Dolly's, and one day appeared at the Maypole 
porch, he knew them instantly, and wept and leai)ed for joy. But 
neither to visit them, nor on any other pretence, no matter how füll of 
promise and enjoyment, could he be persuaded to set foot in the streets : 
nor did he ever conquer his repugnance or look upon the town again. 

Grip soon recovered his looks, and became as glossy and sleek as ever. 
But he wasr profoundly silent. Whether he had forgotten the art of 
Polite Conversation in Newcate, or had made a vow in those troubled 
times to forego, for a period, the display of his accomplishments, is 
matter of uncertainty ; but certain it is that for a whole year he never 
indulged in any other sound than a grave, decorous croak. At the 
expiration of that term, the moming being vei^ bright and sunny, he 
was heard to address himself to the horses in the stable, upon the sub- 
ject of the Kettle, so often mentioned in these x>ages ; and before the 
witness who overheard him could run into the house with the intelli- 
gence, and add to it upon his solemn afiirmation the statement that he had 
heard him laugh, the bird himself advanced with fantastic steps to the 
very door of the bar, and there cried ** I'm a devil, I'm a devil, Pm a 
devil I " with extraordinary rapture. 

From that period (althougn he was supposed to be much affected by 
the death of Mr. Willet senior), he constantly practised and improved 
himself in the vulgär tonflue; and, as he was a mere Infant for a raven 
Z^^^^^^^^ '^^ gray, he has very probably gone on talking to the 



present time. 




THE END. 
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